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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT BRIGAND-CHIEF. 



It Wcis an ancient brigand-chief, 

And a horny eye had he, 

And the lethal weapons that lined his 
belt 

Would have stocked an armoury. 

Around the camp-fire's ruddy glow 
His brigands sniffed the breeze , 
Half-cock (or morej each stalwart bore 
His blunderbuss at ease. 

Then up and spake that ancient sport : 

have a tale to teU— ” 

The brigands sighed and yawned full 
wide, 

They knew the wheeze so weU. 

“It was September’s opening day, 

To British sportsmen dear — ” 

That was the way the tale began 
Steadily once a year , 

By his own request he told that geste, 
And they could not choose but hear. 


“Brand-new my suit of Tartan check. 
Wrought of the Scots home-spun ; 

In brand-new boots I tramped the roots 
Beneath a brand-new gun. 

“ My eye was bright, my step was light, 
My heart was hot within, 

And all for a maid whose peerless love 
I rather hoped to win. 

“ She was a sporting damosel. 

Well knowing what was what, 

And had vowed she never would yield 
her hand 

(So I was given to understand) 

Save to a first-dass shot. 

“ Therefore with many a prayer that I 
That day might earn renown, 

I blazed to right, I blazed to left, 

I lilazed into tlie brown ; 

I blazed the livelong morning through, 
From 10.15 to nearly 2 0, 

But never a bird came down. 

“We had reached the final turnip-patch, 
Nor yet had I tasted gore, 

When lo • a single bird arose 
Lnmediately beneath my nose, 

Of somewhat larger size than those 
I had observed before. 

“ It was my chance ere luncheon brought 
The ladies in its train ; 

I gave the bird a yard or so. 

Then, letting both my barrels go, 

I blew the thing in twain. 

“ Ha ! ha ! I cried : but the guns replied 
AIL down the line with ‘ Shame ! ’ ; 

It seems that I had felled to earth 
A pheasant, young and tame ; 

’Twas wrong, said they, such birds to 
slay 

Or ever October came. 

“ At lunch they laughed ; I even heard 
My winsome lady howl ; 





For on my platter they had spread 
The sections, obviously dead, 

Of that infernal fowl. 

“LLiiighter and gibe from rude coarse 
men 

Ere now have made me cuise ; 

But to be mocked of one you love, 

0 that is far, far worse. 

“My blood was up . I fiUed a cup 
Full of the gold Rhine wine , 

Drank ‘Death to bird and man and 
beast 1 ’ 

And straightway left that grisly feast 
With never a farewell sign. 

“Thencefoith I swore all living things 
Should lie beneatli my ban ; 

I swore to seek some larger clime 
Where I could kiU, with no close tune 
For bird or beast or man. 

“ Comrades ! In these Circassian parts 
Where life runs fairly cheap, 

With Tartar and Turk and Jew for 
game 

Have I not purged my ancient shame ? 
Say ! ” But the brigands said no word 
By way of comment upon the bird. 
Being, in fact, asleep. 0. S. 
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OUR CRECHE. 

(Extract from a letter from Mns. Bohhie Bash in the Wild West to her dear friend at home) 

Bottlefordj Canada 

“ . . . . Now ABOUT THE BaLL We HAD MILES TO GO TO GET TO THE PLACE OVER AWFULLY ROUGH COUNTRY, AND AS USUAL THERE WAS 
NO ONE "WE COULD LEAVE AT HOME TO LOOK AFTER OUR BaBIES. Wb HAD TO TAKE THEM WITH US, AND YOU CAN IMAGINE WE ARRIVED RATHER 
DRAGGLED AT THE BALL-ROOM. We HAD A RIPPING DANCE ; EVERY ONE WAS THERE 


■ 'M 








I® 




— ^AND THAT GOOD OLD SOUL, TUBIJY, OUR ONLY BACHELOR, WHO IS NOT 
A DANCING MAN (HE LIVES NEXT DOOR TO THE BALL-ROOM), LOOKED AFTER 

ouR_ Babies for us, as he always does. We label them, you know — 


-so that ip anything goes wrong, he just looks up the name 

or THE MOTHER AND — 


:l'i 
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HUNTS HER UP FROM THE BALL-ROOM. I REALLY DON’t KNOW 
WHAT WE SHOULD HAVE DONE WITHOUT HIM. 


Georgina had an awful time of it with her kiddie, and 

LOST THE last SETO DANCES.” 
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Chapter I. — Foreicord . 

0 LIST to tke Tinliappy tale of J ohn and 
Emma Caroline. 

In Hoxton he was something in the 


THE OLD STORY. 

And John was raptured at the thought Cilvpter VUL—T/ie Befusal. 

of walking out with Caroline ; glie thanked him very kindly, and she 

He took a ’bus to Baker ^ Street, and spoke in words as set as his : 

travelled by the Harrow line. » An apple makes me bilious, and I do 

^ TTT rm Tit not care for lettuces.” 

Chapter VI. — The Meetimj. 

They met; the convemation turned on Ohapiee K.-flis Wicked Boaetimj. 

Photos and Phylacteries, Then John was slightly scornful, and lie 

The Weather and the Government, and said, “ My foolish Caroline, 

who our Greatest Actor is, lam not just a person in the vegetable- 

And then, at some remark of his, she marrow line. 

looked and murmured “What a swell!” My sister at her country house, dressed 

charmingly in white and brown. 

With ^wa^^ p^^ ^eve^where, has 

But Caroline replied again, “W-wImt 


vegetable-marrow line I 

Chapter H. — ffis Pride. 

But though his trade was sordid he was 
just as proud as Lucifer — 

The Spirit (say) of Humbleness, he didn’t 
see the use of her. 

llis clothes were rich but tasteful, and a 
bit above the Hoxtonite, 

Who’d greet him, dressed for dinner, with 
“ What ho 1 the fancy socks to-night 1” 
His wicked pride — ^weE, John has never 
been the one to hide it, so 
T may as well explain at once the reasons 
why he sided so. 

Chapter III . — Its Cause. 

His sister at a garden fete, dressed 
charmingly in white and brown, 

With wavy pleatings round the hem, had 
shaken hands with Crichton-Browne, - 
His brother’s son was friendly with the 
Carlton chef, and what is more. 

His father knew a feUow who had hunted 
with the Cottesmore ; 













Besides aU this in esse there was fame 
and wealth in posse too. 

As witness Bilks his^ uncle’s friend (or 
second cousin was it ?) who 
Had got that very day a Derby “ cert.” — 
and by a “ cert.” is meant 
“ The Colonel’s shilling Final (One Horse 
Snip) ” — ^but see advertisement. 

Chapter IV. — Caroline. 

Now Caroline (or Emma), who was really 
quite bewitching, made 
A living up at Cricklewood as what she 
called a “kitching-maid,” 

And Caroline (or Emma) — I am certain 
cared for John a bit, 

Although (to use a vulgar phrase) she 
liked to “ have him on a bit.” 

Chapter V . — Her Invitation. 

One day she wrote (you’d never think a 
maid so very fickle would) 

“ My darling Johnny, can you come and 
call for me at Cricklewood ? ” 


Chapter VH . — The Proposal, 

And Caroline grew hungry, so they 
rested at “ The Dragon’s Head,” 

And after tea John took his clay and 
filled it up with shag and said, 

(For John and fear were strangers when 
his inner man was fortified) 

“The vegetable business is increasing, 
and, in short, if I ’d 

A partner who could keep accounts, and 
make the place look tidy too, 

I ’d start a line next spring in fruit— in 
fact I’ve quite decided to'.” 





THE BEE1CJSA1.. 

His suit was striped in many shades, 
and had a little spot as well ; 

His purple tie was cre^e-de-chine, which 
really isn’t bad for ties. . . . 

To Printer: Better leave a space for 
anyone to advertise. 


Now stammering, though painful, ctm 
quite easily be remedied 
By writing to the Evening Netvs, as 
Caroline (or Emma) did " 

E.g., “ To Lulu . Fold your and, 
taking care to cross the knees, 

Sneeze tidce with pebbles in the mouthT 
(Compare, of course, Demosthenes.) 

CHAFfER XI . — The Events that Followed. 

It’s doubtful just what happened then a 
step outside “ The Dragon’s Head ; ” 
One gathers that quite suddenly the 
fellow ceased to brag and said ; — 

“I’ll have the fruit at any rate” (some 
day the truth mayhap ’ll out) — 

And then he took his pocket-knife and 
cut his Adam’s apple out ! 

Chapter XII . — The End — and the Moral. 
She looked, she stood there silently ; then 
gave a single scream in a 
Falsetto voice the man was dead — facti^ 
once more, dux femina. 




















Ektikct 

T>£PARTM£KY : 



IN THE NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM. A.D. 1910. 

Motorists Oh, I sat?. What?! Used to walk across the roads! NO! How lovely! * ” — ^‘*W^ent about on foot, and expected to be protected * Nonsense * 

-«po TOD BELIEVE IT?! I DOK*T. It’s TOO RIDICOLOUS f ! MY HONOUR IT ’s A FACT! W"hY, THEY SAT CHILDREyT USED TO PLAT ABOUT IN VILLAGES f DiD YOU 

!A . Too DELlolonSLY improbable ! ! ” [Exeunt in roars of laughter to see something else. 
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CAME IN LAST. 

?!r‘ “ v™ T’" T “ ^ ^ '^'•^ "'■' '»*MK ..WAV .AT n.p roBsm V 

Jockey, Yes, m Lobd, but I couldn’t very well leave the horse reiiinl ” t^oRNLJt i 


THE BRAND OF SHAME. 

Last night a most iinfortunute collision 
Occurred between my eyebrow and the door, 

And when the morning dawned, alas ! my vision 
Turned out to be decidedly obscure. 

But, worst of all, my cheek and forehead decking, 
The marks of that collision gi'ew apace ; 

A raw beef-steak completely failed in checking 
The purple stain tliat spread across my face. 

This is indeed a curious world, my imisters ' 
To-day I keenly realise the same. 

Why should a blackened eye, of all disasters, 
^detrimental to a man’s good name?’ 

Why should his friends, who journey to the Citv, 
At his approach break off their morning chat" 

lo a^k him, with a great pretence of pity, 


“ Hullo, old chap, 
that?” 


Whose mark is 


I f^r that I displayed some irritation. 

A guilty conscience,” all professed to think ; 


And when I gave the truthful explanation 
^ Attributed the accident to drink. 

Some pointed out how unrestricted thirst did 
C rente unsteadiness about the feet, 

others thought uo doubt I hart Wen womteci 
in pugihstic combat in the street. 

That hideous bruise of purple, green, and yellow 

'n-ii 1 would have tried a saint 

1 to^rds noon, 1 paid a chemist fellow 
Wholly to blot it out with skill and paint 
And even he drew some unfair deduction, , 

1 ff'Jtherwl from his faint and ghostly grin. 

My faith . That wretcheil man escaped destructiou 
Unly because I reined my anger in ! 

Had I a broken limb in com-sc of healiiio ■ 

, ;r? rib. sis it may he, 

w decent feeling 

Would send me messages of sympathy. 

I tell me, why should optic complications 
i:'ut such a different aspect on the case ? 

A “™PO™d. ^ture hurts no reputations,— 

Yt by should a blackened eye be such disgrace ? 
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MlirCE-MEAT. 

(By our Chanvariety Artiste.) 

The question, What is a perfect gentle- 
man? is always. difficult to answer satis- 
factorily, hut we think we met one the 
other day at a din- - 
ner-party at a res- 1 
taiirant When a i 
waiter spilled a ' 
plateful of thick 
mock turtle down 
his l)ack he merely 
remarked , ‘ ‘I asked 
for clear soup ” 


a precocious youngster, aged two, has 
made a discoveiy of some importance 
He is prepared to prove that it is possible 
to destroy even a hnen book by pulling out 
the tlii-eads one by one — though, of course, 
this means much loss of valuable time. 


ituinours reach | 
1 IS of a magnificent i 
soiree which is I 
being planned by 
a certain million- > 
aire, and promises . 
to be the absolutely i 
last word as re- 
gards such enter- 
tainments. Suffice 
it, to show the 
Livish way in 
which the thing is 
being done, to say 
that, according +o 
our I.d'-i ••■1 ii 111 ,*, 
Mr. Alfred Capper 
has already been 
engaged at a fabu- 
lous fee to whistle 
for cabs for the 
guests. 






It is, we Lear, ' 
becoming an in- 1 
creasing fashion ; 
for wealthy chil-i 
dren in America to | 
call in the assist- | 
aiice of profes- 
sional packers on 
Christmas Day to 
enable them to eat 
more than their 
less fortunate 
brethren. 


An innocent 
man having re- 
cently been mis- 
taken for a house- 
breakei* and shot 
in the leg, a lady 
makes the capital 
suggestion tluit, to 
avoid the possi- 
l >ility of such errors, burglars shall be com- 
pel! ed to vrear some distinctive costume. 



E’AKCISSTJS. 


It IS said tlrnt theuntearable toy-books 
which are now the vogue are responsible 
for the recent immense increase in con- 
vulsions among infants, the baffled baby 
being frequently driven into a paroxysm 
of rage at his impotence. If this be true, 


We have received the following 
appeal : — 

Dk\r Mr. Punch, — What can I do ? I 
have a wretched memory. Consequently, 
as a new year approaches, I get terribly 
nervous lest in January I shall date my 
letters with the number of the previous 
year. So last December I tried a plan. All 
through the month I reminded myself 


that the next year was goingtobe 1905. As 
a result, when 1905 an ived, I had become 
so used to the figures 1905 that I came 
to think that the previous year was 1905, 
and dated all my letters 1906. Can you 

help me ? 

. _ _ To judge by the 

I following conver- 
! sation, which we 
; overheard the 
I other day as a 
' motor - tandem 
; passed, motor- 
I cycling must he 
I an over-rated 
I amusement : — 

“ I say, I think 
I the machine’s 
■ going to blow up ” 

' “What?” 

“ I think the 
I machine ’s going 
i to blow up.” 

' “ Can’t hear - - 

i such a deuced 
jrattle-What?” 

I “ I think it *s 
I going to blow up!” 

1 “What?” 

“ 07i, never 
mind! ” 


A disgiaceful 
case of bullying 
has just been 
lirought to the no- 
j tice of the autho- 
1 rities at the Zoo. 

I The Proboscis 
, Monkey is c*on- 
ilinually being 
j thrashed by the 
' other inmates of 
his cage for mak- 
ing alleged faces 
at them, while the 
poor little fellow 
really cannot help 
it. " 

We wonder 
wliether it is gene- 
rally known that 
there are a number 
of stupid and con- 
ceited animals at 
the Zoo, who, 
when they look 
tlirough the bars 
of their cage, 
imagine they are 
looking into a 


cage containing the public. 

As considerable difficulty is experi- 
enced at the Zoo in clearing the grounds 
at closing time, a proposal, we hear, is 
now being considered which, if carried 
out, would undoubtedly proye effectual. 
It is that one of the lions shall be let 
loose every day at the closing hour. 
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wants sometliing, and tlie children vei> 
much want to give liiin a nice present 
Yours sincerely, 

Wintkr 


LIPE’S LITTliE BIFEICUIiTIES 'ro Mrs Winter. wants something, and the children vei> 

l-Sri,E JOSEPH ASI. THE OHRISTHAS U. IKH. >"”•> ™“ “ 

PRESENT. De\r Annie, -Your letter of the 13th 

ltln <5 WivTi?!# Tn TiTTT? I Iv 'T r to haiid Why you should want me to 

ATn T tnvTArTArix- ^ *’ seveiitv-eiglit I cannot Mrs. Bulstrode to Mrs. Winter 

Dccemier 11 1^04 t«™te Decemher 16 , 1904 

uecemoei ii, jyui. xnv A’lsits to vou in twenty years time, j. ,,, tx- nr t 

U\ Uncle,— W e are so very glad you force me to the belief that that is . Lamniiinau 

to liear that you can once again spend wdiat you desire Where am I to go for quick to ^^'PPly ‘^^ly needs he 

Christmas Day with us, and the childien niy Christmas in 1925 ? My father (your have that I haidly know what to 

areal] agog with excitement and pleasure, great uncle) lived to he ninety-three, and ^ week lie wanted a new tooth 

And that reminds me that the dear things Ins niotlier was n'nctv--*ix before him hnish, but he lias since bought one. lie 


Mrs Winter to her Unc'te, 

Mr. Lahmiman. 

iJecemher 11 , 1904 :. 


Mrs. Bulstrode to Mrs. Winter 
Decemher 16 , 1904 

Devr Mrs. Winter, — Mr. Lamniiman 


are ^’ely busy in devising some joint Your gi’eat aunt Wslknw is eiglity-live , some socks. ^^Ih haiid- 

presenl to gn'e you, and it would he, I next ^veek, and, as you know, I am said to would be a nice 

think, a good thing if 1 could hint to resemble her in constit ution very closely. but lie lias seveiai.^ ten 

them^ (of course no more than a hint) As for the presents, I desire to accept | ^ i onre laithiully, 

the direction their effort should take. To nothing, as 1 thought 1 said in my last Emma buiOTtoDK. 

get presents that one does not Avant can letter, but women, I liave noticed, are] L\M]!inMAN to Mrs Winier 

be so embarrassing, and I am sure you bad letter-readers. Of useful articles I' 

ivould roller have one good one than have myriads that I never use At this | Dceembev 27 , 1004 

many trifling oiies^ So if you could moment, by just looking round this one j Dear Annie,-- 4Tiank you for your 

send me a suggestion I should he so room, I can see five calendars, none of j hospitality. Now that I have had 

grateful Your affectionate niece, them brought up to date, two pen-wipers ! another opportunity of seeing your 

Annie Winter (although 1 alwavs use the under-part of * children, my great-nephews and nieces, 


^1 r Lam mi man lo uis 
Niece, Mrs. Winter 

December 12, 1004. 
Dear Annie, — Your 
letter of the 11th to 
hand ; Imt 'why you say 
you are glad I am com- 
ing to see you “once 
again *’ I do not under- 
stand . “ Again *’ ivould 
luive been sufficient; b\ 
adding “once ” you seem 
to have made up your 
mind that this is my 
last year of life Let 
me tell you that it is 
not, so please rest 




Im 




'V / 

/I 


I think you ought to 
know what changes T 
observe to have taken 
place in them during 
the year. Arthur 1 
found inattentive to the 
comforts of others, and 
very arrogant. Cecil 
has a had habit of gig- 
gling which ought to 
be cliecked. Little Er- 
nest may develop well, 
but he requires a strong 
hand Margaret seemed 
to me unfortunately 
wilful, and 1 heard 
her whimpering a good 
deal in the earlv 


, 1 . A J 1 111 OUU CilllV 

easy on tnat score. As mi a present, luy sleeve), and live ash-ti*ays and four morning; while Bertba has acquired an 
J want nothing on earth but a new paper-weights, where one of each would assurance which cannot he too much 
^ don t suppose your do. Yours truly, deplored in one so young. As a whole 

Joseph Kvmmiman. tliey seemed to mo to lack thought- 


For exauiide^it fretiuciitly 

ley ooxes. WiNTOt IX) LammiMx\n. happened that on entering the room I 

lours truly occupying the most com- 

JosEPH Lammiman. Decemoei 15, 1904. fortable chairs, and there was no alacritv 

Mrs Winti.'k in I tivrAfTM4v Uncijs,— lam so sorry that 1 in springing up to offer them to me, 

\Mnilr 10 Mr. L.VMMIMAN. used that unfortunate phrase twenty and alihungh it was Christmas, the 

December 13, 1904. ^ ^^lean twenty as twenty, season of generosity and goodwill, they 

Mt dear Uncle,- You Lave entirely ^ ^ ® l^ad neither made nor purchased anv 

misunderstood my letter. I did not sav further from my tliouglits than to little gift for me, lo whom they owe so 

“once again with the meaning that voii period to your valuable life, and much (to say nothing of the turkevi and 


Mrs WiN'iER IX) LammiMx\n. 


Mrs Winter io Mr, Lammiman. 


“once again with the meaning that you \ 
think, hut merely as a xvay of showing 
my appreciation] of yet another xdsit ‘ 
from you. I hope you will continue lo 
spend Christmas with ns for txventv 
years at least 

()n thinking over your letter I have 
decided that perhaps it will be best for 
tbe children to give you each some little 
a'rtide that will be useful through the p 
year to come. , . 


Your affectionate niece, 

Annie Winter. 

Mrs. Winter ix> Mrs. Budstrode, 
Mr. L\mmiman’s Housekeeper 


heart, as, indeed, this long and irksome 
letter testifies 

I know that you are not in a position 
to have the best liiilion for them, and 
that you sadly miss poor (leorge, but at 
the same time I must not neglect my 
duty of saying that for some of these 
shortcomings 1 hold you to blame. Vou, 


decided that perhaps it will be best for (Private,) the same time I must not neglect iny 

the children to give you each some little ir, inrn saying that for some of these 

article that will be useful through the Z ^ shortcomings! hold you to blame. Vou, 

year to come. would he at any rate, being their mother might 

Anticipating your visit with the keenest ^ • you could have suggested that some little present 

pleasure, beheve me. sometliing winch my uncle to their uncle would have been fitting 

Your affectionate niece, present ^ I have ^ Christmas 1 my dear Annie, with best wishes 

Axrx.,,. AXT present, i tiave asked him and he has for the New Year Yours trulv 

but .wyo,.! ’ .w" 
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ADVICE TO PERSONS ABOUT lU £sis«..uaai:. m 

It would be rash to assume, 
as many are wont, that disso- 
lution must take jdace at a 

very near date. I'he present ^ ^ 

Parliament was elected in ^ 

October, 1900. It may cer- /. . \ 

tainly run through next year, / 

and if, at the close of its sixth 

Session, Mr. Balfour were to 

lind in the circumstances of 

the hour desirability in the T 

public interest to enter upon 

a seventh, he is too unselfishly v ^ \ 

patriotic to deny to the country / T i 

continuance of his services 1 ^ 

and those of liis collea^es. 

the actual position. But as ' / « 

there is a general movement i v ^ 

of preparation for a General | ^ y 

Election, it may he useful to 

ency, then assiduously woo it ^ J 

Some candidates are put up / ^ 

by local influence and selec- M 

tion. The larger number ‘ *.4' . / % 

place themselves at the dis- 

posal of the Whip of either ' 1 

political party. By others ! 

(who have not obtained nomi- 

nations) these are known as ^ / '^R q |? ’ 

carpet-baggers. The tenn is ^ ™ 

derived from fancied pictures 
of a gentleman hastily leaving 

the Whip s office carpet-bag *4 ^ friends, as you love me — he nebulous T* 

m hand, haihiig a cab, and 

hurrying off to the constituency allotted forget these documents are filed, and may 
to him. But it is no matter wdiat you at later epochs be brought up to your 
are called if you win a seat. discomfiture. Get in as many political 

In framing your election address, don’t topics as the current day affords. Use 

capital letters in introducing them. 
Whilst appearing to be emphatically 

t eaming something, be as little definite as 

possible in declaration of opinion. For 
tliis purpose, a study of Mr. Balfour’s 
speeches on the Fiscd question wiU be 
found invaluable. This will be the case 
more particularly if you happen to ap- 
proach your desired constituents under 
the Unionist flag. If you are a Liberal, of 
course you will plump for Free Trade. 

In such case you must he exceedingly 
wary on questions of Foreign Policy, 
Maintenance of the Navy at highest level, 
Expenditure on the Army, and Drawing 
Closer Bonds of Union with Colonies. 
If you are a Unionist, you are, presump- 
tively, sound on these matters. In your 
^ address you might scornfully allude to 
a Liberal Party who, coming into power 
in 1892, were bundled out three yetirs 
later on discovery by Mr. Brodrick that 
\ the W'ar Department was wantonly, 

‘ 4 \ • > i ! wickedly deficient in some hundred- 

' ' i weights of cordite. 

I Mention of Mr. Brodrick’s name will 
naturally lead you to extol the disoern- 
tJt. John Erodnck, “Organiser of Victory.” ment, applaud the good fortune, of a 


BECOME 


Wih 




' Oh, my friends, as you love me — he nebulous! 


.P.’S.— By Toby, M.P. 

Prime Minister who, having 
discovered a Carnot in St.John 
Brodrick, wa4S able, two years 
later, to find a Napoleon Bona- 
parte in Arnold-F orster. 

Whatever you do, don’t, in 
this connexion, mention Lord 
Rolierts. Here comes in the 
opportunity for tlie Liberal 
candidate. Assuming that you 
are of that colour, you will find 
Bobs exceedingly useful. He 
is understood — and outside 
the veteran Committee of De- 
fence the assumption is gene- 
rally accepted — to know some- 
thing about fighting. You 
will not fail to quote his reite- 
rated declaration that after an 
A expenditure of millions, hav- 

I ing run up the annual esti- 

I mates to a figure unknown in 

f liistory, the Army is, at the 

present day, not a bit better 
than when it was rushed, 
blindfolded, limb-bound, into 
the War in South Africa. 

A reference to Six Army 
Corps in luickram, to Re- 
mounts and Army Stores Scan- 
ia/ dais will ])e useful, and should 

be pointed liy insistence on the 
^ fact that War Office admini- 

stration of past five years 
has been carried on by the 
very men who profited by the 
outcry of shortage in cordite 
stores. These hints are ne- 
cessarily brief. But they may be found 
usefid to candidates from either political 
camp in dealing with the questions upper- 
most in politioiil controversy at the time 
they sit down to pen their Address. 


J . W- 







Napoleon AmolcWPoirster. 
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THE NEW MOTHER. 



Though out age lacks the "beau and the 
dandy, 

It fosters, we all must admit, 

One monstrum conspicuum et grande — 
The New British Matron to wit. 

I haven’t a Juvenal’s passion, 

I haven’t the grace of a Praed, 

Yet to paint her, in amateur fashion, 

In the following lines I ’ve essayed. 



Her eyes axe decidedly greenish. 

Her hair is the colour of bronze, 

Her figure ’s inclined to be leanish. 

Her accents resemble a Don’s. 

At home, when her mood ’s esoteric, 

In drapery flowing she ’s “ gowned ; ” 
But when she plays golf at North Berwick, 
Her skirts are a foot from the ground. 

Her hobbies are all of the newest, 

You cannot keep pace with her Aids ; 
Last session of Tories the bluest, 

To-day she’s the reddest of Rads. 


Last year she was sailing a cutter, 
And nearly capsized in a squall ; 
Now her cult’s the Schenectady 
putter, 

Her idol the rubber-cored ball. 

In matters of diet decrying 
Routine as the direst of plagues. 
One day on the butcher relying, 

The next she ’s a pupil of Haig’s. 
One week she ’s teetotaJling gaily ; 

The next, from this heresy free. 

You ’ll find she will dose herself daily 
With Kummel at five o’clock tea. 

Her favourite philosophy ’s Nietzsche’s, 
Her favourite composer is Strauss ; 
Lord Hugh’s theological speeches 
Attract her alone to the House. 

She smokes an imposing narghile. 

She dotes on the dramas of 
Shaw ; 

She thinks William Shakspeare is 
silly, 

That Sargent ’s unable to draw. 


If you mention the novels of Dickens, 

Or praise the romances of Scott, 

She ’U tell you their sentiment sickens, 
Their character drawing is “ rot.” 

But in truth from the lash of her censure 
Few modems immunity gain. 

For she scoffs at the tale of adventure. 
And sneers at the Servants’-Hall 
Caine. 

Her rdle is to shine and be witty, 

And treat all tradition as fudge ; 

Her husband ’s, to slave in the City, 

A patient and dutiful drudge. 

His sandy complexion and freckles 
Excite her unending disdain, 

But as long as he rakes in the shekels 
A martyr she means to remain. 

Her children she loves — ^when they’re 
quiet ; 

She sends them to bed when they 
shriek ; 

And she changes their dress and their diet 
And their lessons, at least once a week. 
Now of early Victorian Vandals 
Enforcing the rigidest rule. 

Now “ ethi(5il safeguards,” and sandals. 
And the gospel of good Mrs. Boole. 

Yet alike in her mien and her temper 
There ’s nothing that ’s notably new ; 

It was written mutahile semper 
j Two thousand years back and it’s true. 
Nay an earlier classical chid, you 
Remember the saying of course. 
Summed her up in his btwhv to 6r{Kv, 

A dictum we stiU may endorse. 

But this freak of the feminine gender, 
Though apt our annoyance to move, 

Is mostly a youtiful offender. 

And sddom too old to improve. 

When she’s schooled by adversity’s 
training. 

And grows less ungentle in mind, 
There ’s a hope of her possibly gaining 
Some hold on the hearts of her kind. 




Punch’s A.liaan 
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J one$, after fishing for a we^ at length has liusk—for him. 
AffalU LoaeStramger. ‘‘Oh, I sit! Hot splesdid ' ! Oe— ob is it 


/// . 


TO A PIN CURL. 

To Buct a ringlet, soft and light, 
A fettered snnbeam, curling 
tight, ** 

The poet would. I’m sure, indite 
A sonnet ; 

But I ’m too dhimsy to reveal, 

On paper, half the things I feel, 
And as it was I put my heel 
Upon it. 

I know the head, so lightly tost, 
IVom which this wandering curl 
was lost 

(I Ve a suspicion that it cost 
Good money) ; 

I know those locks of changing 
tint-— 

Now copper, with a ruby glint. 
Now golden bronze, with lialf a 
hint 

Of honey. 

I foimd it after supper, where 
The board was strewn with 
Christmas fare — 








“I W02n)ER WEA.T HE ’S OBTING FOB?” 

“Perhaps he's lost his Nurse.” 

^ Bobby. A dirty little boy like 
THAT wouldn’t HAVE A NuRSE.” 

“Not even a dirty Nurse?” 


’ Bait 9^' 

Boned tm-key, ginger, camembert 
And capons, 

Was ever man in such a fix ? 

For if I give it back to Trix 
Such honesty would earn more 
kicks 

Than ha’pence. 

It will be well, when all is said, 
To keep it till we ’re safely wed. 
Then, only, shall that pretty 
head 

Ilecover 

The wanton curl it wore at will ; 
And Trix will feel with sudden 
thriU, 

Though disillusioned, I am still 
Her lover. 

For Pale People. 

2'he secret of a good complexion. 

“ If you colour up after telling 
a story, keep on teUing ^em,” 
was the disinterested advice 
which is said to have been given 
to 0^ of his lady friends by the 
late George Washington. 










































<<Tlie O.-B. Analogy.” 

Mr. Pmrni recently i^ropliosicd that in consequence o£ ttie 
accession of Sir IIekry (^AMiwnj^BANNKRMA'iT to power a 
strong wave of doulble-noinenclature would sweep owr the 
country.” To the stylos which ho then recommended ho xs 
now asked to add another : — 


For a Dwlrlvt Balhcay Conductor, 
RINOBELL-JAMMERMAN. 


A Correction. 

De\e Mb. Pouch, — la yoox last Nomber your 
cet run in ? Taken to crooked ways, perhaps, or comimtted 

Slay'S^ Tiai.* Kco^^ ^7 « “ 


TOL. cm. 
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THE IMMORTAL BOY. 

“ 'Who^i tlie gods love dies young ” was never said of Peter 
Pan, Here lie comes again, with fresh touches of infinite 
variety to confound the needless fear that custom might stale 
Ids chann. Certain blemishes, if blemishes they were, are 
gone ; the mothers have been removed, and the ardours of 
Tiger Lily diastely expurged. In a new^ scene, rich in 
alluring compensations, mermaidens set their lovely snares 
in treacherous halcyon seas. Peter himself has a fresh inter- 
preter, delicately mobile of body and mind, femininely 
sensitive to the shifting moods of the faerie lad forlorn. 
And if the new real mother -misses csornetTii'rirr of the old 
maternal tenderness, the foster-mother ;l .r v ■ is there ; 
the same Wendy is with us ; and, from the bright, peerless 
moment when she greets the darkling apparition of Peter 
Pan without a shadow of surprise or fear, she has all hearts 
in bondage as before. To the First Twin is assigned a new 
and startling feat of acrobacy, and to Jas. Hook a fresh 
opening for mental cynicism, which still leaves his very 
perfect gift of physical ferocity unimpaired. 

Into the Mermaid scene an element of tragedy is suddenly 
introduced. Peter, wounded in combat with the Pirate Captain, 
is left on the rock to be caught by the rising tide, but 
escapes by the sacrificial intervention of what looks hke 
a dodo. The bird offers him her floating nest for transport, 
and is rewarded’ by instant apotheosis. But meanwhile Peter 
has told us that “ To die will be an awfully big adventure.’* 
The phrase, not designed to be mock-heroic, is only saved 
from the stigma of sheer melodrama by the freshness of its 
form. But it remains a false note, both in relation to the 
character of the speaker and to the context. A pantomimic 
atmosphere of crocodile and dodo makes an unsatisfactory 
environment for the Eternal Verities. 

Which brings me to the larger question of the general 
relations, in Mr, Babrie’s work, of sentiment and humour ; 
the term “ humour ” being loosely allowed to include whatever 
makes for amusement, from the gentlest satire to the frankest 
buffoonery. Tears and laughter, at their source, are near akin : 
but there is danger in provoking them with a too insistent 
alternation. At firat we may be glad to have our emotions 
played upon by whatever processes of original fancy ; but 
in time we are apt to resent the giving of ourselves away in 
diametrically opposite directions, at a moment’s notice. We 
become suspicious and prophylactic We refuse to go out 
into the April sunshine because we know that a shower is 
imminent ; or we decline to go out into the April rain with 
umbrellais and macintoshes because they will presently en- 
cumber us when the clouds roll by. 

With ^eat deference, I am very certain that sentiment and 
humour, in their mutual rdations, should be only used fis a foil 
or a relief each to the other : to make them constant rivals 
is bad art and bad humanity. In any given scene where 
they are brought together, the one sho^d be dominant, the 
other subordinate. And you may be sure that where there is 
antagonism between the two it will be sentiment that suffers 
most, since ridicule has the greater killing power. 

One may therefore ask leave to question whether Mr. Barrie 
was well-advised to retain the too incongruous episode of the 
kennel in the scene of, the home-coming. T his scene was 
designed for sentiment, a view that is endorsed by the addition 
in the new version of that touching passage which ends on a 
cry of the heart the most appealing in ^ the play,— Peter 
Pan's “ Come away, Tink : we don’t want any silly mothers.” 
Yet the same sad event — ^the loss of their dbildren — ^inspires in 
one parent a very natural and pathetic grief, and causes the 
other parent to indicate his remorse by the performance of 
grotesque antics in a kennel, and by the public exposure of 
himself, in the similitude of a dog, before the curious eyes of 
stock-jobber and street gamin. But, since it is impossible to 


differentiate between the broader human instincts ccnnmon to 
parenthood, we cannot, over one and the same distressing 
occurrence, weep with the mother and wax ribald with the 
father. We must either treat both attitudes seriously— that 
is, we must share the mother’s proper grief and recoil with 
horror from the father’s appalling buffoonery ; or, (untliink- 
able alternative !) we must grin at the father’s buffoonery,^ and 
equally regard the mother’s grief as an exhibition four rire. 

1 shall be told (needlessly, I hope) that incongruity is of the 
very essence of a certain form of humour. True ; but it is the 
death of sentiment ; of all sentiment, at least, that is not far 
enough aloof to be immune. And here, as I have tried to 
show, the sentiment and the humour run close together on 
the same lines. That is the fatal thing about the matter. 

I shall also be told that Mr. Barrie’s most potent charm 
hes in his whimsicality, his irresponsible caprice, his manner 
of as-you-like-it. True again; and this argument must 
always be the hardest to answer. We have to fall back on one 
of the hallowed platitudes that deal with the vital distinctions 
between hfe and art. The spontaneous vagaries of human 
nature may delight one by their very inconsistency and 
improbability ; but of art, even when it moves in tlie domain 
of pure imagination, one must demand a certain “work- 
ing ” measure of congruence ; even of its impossibilities one 
must ask that they should be probable. Bui when, as in Mr. 
Barrie’s play, you have also a strong element of actuality 
intermixed with the images of “ Never, Never, Never Land,” 
this demand becomes so much the more imperative. 

All this talk, I own, is vastly dull and pedantic ; and I am 
further conscious that it engages me in the peril of being 
ranked among the hopelessly profane. The fact is that Mr. 
Barrie, by a nicely-graduated series of channing audacities, 
has finally mesmerised the public, and can do with it pre- 
cisely as he hkes. He has received, as none before him, the 
freedom of the nation, and is allowed to be a hiw unto him- 
self. This puts upon his conscience a very heavy responsi- 
bility, which the critics, in their small way, were bound to 
share. But they too have fallen under the speU; or dare 
not speak for fear of being thought too stuffy-headed to 
follow the finesse of his fantasies. For myself, being the least 
of them aH, I wiU take my chance of that assumption, having 
far too profound a respect for Mr. Barrie’s genius to pay him 
the poor compliment of indiscriminate adulation, 0. S. 


FACTS AND FIGURES FOR 1906. 

[With acknowledgments to our half fenny contemporaries.'] 

It is worth noting that the number of days in the year 
just entered on is divisible by 5. 

A curious feature of the year 1906 is that if the figures 
are twisted round and turned upside down they read 9061. 

People who were bom on February 29th have, strictly 
speaking, no oflScial birthday this year. They may, however, 
celebrate their birthdays on the 28th. 

Easter this year fells upon a Sunday ; this was also the 
case last year. 

It is DsrrERESTiNG to note that the French names for the 
months are slightly different from ours. For instance, with 
them “January” is Janvier, “Febiuary” becomes Fii?ri6r, and 
so on. The Japanese terms differ even more. 

^ To omm the number of minutes in 1906, a good recipe 
IS to multiply 365 (the nui^ber of days) by 24 (3ie number 
of hours in a day), and then multiply the result by 60 (the 
number of i^utes in an hour). This will be near enough 
for ah practical purJ)oses. 

The DATS in May and^ June will be much longer than at 
present, hut the nights will be correspondingly shorter. 

To qualify as centenarians this year, candidates must have 
been bom not later thrm 1806. 
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PARTNERS. 

It was a Satiorday evening. 

PEfEER Penniless had had a day out, 
and was dressed rather beyond his 
station in life. Finding time hang 
heavy on his hands, he joined a crowd 
who were staring with breathless interest 
at the unusual sight of a chaufEeur 
starting hi's engine. 

He had been so engaged for some 
minutes, when he felt a hand in his 
right-hand pocket. 

“ That can’t be my hand,” said Peter 
to himself ; I can t^ by the fed.” 

He caught hold of the hand, and sure 
enough it was someone dse’s. 

By bending the little finger as far 
back as it would go, and watching the 
faces of the bystanders, he discovered 
the owner of the hand. 

‘‘Who are you?” said Peter to the 
latter. 

“I am a Pickpocket,” said the owner 
of the hand. 

' “Indeed,” said Pbteb, “and what are 


you looking for in my right-hand coat j 
pocket?” I 

“ Money,” said the Pickpocket. 

“ Oddly enough,” said Peter, “ I was 
doing exactly the same thing in the 

left-hand po^et Let us work 

together.” 

They did so,^ and continued their 
search for some time without success. 

“I thought we should not find any- 
thing,” said Peter, as' they parted with 
mutual expressions of sympathy. 

This is not a true story. 

Did you think it was ? 


THE MARRIED MAN’S NEW YEAR 
RESOLUTION/ 


POLITTOAL INTELUGENCE. 

It is announced that on taking office 
Mr , Asquith has felt himself compelled 
to give up not only his legal, but also 
his LiberS. Leagual, engagements. 

It is felt that^ the rule which prevents 
Peers from taking part in election-can- 
vassing falls particularly hardly, at the 
present juncture, on Lord Rosjebery. 

We understand that one of the first 
acts of Mr, Haldane, on taking up his 
duties at t^ War Of&ce, was to return 
to Mir. ABNOLD-FoBSTBRtheMS. of a poem 
in the latter’s handwriting. We are 
informed that it opens thus ; — 

“If you Lave Volunteers, prepare to shed them 
now,” 

and is a most poignant piece of work. 


Only ge " to Olub e ae e a month. *^ ^ Seasonable Tu Quoque. 

•^eeamontL- Sunday School). 

^ ^ , , And now, boys, I wish you all a very 

"On Eaturdnj-a only.- happy New Year, and remember that 

" Qe to Club Icoo frequ e ntly/ the best way to make it so is to behave 

I hereby resolve to try to go to Club ^.t home, 
less fcfiquently*» ' * Chorus of Scholars, Same to you, Sir. 
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Miiei/% Bindells’ music. “Bid Vms'' is an 

NcW MUoiOs affecting little lyric, by turns mirthful 

(Buebell Bros.) and patketic, d^ng with, the winsome 

Fbom this firm we have received a ways of a pet pug which died from the 
tender and fairly melodious little song effects of swallowing a hairpin, and is 
by Erb Judkins and Fred. S. Spooper, well suited to tremulous contralto singers, 
entitled “Thinkim of You, My Ownest^ /csr ^ 

Li “The BansheJs the same AM) Vamp.) 

accomplished lyrist collaborates with Always notable for their encourage- 
Volney Brasher, and the result is a ment of the young English school, this 
refined yet fairly luscious ditty entirely firm has signalised the festive s^son 
suitable to high-class penny-reading by publishing a set of International 
audiences. “The Chauffeur's Wedding Miniatures for pianoforte, by Vladimir 
by Ed. Sprookett and Julian Olutcham, Howley. No. 1, “ The Cannibals' Car- 
reveals a rollicking topical ballad that nival," Allegro sanguinolenfo, is a 
should find favour in many a garage, pleasant piece of frank realism in which 
while “ Ghureh Parade," words by Olaf a strepitous figure in the bass charmingly 
Begbee and music by Oliver Hodge, simulates the gnashing of teeth. No. 2, 

‘ may be pronounced a moderately effective “ Valse Voodoo," has a cadaverous charm 
specimen of the ** sacred” song with which is all its own. No. 3, “The 
obbligato accompaniment ad lib. for Vampires' Lament," is remarkable for a 
tambourine, castanets and osteophone, plaintive ritomeZZo, agreeably reminiscent 
“Buck up, dear Mother England," the of “the dying rooster.” Lastly, No. 4, 
charming aiibade by Gus Bumber, has which completes the set, and is appro- 

been arranged as a trio for 

three tenors, and “All Bail, 

Ml Blacks ! " — words and 
music by BEandel Beer — in 

five-eighths time, is a fine ^ ^ ^ 

bass solo with a brisk scrum- V 

maging accompaniment. With 

this may be bracketed “The 

Googlie Man" by Alberto 

TnoTfeKE and Johann. T. 'ai 

Hearne, a quaint and insinuat- 

ing ditty which will be found 

acceptable by all contraltos . ^ 

who are able to disguise the ^ 

break so frequent in this class W — 

of voice. ’ 

(Messrs. Dash and Balder.) 

•ri ,•• • n 1 £ Father Pelican. ‘*We lost the Nut-craokers at odr 

rrom tms well-known nrm pj^Rxr the other night. 1 wish tou’d been there, Old Ch 

comes a budget of songs ; 

marked by all the intensity of parlour priately headed “ UnweraaZ Orgf 2 /,” repre- 
pathos for which they have long been sents the scenes enacted in the monster 
justly famous. Perhaps the palm must shops of High Street, Kensington, on 
be awarded to two charming ditties the occasion of a cheap sale, 
entitled “ Did "Urns," and “ Biddy From the same house comes a piquant 
MuMooney;" in both cases the words, work entitled “Pandemonium: a Oan- 
from the well-known pen of Odoardo cantata for bass solo, chorus, two gongs, 
Bletherlby, have been wedded to chaste four piccolos, eight trombones, and 
but entirely appropriate melodies by sixteen sylophones.” When it is added 
Tarley Bindells. Captious critics have, that words and music are both by 
we believe, ventured to impeach the BIanusoh Willibald von Prrkinb, the 
accTuncy of Mr. Bletherlby in repro- intelligent amateur will readily under- 
ducing the Irish brogue, but one need stand what a treat is in store for him. 
only quote the first stanza of “Biddy Mr. von Perkins, who was recently 
I Muldooney" to prove his perfect mastery naturalised in Bohemia, has now come 
of the peculiarities of the Milesian patoia; under the influence of the Celtic Renais- 

Ooh. Bidm Muldoow. take up his 

Yer Tvtftir Afl TTift feel spoony residence shortly in Dublin as Musical 

With yer singsong so " coony,” Director to the Irish Theatre under the 


-.-V 




Father Pelican. ‘*We lost the Nut-cracjkers at odr Christmas 

PARTY THE OTHER NIGHT. 1 WISH TOU’D BEEN THERE, OlD CHAP.” 


Och, Biddy Muldooney, 

Yer makes me feel spoony 
With yer singsong so " coony,’ 

_ Ochon© whillaloo! name of Shamus Carolan MoGeoghegan. 

Sure in all Tipperary He is, however, stiU considering an 

So WoZ a^lont^, mutation to>in the Con^mtoire at 

Swate Biddy, nor yon. Bologna as Professor of Pathological 

, . ^ Polyphony, in which case he will adopt ^ 

' ^ 1- lie engaging canaillerie of the text the attractive dlias of Gian Galeazzo 
is well matched by the Bit of Mr. Sforzando. deadb 


ABBREVIATION’S ARTFUL AID. 

The Bard, at times. 

Is stumped for rhymes. 

Without the least excuse. 

He could defy 
Such moments by 
Abbreviation’s use. 

For words like Bucks: 

Or even Ess: 

Are not a Inx: 

But a necess: 

So simp: a rule 
May seem pecul: 

And make the crit: indig: 
What matter if 
The scans: is diff: 

The meaning too ambig:? 

The net result, 

Lacon: and punct: 

Is worth a mult: 

Of needless imct: 

We long for sile: 

From folks who pile 

Their wordy Pel: on Oss: 

Extremely nox: 

And qnite intox: 

'jc-L By their exub. verbos: 

^ We curse tbeir imp: 

In manner dras: 

■' ■ And fail to symp: 

With their loqiiac: 

In House of Com: 

They aU abom: 

^ The periphrastic Pol: 

Reviewers sniff 
^ At auth: prolif: 

^ With semiannual vol: 

■ — But we can pard: 

I do believe, 

Christmas The minor hard 
- Who will abbrev: 

With pen and ink 
In dose propinq: 

The Poet, lucky fell: ! 

Avoiding trouh: 

May give his pub: 

The cred: for some intell: 

And like an orpli: 

In pose recumb: 

In anns of Morph: 

Securely slumb: 

Let corks explode 
With brand: and sod: 

Ye wearers of the mot: ! 

Decant the cham: 

(What matt: the dam: ?) 

And empt: the flowing bott: ! 
And ne’er surren: 

The Laureate ’s palm, 

His haunch of ven: 

And butt of Malm: ! 


Asking too Much. 

lOBERT LICENSED HORSE SLAUGHTERER. 

DEAD HORSES AND OOWB PLEASE TELEGRAPH. 




A SHERRY WHINE. 

[Tlie recent decline in the 1:ons'uinption of 

sherry is responsible for the following verses.] 

Must we, indeed, believe tbe gloomy tale 
Of sunny Andalusia’s decline, 

And leam that there is hardly any sale 
For this incomparable golden wine ? 

If there is truth in what the vintners state 
(And here, perhaps, it ’s prudent to be 
wary), 

This peerless drink has met the selfsame 
fate 

That ruined Sack and ostracised* 
Canary. 

Once, sequent on the vanishing tureen, 
We welcomed, plainly served, the sole 
or pod, 

Then this brave wine monopohsed the 
scene, 

Now— write upon the menus “Icba- 
bod:’* 

The wretched cook sends up a messy dish^ 
Labdled ^ome unintdligible A la, 


And the decanter that attends the fish 
Holds cheap Sauterne or second-rate 
Marsala. 

Time was, and not so veiy long ago, 
When guests observed the once age- 
honoured use 

That bade them in an after-dinner glow 
Pass and repass “the old familiar 
juice ; ” 

So, too, if cake and sherry were not set 
Before the mourners at a smart 
interment, 

The grievous breach of funeral etiquette 
Put the assembly in a dreadful ferment. 

How through the epicure’s distracted 
mind 

Must dart the simply agonising ache — 

To cah for sherry and alas ! to find 
’Tis only used to flavour tipsy-cake ! 

Soon, like the sceptics who have oft 
denied 

There ever breathed a Hel^ or a Paris, 

A rising g^eration will decide 
This nectar is a liquid Mrs, Harris. 


I cannot teU the cause of this eclipse 
Of fruity Manzanilla’s bright career, 
Nor why men miss their matutinal nips, 
And turn, instead, to stout or bitter 
beer: 

I only know that I am most unwell, 

My head is heavy and my temper so-so, 
The Doctor thinks it means a gouty spell, 
And puts it down to “paleold Oloroso.” 

So, though ’tis really very sad to think 
The taste for sherry is upon the wane. 
And ^ough I hold that as a nutty drink 
We nevermore shall see its like again; 
Perhaps the fact that we are drinking less 
From those bodegas by the Guadal- 
quivir 

May mean that I shall lose the biliousness 
Afflicting m,y notorious evil liver ! 

Proverbial Philosophy. 

The swish is father to the taught. 

The proof of the padding is in the 
beating, ^ , 

Every cjowd has a copper lining. 
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CINDERELLA AS SHE SHOULD BE. 

“ Sally in onr alley ” is no longer the national heroine, for 
^‘Cinderella in onr Lane*’ has cnt her out. There is no 
prettier sight on the stage of to-day than Miss May db Sousa 
as the heroine of the Drury Lane pantomime, sitting sur- 
rounded by the little children, telling them a fairy story. 
One Sousa is the “March King; ** Miss May is the January 
Princess. The pantomime is of the good old-fashioned^ sort, 
with plenty of story, plenty of good fun, and a suitable 
background of splendour. The fun preponderates — ^should 
it be pre-pun-derates ? — as is right, and the mixture is exactly 
as it should be. There are episodes in the Lane version of the 
old tale which have never before seen the footlights. ^ Cinder-- 
ella*s father, for instance, before his marriage believes the 
Baroness to be barren, ■while she imagines her new husband 
to be childless, the game of Bluff ending by the lady showing 
“ a pair ** of daughters against her lord’s Queen of Hearts. 
There is a subtle hit against the militarising of the people 
in the conduct of the page Alfonso as soon as he dons a Yeo- 
manry uniform. While in buttons his conduct is adnoirable ; 
he is not at all a loose page, but directly he is bound in scarlet 
he carries on anyhow with the Baroness, and proves that his 
profession is that of arms by putting one of them round 
tlie lady’s waist. Bahry Eaniuall is a capital page, recalling 
in memory poor Dan Leno by his quaintness and agility. 
Walter Passmore is a Baroness of the best pantomime type, 
of bor.uty =o strange that clocks stop at her approach, and of 
a ii.i' .-('ilr.-.- quickness of foot. It is neecBess to say that 
this old Savoyard sings his songs admirably. ARTsm 
Williams is the Baron, a nobleman of those happy days of 
long ago, when gentlemen were ennobled for the possession 
of a gift of geniS humour, and not for political service done. 
His predicament when he is refused entrance to the ball- 
room and his rescue by a tiny page received a tribute of very 
hearty laughter. 

There never was a more splendid Prime than Miss Queenib 
Lbightont is, whether in brown velvets she is shooting 
pheasants, or directing the ball in more gorgeous raiment. 
She sings her demand for a song with a stirring subject 
with great spirit, and it received, though it came late in the 
evening, an encore which was not to be disregarded. Dandini, 
the page, with whom, in the new version, the Prince changes 
identity for a while, to the ^eat discomfiture of the “ ugly 
sisters,” has become Dandigny, and being thus entente- 
cordialled into a Frenchman is fittingly embodied by HARay 
Fragson, an Englishman who has amused Paris for so 
many years that he brings the accent of the Boulevards to 
Aldwych, How ready a British audience is to welcome 
cleverness and refinement was shown by the Boxing Day 
reception given to his songs, particularly "Pour EUe.” 
Indeed refinement is one of the dominant notes of this year’s 
Lane pantomime, where the cabman puts cotton wool in his 
horse’s ears when he thinks the Baroness is about to say 
things which no self-respecting quadruped should listen to. 
The two “ ugly sisters ” are amusingly, played by Misses 
PoiLiE Emery and Emily Spiller, though the latter lady 
never knocks anybody do-wn. The cat, who at a critical 
moment drew a caterwaul from a little girl in a box on the 
prompt side, — she squealed promptly enough — ^is Arthur 
Conquest, who runs round the Dress Circle just as if it were 
a garden wall. 

From the village of "^are, without a?, the ancestral home 
of the Bluffs, the action of Ihe comedy — ^for the tale of 
‘^Cinderella” is real comedy — amoves through “ OindereZZa’s 
Boudoir” to the “Prince’s Preserves,” in which scene the 
Baroness, having fallen into the pond, comes back to the 
picnic saying that she returns to the bank wet — ^isn’t that a 
frank pun ? and on to the Baronial Hall and “ Wonderland” 
where mice and lizards and pumpkin change into ponies 


and grooms and a diamond coach. ^ Next after an entr’acte, 
Cinderella drives, her ponies galloping through a succession 
of beautiful gkdes and valleys, to the Palace of the Prince 
who, sensible young fellow, gives his very splendid enter- 
tainment in the illuminated gardens of his palace. Cinderella, 
of course, forgets all about the early closiM regulations, and 
is whisked off by a Demon. Tlien by Caine Hall — ^not a 
schokstic establishment, strangely enough — ^the story runs 
on to the slipping on of the slipped slipper, the transforma- 
tion scene and the Harlequinade. 

A new order of merit, the D.L.O., should be established, 
and the managerial Arthur should be the first recipient. The 
trio of authors — James Glover, who has written some excel- 
lently tuneful songs, Comellt, as designer of costimies, Ernest 
D’Auban as stage manager, and the scenic artists, the cos- 
tumiers and all others of the leaders of the great army of the 
Lane, should be rewarded in the first Honours Gazette as 
having participated in the success of the merriest, most 
musical, most refined, and one of the most magnificent pan- 
tomimes of our generation. N. N.-D. 

NATURE STUDIES. 

A Business Correspondence. 

I HAD often felt that the ordinary business letter, which just 
informs you about the important matters to which it relates 
and then breaks off, without any kindly transition, into the 
signature, had about it a disagreeable curtness that was 
destructive of all geniality and even of ordinary human 
feeling. There seemed to he no valid reason why such letters 
should he so abrupt as to convey a menace, putting, as it 
were, an epistokry knife to your throat and bidding you 
answer or take the dreadful consequences. Why should 
merchants, stockbrokers, solicitors, and, in fact, all classes of 
business men employ this brutal directness ? Literary grace, 
of course, was not necessary, but a Htde gentle circumlocution, 
a few conversational remarks casually thrown in, could only, 
I thought, have the effect of mitigating asperities and oiling 
the wheels of business. These were my feelings when one 
day I received a letter which seemed to show that the writer 
shared my sentiments. Perhaps, if I had known how the 
thing was to end I should have paused, but at the moment I 
rejoiced, feeling that at kst I had come upon a human heart 
beating in a business breast. This is the letter : — 

Dear Sir, — ^The summer will be coming round soon, and I 
thought I would -write and ask you if you wished to take 
“ The Laurels ” again this year. The rent would he the 
same, but if you took it for part of October as well it would 
he only £10 (ten pounds) more. I shall be glad to hear 
from you at your convenience. 

^ Yours truly, Anna Keary. 
I^-S. — The weather seems to have set in fine now after 
the late rains. 

I replied at once : — 

Dear Madam, — ^In answer to your letter I beg to say 
that I shall probably desire to t^e “ The Laurels ” again 
this year, though I should suggest that the inventory 
should be made by a different firm. I shall know for 
certain in a week or so, and will let you hear from me at 
once. We too have suffered a great deal from the recent 
heavy rams, hut the sun will soon make things look very 
different. StiH one can nevetr be sure that there will not 
be a May frost which would rain the fruit trees. I hope 
you are in the enjoyment of good health. 

Yours very truly, John Wilcox. 

By return of post came the following : — 

IteAB Sir, ^I was much interested by what you wrote as 
to the effect of the rains on your garden. As you justly 
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. 1 • y.7 ^-..oafS “ Tma TH ProFESSOB JUTGELHEIM, WHO LEADS THE QUAETBT, YOU KNOW. 

Sostess (introdming First Vidm to ienoihs, EH-is» the besisotoem!! Wati?" 

Sporting Guest (thinking to he highly corriplimerttaiy)^^^ 


say. a May frost is most dangerous to [the femt, blossoms. 
We were great sufferers last (as, no doubt, you foimd 
during your occupancy of "The labels") most of our 
bbssoms being destroyed in two nights. I am 
thermometer registered more than ten degre^ ot trost, 
which is, of course, unusual at t^t tune of year and 
quite impossible to guard against. We sadly need a con- 
tinuance of the present beautiful s^hme. How “0 7° 
prevent the bir^ destroying thetet?. We l^ave toed 
Lts round the trees, but I think them appe^ce is 
oljeeticmdble, and they do not s^ to be J 

trust you have had no return of the 
you on the last occasion we met. With kmd 
, Mrs. Wilcox, lam, Yours smcerely, AjotaKbabt. 


I albwed a day to go by and then replied 

Deae Mrs. Keaet,— I am much obliged to you for your 
very kind letter. My cough was very 
part of the winter, but a visit to u ft 

to shake it off, and for the past few months I have b^ 
enioving excellent health. Nets, as you remark, are v^ 
Sisfflv inT garden, but I fear there is noth^ else, 
(short ot destroying all the birds) winch is ^ 
against the loss of fruit. I an afraid our fine w^&a 
has now quite broken up again. The barometw fell T^ 
vidently Idl yesterday, and hnby we have had s^ww 
which i^ve converted the grounds into a swamp. & far, 
however, we have escaped frost, and that is someliing t 
be thankful for. Please ranember ine very kmdiy to 
your daughters. Yours very smcerdy^ 


The 'correspondence continued in this amicable tone for 
about ten days more. Then I made up my mind that I 
would take ‘^The Laurels” again, and was I’j®* 
write and say so, when I received the following letter, which 
brouglit the correspondence to a dose : 

Dear Mr. Wilcox,— What you say is v^ true ^d, ifl 
mav sav so very heauiifrdly expressed. This Me is indeed 
full of changes. I remember my dear husband sa^g ve^" 
much the same thing only a few weeks before he so 
suddenly lalrm away from us. But I trust that I Mye learnt 
my lessen, and I am not ungrateful, for 
never be quite what they were yet we can 
both in our memories of the past and m contemplatmg toe 
new generation which is ff:owmg up roimd us. 

^d^ is now very beautiful. The late storm did s(^ 
aLage, washing away a great part of the new 
on the sea front, but everyth^ is now 
blight sunshine. I was so glad to have mim good account 
of firs. Wnoox. With kindret regards, 

mostsincerdyand,mayIadd,srote/tt%, AiojaKeaby. 

p S.— You win be glad to hear that I have been able to 
’ let “The Laurds” very well. My tenant is a Mr. L 

: GoinsTBm.whois8ometltoigiiitoecity. Perhaps you may 

r know him ? — 


A ‘Wedding Harmony. 

« The mother of the bride . . . carried » 
ohryBanthemnms to matdh her hndegroom . • .—WsMy S&stsiwn. 

I The possessive pronounr-" her ’’—gives a very sinister 
I emphasis to the' suggestion of match-making. 
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New Year’s Day was kept as usual on 
tlie l&t of January. 

It is rumoured that, to show that he 
is in earnest in his desire for better 
relations between England and Germany, 
the Kuser is about to recall from this 
country the many roving German bands 
which are doing so much damage. 

Mr. Balfour, if we may accept [his 
public statements, has found, after care- 
fxil consideration, that he cannot support 
the present Government. 

Those who say that Sir Henry Camp- 
bell-Bannerman win not dare to carry 
out his proposed reductions in the 
armaments of our country forget that, 
as I Minister of* War, he showed an 
active contempt for the motto Sursum 
Cordite, 

A lady visiting Norwich last week was 
taken to see the statue of Sir Thomas 
Browne. She remarked that she had 
read his School^da/ys, but did not know 
that he had been knighted, and was very 
glad that a monument had been erected 
to him. 

The Supreme Court of New York State 


has allowed a Russian immigrant to 
change his name from Jerusalem to 
Jerome. The question now is : Will a 
weU - loiown humorist change his 
name, in consequence, to Jerusalem K. 
Jerusalem ? 

A hard case has been brought to our 
notice. A warrant officer who had his 
clironometer stolen in a crowd on 
Boxing Day is, according to our infor- 
mation, to be court-martiSled for absent- 
ing lumself from his watch. 

A man charged at Grays, Essex, with 
being drunk while in charge of a horse 
and carriage, stated that his name was 
Queenation Jarvis. Excuse held to be 
insufficient. 

A Bradford man, after quarrelling 
with his wife, broke several windows 
with his fist, and severed the ulnar vein, 
and, but for the prompt action of a 
constable who applied a pad and tourni- 
quet, he would have bled to death and I 
been unable to be sent to gaol. 

We regret to be unable to publish the 
speeches made by some Wimbledon 
burgles upon opening an empty safe 
weighing 2^ c^s. which they had 
removed with considerable difficulty in 
the small hours of Boxing Day. 


For callous heartlessness commend us 
to the following notice at a Baby Show : 
“All infants not removed within two 
days of the closing of the Exhibition will 
be confiscated.” 

We take a frank pleasure in giving 
a most emphatic denial to the allegation, ^ 
said to have been invented by an un- 
scrupulous North Paddington Conser- 
vative, that every elector in that district 
who votes for Money is liable to be 
charged with an offence under the 
Corrupt Practices Act. 

M. DB Neltdoff, the Russian Ambassa- 
dor in Paris, celebrated last week the 
fiftieth year of his entry into the Diplo- 
matic service, and was congratulated by 
the Czar— on being in Paris. 

An unpleasant sign of the times" is 
the way in which a love of fimery seems 
to be permeating every class. The legal 
papers now report that an unprecedented 
number of members of the Junior Bar 
are applying for silk. 

A Bin imposing a tax on all un- 
married women over thirty years of age 
is to be introduced into the Spanish 
Cortes. The idea that any woman is 
ever over thirty years of age is peculiarly 
naive. 
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A HAPPY AFTEETHOUGHT. 


C.-B “THESE, I THINK, AEE THE FISCAL WEAPONS WE AG-EEEI) UPON?” 

A. B. “QUITE SO, QUITE SO; BUT I’VE RATHER A FANCY FOR THIS QUAINT OLD THING WHICH I FOUND 
UP MY SLEEVE.” (Aside) “ DOES A LOT OF DAMAGE— IF IT DOESN’T MISS FIRE.” 
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TKE WOODEN WRESTLERS. 

(A Street Sketch,) 

SoENE—ji Side Street, Time — About 7,30 p,m. On the edge 
of the pavement stands a street vendor, looking down with 
an air of detachment upon a pair of roughly carved, 
unpainted wooden figures, which are wrestling jerkily 
on a patch of carpet, illuminated by a lantern about two 
feet from the kerbstone, A cirde has collected, and 
regards the contest with an attention bcn^dering on 
fascination. 

The Vendor. ’Ere yon are 1 Tlie marvToiis livin’ wrestlers 1 
A WTinnerful little novelty for the Noo Year! A correck 
repperesentashin’ of ’Aokinsmit and Madrably, the Terrible 
Turk, as they appeared at Olympier. One penny on’y, 

A Boy, Which on ’em’s ’Aokinbmit, Guv’nor? 

Vendor, If yer cam’t reckernise ’im fur yerself from ’is stoyle, 
you ’ve a lot to learn about wrestlin, young feUer-me-lad 1 

[Boy retires to back, abashed. 

A Oirl (to her Young Man). Well, I carn’t see ’ow it’s 
done, can you 9 

The Y. M, (a confirmed cynic). There ’s a tike-in about it 
somewhere, you may depend I 

Vendor (severely, to the wrestlers, who have sunk exhausted 
on the carpet), I didn’ teh you' to leave orf, did I ? 

[The figures rise reluctantly, and resume the struggle. 

Oirl. I ’ve ’afi a mind to buy a pair fur young Elf, He 
would be emused. 

The Cynic. Pre-’aps— if they ’d ack like thet fur ’im— but 
they wouldn% No fear 1 

Vendor. A penny buys the pair on ’em. The wunnerful 


! little ortermatic Noo Year novelties, entered at Stashneors’ ^AH, 

I and patternised by aristocrisy. They gets up and lays down 
at the word o’ command. Madrarly, don’t you lemme see yer 
leapin’ over ’Ackbnsmit’s ’ed like that agenl Call that 
beyavin’ like a Turk! I’m ashimed o’ yer, I am! Tike 
keer, ’Aokinsmit, I shdl hev ter corshun you in a minnit. 

. • , Time 1 (ife steps off the kerbstone; the figures collapse 
as 7ie approaches a box containing similar couples wrapped up 
in pieces of newspaper.) Nar Ihen — ’oo ’U ’ave a pair o’ the 
noo scientific artistic toys, warranted to pervide unlimited 
fun an’ emusement fur the family suckle ? (He unwraps one 
of the parcels.) ^ All percisely similar to those you ’ave seen 
workin’ — examine them fur yerselves, and you’U agree as 
the workman ’oo could turn ’em out wiv thet de^ee o’ finish 
for the sum o’ one penny — ^well, he ain’t left ’imsolf not a 
very large margin o’ profit on ’is labour ! 

A Beery Bystander (suddenly). Ger-nip 1 

Vender (turning on him). What’s that? Did I ’oar you 
cirtellin’ me to “shet up1 ” I’ve a right ter make a livin’ 
sime as yerself, and any man as tells me ter “ shet up ” 
tikes a libbaty which 

The B. B. It ’s awright. I was torkin’ to the figgers, not 
you. Tdlin’ on ’em to gerrup. 

Vendor (edging back to the kerbstone). Oh, you’ll escuse 
’em, Mister — ^they didn’ know ’oo yer voas at fust. I dessay , 
now, if you was to arsk ’em once more I 

The B. B. Up yer gits ! (the figures arise refreshed, and wrestle 
with redoubledvigour). ’Ere, that tikes it. I ’ll ’ave a pennorth. 

The Girl. I s’pose they can’t ’ave dockwork inside of them, 
not at the price ? 

The Cynic. ’Bart as much clockwork as what you’ve got 
inside o’ you ! 
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The Qirl. Well, I’ve ’alf a miad to buy oue—jes to find 
out *ow it’s done. 

The Cynic. All you ’H find out is ’ow you ’re done ! 

The Oirl. I ’ate to ’ear you tork as if you didn’t believe in 

nuflSnk, Erb ! . ^ n i i? 

The Cynic. Tell yer the truth, I amt got many allusions left. 

Vendor (returning to the hoXj as the figures take another 
rest). ’Go’s nest fur a pair of these mmnerful little^ livin’ 
wrestlers, sime as supplied to ’is Ryle Iglmess the Prince o’ 
Wiles for presentyshun to the Injin Rarjers, by means o’ 
which the bonds o’ Empire ’ave been more firmly cemented 
nor hever, hall the Rarjers bein’ hovercome wiv delight an’ 
amazemint arter witnessin’ their marv’lous pufforminces. 
Lay down and raise up at the word o’ command. 

Isfc Facetious Onlooker. Git up ! 

2nd Bo. Do. No, go on layin’ down ! 

Vendor (retreating to the pavement). Nar, gents, don’t go 
a-confusin’ of their minds. ’Ow are they to know what yer 
do want ? Qie steps on the kerbstone). Which is it ter be ? 

1st F. 0. Let ’em ’ave another go in ! 

Vendor. Ackensmit! Madrably! You’eard? England and 
me expecks as you will do yer dooty and fight fair. (The 
figures rise once more, and struggle more desperately than ever.) 

The F.O.'s (convinced). That ’s good enough, guv’nor. ’And 
a pair over ’ere. (The Vendor disposes of several parcels.) 

The Cynic. Well, yer do see some mugs abart 1 ’Aren’t 
yer tumbled to it yet 9 O’ course, ’e can make ’em work, 
’cause ’e ’s got a string tied to ’is leg ! 

V endor. ’Oo sez I aint9 (with withenng sarcasm). ’Ow 
d’ yer s' pose they’re worked? Think I ken supply them 
figgers wiv’ a little yumin soul apiece, let alone a ’lectric 
battry, for a penny the pair ? You expeck a lot fer yer 
money, you do — more ’n you ’re likely to git in this world ! 

The Cynic. All I’m syin’ is thet tliese figgers as you’re 
sailin’ aint got no strings, as anyone kin see fer ’imself. 

Sever'd Speakers (after examining their purchases critically). 
’E ’s right there. Mister. There ain’t no string to mine ! 

Vendor. Did I say there was? I’m not ’ere to-night to 
deceive no man. What I ’m Bellin’ is these wunnerful little 
mecliinisms— I never repperesented as I was givin’ yer string 
to work ’em inter the bargin. My livin’ wage is low enough 
wivout that. But, though yer mayn’t be pewtercrats, I 
should ’ope the poorest of yer could afford a yard or two o’ 
black cottin’ fred— which is aU that ’s needed to set the figgers 
in motion and pervide entertainment fur young and old! 
I’m serprised at yer, people. I didn’t think yer’d have 
shown sich grarsping dispositions ! 

IThe purchasers appear to feel this rebuke, as they thrust 
the dolls somewhat shamefacedly into their pockets. 

A Matron (as she fumbles for her purse). Will they pufform 
the same on any ordinary table ? 

Vendor. Pufform on any ornery tyble, Mum? Why, I’ll 
guarantee them figgers to work on the dome o’ Sin Paul’s 
Oathedril, if you on’y git ’em up there ! 

[The idea of a contest at such an altitude appears to 
impress the general imagination, and the Vendor clears 
the remainder of his stoch-irUrade withovJt further 
difficulty, when a Stout Constable suddenly makes his 
appearance. 

The Stout Constable. ’Dllo. What are you up to ’ere ? 

The Cynic (to his Young Lady). I knoo’ ’e ’d ’ave the p’lice 
down on ’im afore ’e’d done! They’re up to 'is little 
gimes 1 

Vendor (advancing to- the pavement). No ’arm, Sir. On’y 
i est ex’ibitin’ these ’ere ingenious little figgers. (The wrestlers 
again show signs of animation.) An* I ’m orf now, Sir. Sold 
out .the lot, I ’ave, ’cept this last pair. 

The S. C. 'Ave yer ? Then I tell yer what. I ’m goin’ to 
take these ’ere figgers into custody, for brawlin’ in a public 
Ihoroughfare. That ’s what I ’m goin’ to do. 


Vendor (alarmed). Ididn’knowl was doin’ nufiBnk wrong, Sir. 
Jest a simple toy to emuse the kids. An* they ’re on’y a penny ! 

The S. C. (producing that coin). Cheap enough. I ^ take ! 
these orf yer. Got kiddies of my own at ’ome. There you 

are Now you ^it along off. (To the crowd, tom a 

resumption of official dignity) What are you all starin’ at? 
There^s notWg more for yer to see—* pass along, can’t yer. 

[The crowd disperses. 

Vendor (to himself, as he collects his lantern, patch of 
carpet, and empty box). Oo ’d ha’ thort of a Copper ’aving 
jciddies of ’is own ? But there — ^I s’pose, after Coppers 
are yumin hein’s like ourselves if the truth was known ! 

F. A. 

THE WHITECHAPEL PILGRIMS. 


(A Fragment.) 

[“ Our great sckools train boys for the Army and Civil Service, but 
competition now continually confers the appointments upon men who 
have studied elsewhere. The West End is, therefore, full of nien who 
are without employment and are unable to earn their own livelihood 
... * March of the Upper Class Unemployed to the East End,* is a 
headline which may be expected soon to figure in the newspapers.*’— 

“ Marmaduke ” in “ The Graphic.”] \ 

When that raw Janwar with his frostos snelle 
Hath pierced deep the clubbes in Pellmelle, 

And lene lordes can no longer paye 

For meat ne drink, so han they lyte moneye. 

And never no vitaihe is on the ;platters, 

And Duks about them draw their threadbare tatters— 
Then longen out-of-worke folk to goon 
To Whitechapel in a processioun 
To ax their East End bretheren ahnesse 
That so tiieir ragged Duchesses mote dresse. 

Bifel that as I wended tlirough the Circus 
There passed by a throng of out-of-workes, 

A soiTy companye, and everichoon 

Thus made his moan, “ We han no work to doon.” 

Methinketh it accordaunt to resoun 

To telle you aU the condicioun 

Of eche wight— what state that they were inne — 

And at a Duk then wol I first beginne. 

A Duk there was that oftesythes at Eton 
By learned Doctors had been wel y-beaten, 

But nathdes, maugree their lusty paines, 

He little had of learning in his braines, 

So that he could no art and &.il6d first 
At Woolewich and eke at Sandehurst. 

A merchaunt’s clerk eftsones he would be, 

But burgess nas there noon in the City 
Would trust him ne to multiply ne add, 

So was his training in the Classics bad. 

But for to telle you of his arraye, 

His coronet had seen a better daye : 

Upon the velvet nappe nas there noon. 

The strawebery leves drooped doon, 

And in a sorry string of tatters fdle 
His robes red. There is namo to telle. 

A Don there was of Oxenford also 
That unto BaUiol hadde long y-go. 

Ere that his smoolhe chin had been ynahaven, 

The Herteford he won and eke the Craven, 

And there nas never noon could tell the prose 
This foolish Dou would write from Cicero’s. 

Full threadbare was his gown, and through his shoon 
Were thrust his chapped heetes and his toon, 

And of his cap the brim was aR agon. 

He was a very parfit -peless Don. ..... 
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LILLIAN. 


IX. — A Eow OF Asterisks. 

At Lillian’s dance I got introduced 
to an author man just after dinner. As 
he was staying in the house I thought I 
ou^t to he friendly to him, so I told 
him that we all thought a good deal of 
his stuff in our village, and that per- 
sonally I had read one of his hooks right 
through. He replied that it was an 
extremely cold day, hut that he quite 
hoped the snow would hold over; and 
we then separated. 

This was before the dance began. 
Afterwards, feeling very well disposed 
towards everybody, I approached 1^ 
again. (He was in a comer, looKng 
rather lonely). Now I put down things 
on paper myself sometimes, so of course 
we had a good deal in coimnon. 

I said: “Now what do you do when 
you suddenly get stuck, and absolutely 
can’t think of anything to say next? ” 

He replied : “ In such a case I put a 
row of asterisks.” 

“Jove!” I said, “that’s rather an 
idea.” 

“Do you use asterisks much?” he 
went on. 

“Really, you know, I can’t say that 
)> 

“I don’t know what I should do 
without my asterisks,” he said in a 
melancholy voice. “ "V^en the heroine 
falls into the hero’s anns — a row of 
asterisks. When the villain puts the 
rat poison in the mayonnaise — a row of 
asterisks. When the good aunt moralises 
— ^when the wicked uncle swears — in all 
times of doubt, difficulty and emotion, 
but most of all when tlie author himself 
gets stuck-— a row of asterisks.” 

“ This is very interesting,” I told him. 
“I shall certainly remember what you 
have said. But look here, supposing 
one doesn’t know how to begin, supposing 
one wishes to rdate a very delicate 
matter and doesn’t know where to start 
— could one lead off with a row of 
asterisks ^ ” 

“Well,” he began doubtfully, “of 
course you might ” 

“In that case,” I said, “I certainly 

Shan.” 

$ * 

“ Suppose,” said Lillian, “ you wanted 
something very much ” 

She stopped, and began to play with 
her fan. 

“And suppose,” she went on, “ some- 
body offered it to you,” and she gave a 
little sigh. 

“I should take it,” I said. It seemed 
a pretty easy problem, but there’s 
generaUy a catch somewhere. 

“And suppose you refused it . . . once 
. , . and twice . . . and then suppose ” 

“ Look here, let ’s take a concrete case,” 
I said. I was rather proud of “ concrete,” 


but then I often say quite good things “It wasn’t a motor-bicyde,” said 
at dances. “ Let ’s take a concrete case,” L illi an with a smile. 

I repeated. well, then 

“ All right, Dick. Diok, what do you “But something almost as important,” 
want most in the world ? ” Jind she gave a little laugh. 

“A motor-bicyde,” I replied, prompdy. “Look here, what has happened? 
(Some fools say motor-bicycling is going Somebody offered you something ? ” 
out, but that ’s simple rot.) “ Yes.” 


“A motor-bicyde,” Lillian repeated 
softly to herself. “Wdl then, Dick, 
suppose Arthur offered you a motor- 
bicyde ” 

“I say, may we have that again, 
please ? ” 

“ Suppose Arthur offered you a motor- 
bicyde ” 

“Look here, let’s let that idea sink 
in a bit first.” 

I closed my eyes and leant back, while 
Lillian fanned me vigorously. 

“ No, it ’s no good,” I said at last. 






THOUCHTS FOR NON-THINKERS.. 

Comply cheerfully when necessity enjoins. 


“Yes.” 

“A bracdet, let ’s say.” 

“ WeU ” 

“ And you refused it ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“ I thought I didn’t want it.” 

“ And he offered it again ? ” • 

“Yes.” 

“ He must have been very keen on you i* 
having it.” 

“ He was — then.” 

“And you refused it two or tlireu 
times ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ And now you want it badly ? ” 

“That’s it,” said Lillian. “And I 
don’t expect he wants to give it to me 
now. He hasn’t offered it lately. What 
do you think of it, Dick ? ” 

“ Just like a woman ! ” I said. “ But 
I’m glad it wasn’t a motor-bicyde,” 1 
added. 

“Is that all, Dick?” 

I thought for a little while. 

“If you really want it badly, T slionld 
teU him. Tell him you didn’t know 
your own mind at the time.” 

“But he may have changed hw by 
now» That ’s the difficulty.” 

“Surely you can toll. Is he still 
decent to you?” 

“ Oh, rather- always.” 

“Then I expect he still wants you to 
have it. It sounds as tliough he ’s rather 
keen on you,” I said jealously. 

Lillian jumped up. 

“I shall tdl him.” 

“ TeU him you didn’t know your o\ni 
mind. That’U be rather bad luck on 
you, you’re generally so sure of it.” 

“ Then I shan’t tell him I didn’t know 


“But, Diok, we’re only supposing.” mind. That’ll be rather bad 
“ Oh weU — go on.” you, you ’re generally so sure of 

“ And suppose you refused it ” “ Then I shan’t tell him I did 

“ Great &50tt,” I interrupted, “ do you my own mind,” said Lillian*. 
think I ’m an absolute idiot ? ” “ WeU, you must say souu'tlii 

“People are sometimes,” said Lillian, “I shaU teU him 1 didn’t know my 
very sadly. “ I don’t know why.” own — heart.” 

“ But — a motor-bicyde — I shot out of my chair. 

Even with better things tlmn that. “ Diok,” said LmuN plaintively, 


WeU, Diok, suppose Arthur offered it “mw^Ipropose to you?” 


again, and you refused it again ” “ You — oh— me~LiLL' 

I put my hands over my ears. I think I shaU put a row of asterisks 

“Please, Lillian,” I said, “I can’t here, 
stand it. The mere thought is agony. « • * » 

It almost seems as tliough I had lost it. And again, Mr. Printer. 

Don’t go on.” « « «£» 

“If the thought is agony, what about That author chap waf 
the actual thing ? ” know. Once more, plej 

I bad a sudden and tremendous bus- o * 

picion. Thank you. 

“ I say,” I began excitedly, “ you don’t ==z== 

mean that somebody actually has offered Exactitai 


That author chap was quite right, you* 
know. Once more, please. 

Thank you. 

Exactitude* 


you a motor-bicyde, and you’ve refused rpRiOYOLE wanted; three wheels; good 
it ? ” -L conffitiaii.--Apply, Ac. 
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•CTartAT T?Ar'T'Q T?OP TnrAP'C’TTT only in the whole weary and until the following December? I like 

libUAL lAOlb jJiiAitJJUl. three-hundred-and-sixty.five. gay shops. We can’t have too many of 

There should be other opportunities them. Let us have two more Christ- 
General Election Pamphlet Series, too. mases at least in wliicli to give each 

No. 1 (and Last. — Ed.) “A Merry Christmas” — ^what a charm- other pretty things. The shopkeepers 

Under Free Trade onr exports of safety- ing aspiration! How seldom do onr would like it, and the delivering wagons 
bicycles, submarines and motor-cars have neighbours so far relax into friendliness would like it. The recipients would 
been enormously greater than during as to wish us this kindly thing. Do they like it. In fact, I cannot see how any 
Napoleonic times. say “A Merry Easter,” or “A Merry opposition worth considering can be 

Up till 1846— when Free Trade was Whitsuntide,” or “A Merry August offered, 
introduced — ^an Enghsh football team Bank Holiday”? Not they. But at The stations again. What a scene of 
had never been defeated by one from Christmas all self-consciousness is for- good-humouredgenerousbustlethey pre- 
New Zealand. gotten, all restraint laid aside, and every sent just before Christmas! There is 

The Peninsular War, the death of one is free and jo 3 ?fuL There should be nothing quite like it during the rest of 
Nelson, and the French Revolution, aH more Christmases. ^ the year. There ought to be. The 

occurred under a Protectionist system. And the* Post Office officials — how railway companies desen^eit, the porters 


Under Free 
Trade the world 
suffered from the 
Indian Mutiny, the 
Martinique Erup- 
tion, and the inven- 
tion of the mechani- 
cal piano-player. 

On desert islands 
— avowedly Protec- 
tionist communities 
— ^there are no un- 
employed or strike 
difficulties, disease 
is unknown, the 
death-rate negli- 
gible, food always 
abundant, and there* 
is no congestion of 
alien immigrants. 

With the excep- 
tion of the chamber- 
maids in hotels 
there is no slavery 
in modern Switzer- 
land (a protected 
Republic). 

A tariff has done 
nothing to promote 
the exchange of 








;pl'” ' 

r ■ ■ 








deserve it. The cab- 
men want it too. I 
would have two 
more Christmases, 
with all their ex- 
cited departures 
and arrivals. 

Lastly, tlie dear 
children ! How the 
little rascals love 
Christmas ! How 
they look for^vard 
.to it, and iffan for 
it, and enjoy every 
minute of it! 
Would you grudge 
them this pleasure 
ofttimes repeated? 
Surely you cannot. 
There should be 
nothing that any- 
one but a curmud- 
geon could deny the 
dear children. As 
for the charge of 
over-eating that is 
brought against 
Christmas — Pooh ! 
A little over-eating 
does no harm. 


^ London Angling Club is offering a fodb-year-old Donkey as the prize in a Youthful stomachs 

^rdinetmsbetween Competition. It is rumoured that the donkey sees no reason wuy^hb shouldn’t * ® 

Formosa aad Tieri-a jan^Ri5j,yo3iPETiTOB ALSO. 

del Fuego. — ^ selves and are better 

Bankruptcies of British industrial they work at Christmas aud during the] than ever. Three Christmases, I say; 
firms have been fewer in number under week or so before it ! To work is to or even four. Yes, four, 
the present Free Trade Government thau pray, says the old saw; and every Personally I love Christmas. I resent 
durinir anv otlier Administration of the schoolboy who ever had a copy-book nothing in it, not even being awakened 


Formosa and Tierra 
del Fuego. 
Bankruptcies of 


twentieth century. 


A MODEST REQUEST. 


knows that it is only tlie idle who are by a brass band playing The Mistletoe 
unhappy. How happy the sorting clerks, at four a.m. Why should I? 

and the counter clerks, and the letter It ’s a good time, isn’t it ? And I soon 
carriers, and the parcel-post men, must went to sleep again, all the happier for 


Dear Mr. Punch, will you support be at Christinas ! Then let them have being reminded that C^istmas was here. 


me in my little project? more of it, say 1. It is absurd to limit I should like to think that another 

I have just spent so satisfactory a pretty things like Christmas cards to Christmas was coming in March, and 
Christmas that I wish to bring forward one or two days in the year. Anything another in July, and another in October, 
the suggestion that instead of cdebrating that gladdens life should he encouraged Yours cordially, 

this festival once only during the year, and multiplied. A Christmas card with jJoel Trebbell. 


the suggestion that instead of cdebrating that gladdens life should he encouraged Yours cordially, ! 

this festival once only during the year, and multiplied. ^ A Christmas card with jJoel Trebbell. 

we should observe it three times at least, a laughable picture and legend,^ or ^ . t • -l 

You cannot, it has been said, have too a seasonable cheery design, sensibly With the best imshes vxmd for 
much of a good thing ; I would advocate gladdens life, I should 0ke to send Christmas meea year, Mr. Pimm 
having more of Christmas. The glow and receive sev^sl every day. fie® Tr3^bell farther before 

of happiness that this cheerful season . And the shops. Why should all the he lends his sanction to any scheme for 
brings to every well -constituted heart gay brightness of the shops end wi& rt^ating the dose before December 25, 
ought not to be confined to one or two Christmas Eve, and never be seen again IffOG. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Man from America (Smith, Elder), who gives a title 
to Mrs. LB LA Pasture’s last novel, is of the convention^ type 
of the American, lean, impassive, sententious, with ‘ a rare 
smile,” possessed of supreme hnsiness capacity, sednmnsly 
concealing generous disposition and a susceptible heart. 
The charm of the story lingers round the Vicomte de Nauroy, 
christened ’PafHcfe, family name O^Beilly.^ Descended from 
the ancient kings of Ireland, he carried his sword to France 
and won a patent of nobility from Louis Philippe. In his 
old age he settled down to a quiet homestead on the border 
of Somerset and Devon, a happy circumstance, since Mrs. I)E 
LA Pasture knows the country intimately and paints its 
varied beauty with skilful, sympathetic hand. A chaiining 
picture the Vicomte makes, whether in his garden, tending 
the flowers, or in the kitchen, making coff^ with his own 
lit hand, and superintending the domestic arrangements 
of his single sen^’ant Pelagie, nurse to his two grand-daugh- 
ters. It is round these girls the story winds its pleasant way, 
divagations that make the reader acquainted widi many 
interesting folk. For my Baronite the French-bred Irish- 
man, whether in country or town, is the chief delight.^ He is 
a fresh and precious addition to the portraiture of fiction. 

Mr . A. G. Bradley, in his handsome volume, In the March 
and Borderland of Wales (Archibald Constable), mighty have 
figured as a mere antiquary or as a mere pedestrian diarist. 
He has chosen to combine the virtues of both with the defects 
of neither. He unites scholarship with a personal quality ; 
he avoids pedantry on the one hand, and trivial garrulity on 
the other. Look where you will you will find entertainment 
never far removed from instruction ; while always he has a 
sympathetic eye for the beauty alike of scenes and asso- 
ciations ; and is fortunate in being associated with an artist 
who is an amateur only in the sense that his labour is a labour 
of love. Mr. W. M. Meredith’s lavish drawings are much 
more than supplemental to Mr. Bradley’s descriptions. In 
reproducing historic architecture his first object is to give a 
faithful record of things seen, but often, and especially in land- 
scape, his work is touched with a very charming imagination. 
Many who flatter themselves that they have exhausted the 
scenery of our island because they have covered all its adver- 
tised ground, should be grateful for this revelation of the 
beauties that lie beyond its beaten paths. So says My 
Nautical Retainer. 

Carlyle’s description of the flight from Paris of Louis the 
Sixteenth and his hapless Queen is one of the most memor- 
able of the flaming pictures that make up liis history of The 
French Revolution, In the Memoirs of Dr. Thomas Evans 
(Fisher Unwin) there is an episode which, described with 
less of sulphuric effect, is by its very quality of commonplace 
equally effective. Again a French Queen is making secret 
flight from revolutionary Paris. The Empress Eugenie has, 
however, no “new Berline” such as was provided for the 
Royal fugitives of 1791. Driven in Dr. Evans’ private 
brougham, the party of four reached lisieux, their horses 
tired out, and necessity urgent for fresh conveyance to carry 
them on to Deauville. It was raining -heavily, and the 
Empress of the French, still nominally Regent, had not an 
umbrella at her disposal. Dr. Evans went ahead of the party 
in search of fresh horses. “ The Empress, Madame Lebreton 
and Dr. Crane, stepped in under the porte cooMre of an 
establishment where carpets were ma&e, on the left-hand side 
of the street.” Here, apprehensive of every passer by, they 
remained, “ the Empress standing in the doorway, scarcely out 
of reach from the rain dripping from the building ; Madame 
Lebreton partly sitting on, partly leaning against a bale of 
wool in the passage behind.” After half-an-hour’s absence, Dr. 
Evans rejoined them, and the jouruey was resumed more 


successMly was that of the new Berlins making its way 
through France 79 years earlier. This narrative of the 
escape to England of the Empress is the most picturesque 
chapter in the history. But my Baronite finds elsewhere 
much that is illuminating of the character and disposition 
of the Emperor and Empress. 


Admitting the axiom that the proper study of mankind is 
man. Who ’5 Who (A. and C. Buck) is an admirable class 
book. My Baronite often wonders how busy men of wide 
correspondence and close touch with their fellows got^ along 
before this annual in its new fonn appeared. Growing in 
bulk with years, as prosperous folk are apt to do, it has, 
for the sake of convenience, shed some hundred or so of 
leaves. These ai*e issued in a separate volume lal)ellod Who ^s 
Who Year-Book, Fuller verge is thus left for the biographical 
notes, which now approach 1900 closely printed ])ages. A 
new addition to biographical ana is made by adding the 
motor and telephone number and the telegraphic addresses of 
the multitudinous Who. This last is especially convenient. 


On the threshold of his eightieth year Mr. Holman Hunt 
sits down to tell the story of Pre-Ra'pliaelitisnn and the Pre- 
Raphaelite Brotherhood (MacmilIuAn). The covci of the two 
portly volumes bears the monogi-am P.R.B., whoscj meaning 
die youthful conspirators, appalled by consciousnoHs of the 
momentous character of the undertaking, entered into a 
solemn league and covenant to keep hidden from onlinary men. 
Mr. Holman Hunt describes the work of tho famous Brother- 
hood, of which he was one of three founders, as “ llio search- 
ing out a new jAfeetion in life and lovingly teaching it to 
others.” How this mission was accom])lishod my Baronite 
finds told in minute detail, which su])plies many interesting 
biographical traits of painters who were boys tcigctlier in 
die first decade of Queen Victoria's reign. As hup})encd in 
the case of Sir Frederick Leighton, Holman Hunt'vS father was 
opposed to his adopting Art as a profession. In obedience 
to the parental mandate, he entered a city offi(*e. Jhit his 
passion for drawing and painting was irresistilfle, and, as 
in the case of Frederick Leighton, eventually triumphed. 
The work is iUiistrated with two-scorc ])hotograi'ure plates, 
reproducing the masterpieces of the I)n.ilifrl>o(.il. 


Remembering some clover things done Ijy I^rd Dunsany 
with pen and pencil whilst still with his regiment at 
Gibraltar, my Baronite turned with gleeful expectation to 
The Qods of Pegana (Elkin Ma'QieWvS). After honest ondeii- 
vour he is bound to confess that he cannot inakci heail or 
tail of the book. “My fault,” as tho execaitioner said, when 
he chopped off the gentleman’s head and it fell to tho ground. 


BA.ROA 


Ifoving lived for twenty years in Paris, porf<»niiiiig the 
duties of correspondent for an American Journal, Mr. JSiierard 
has compiled his recollections. As liis duties brouglit him into 
intimate connection witli most of the personages wlio Iielped 
to make history in France in the last quarter of the Nineteenth 
Century, the hook has especial 
value. Amongst the later 
comers on the stage who were 
known of the chronicler was 
Oscar Wilde. Of the closing 
scenes in the tragedy of his life a 
simple touching narrative is to 
he found in the pages of Twenty 
Years in Paris i^UTOniNSON). 

Wishing his friends generally 
a Happy New Year, the Baron 
divers t^ as-his act and deed, 
witness his signature and seal. 
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guests. In these days, when society is 
REMINDERS FOR HOSTESSES, so mixed, some one is sure to regard it PRATTLE ABOUT THE POLLS 

“itSfaijLiencetoyour gueste suicides, and 

. and wiU relieve them from the tipping are debarred from voting at a I 

A EB^HOT brick^ in a guest’s bed is nuisance if you hang a box labelled General Election. 

^ bot-water “ Servants ” in your haU. Then you can It is not (perhaps) generally realised 

-.1^10,^ the Member 


bottle. In the best 
houses sprigs of 
hoRy are frequently 
placed in visitors’ 
beds at this holi- 
day season, and 
these pointed greet- 
ings are much ap- 
preciated. 

Should a visitor 
seem bent on out- 
staying his welcome 
collect all the Brad- 
shaws in the house 
and leave them in 
his bedroom. If 
this gentle liint be 
ignored send for 
the police. 

If your guests 
persist in having 
aU their meals in 
bed, fall in with 
their wishes, but 
privately instruct 
your servants 
always to upset a 
sauce-boat or a 
coffee-pot on the 
bed-clothes. 

When seasonable 
games pall, you can 
easily make a house- 
party interesting 
and profitable by 
introducing the 
novel recreation of 
“ whitewashing the 
cellars” or “paint- 
ing the stables.” 
The Duke of Bul- 

LOOKSMITHY, SO fa- 
mous for his liberal 
hospitality and gay 
house - parties, has 
not paid a penny 
for this kind of 
I renovation during 
the last five years. 

If any guest com- 
plain of inattention 
or incivility from 
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First Street-Vendor, “*Ow’s business?” 

Second S.-V. “ Lookin* up a bit.” 

First S.-V. ‘‘Same ’ere. Must be boo to' oonpidenoe nr the koo Q-otebnment.” 


for the Orkneys is 
obliged to make a 
short sea passage 
when he visits his 
constituents. 

Sailors on the 
China Station 
would not be in 
time to record their 
votes, even if they 
were ordered home 
to-morrow week. 

There are several 
thousands of people 
stiU living who can 
remember the last 
General Election, 
but they ai'e now 
considerably older. 
Many of them are 
non-smokers. 

It has been cal- 
culated that if both 
parties had agreed 
to abide by the 
results of The Daily 
Mail election (re- 
cently concluded), 
candidates would 
be some hundreds 
of pounds in pocket. 

I Motor - cai’s and 
other vehicles will 
be used in many 
constituencies for 
the purpose of 
bringing electors 
to the polls. Pe- 
destrians, however, 
will probably walk 
to record their 
votes. 

Women are fond 
of decorating their 
pet dogs with the 
Party colours. The 
dogs have little 
voice in the matter, 
and of course no 
votes. 


your servants, say^ — _Jyol;0g^ 

how sorry you are that their stay in your either devote the contents of the box to -v j i ^ x n- 
house is uncomfortable, and ask ^m charity (that charity which begins at ^ elector to tlm pomng- 

by what train they purpose leaving, home), or to paying the servants’ wages, 

You can easily get more guests— it is or if you are liberally inclined you may 

not so easy to get servants. distribute some sm^ portion of the ^ ^ 

.Never play Bridge on Sunday unless money amongst your servants as your assault, 

your opponents are sudb. poor players personal gift. If a man has two votes and there are 

that it would be flying in the face of — two candidates, and he gives one vote 

Providence to miss such an opportunity. Motto fob a New Peer .^ — Deus Vti^ to each candidate, it is hardly worth 
Never count your spoons b^ore your (The Lord Wills). while doing so^ 
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ROUND THE POLITICAL BOOTHS. 

I WANDERED vaguely througli tte Village Fair 
Under a gakxy of flaming jets, 
x\nd heard the steam-fed music rend the air, 
i^d saw the huckster spread his artful nets 
Baited with trash 

Designed to mohilise the credulous yokel’s cash. 

I was adjured to solve the Three Card Trick 

(Peace, Plenty and the Knave — so hard to “ trace ”), 
Or try my luck and heave a loyal stick 
At Sallies modelled by an alien race ; 

Or view with awe 

“ The British Lion couched on Preferential Straw.” 

“ The Giant Free-Trade Loaf,” that weighed a stone ; 

“ The Largest-headed Non-religious Child ; ” 

“ The Very Fattest Peasant Ever Khown ; ” 

“ The Leanest Landlord ; ” — aH these prospects smiled 
From gaudy booths 

Plastered with posters stating palpable untruths. 

The gaudiest bore the legend, large and free, 

‘‘ Chamber op Tory Horrors ! ! ” and, for sign, 

A pictured compound, 4 ft. 6 by 3, 

Ohokeful of Chinese coolies from the mine, 

Loaded with gyves 

And brutal padlocks which completely spoiled their lives. 

I heard the shout of one whose features shone 
Despite liis information, whidi was grave : 

“ ’Orrible torchers now a goin’ on ! 

Walk in and see the red live Chinese slave, 

Cut to the core 

By barbarous methods worse than what we gave the Boer ! ” 

Thereat his mate, a man with honest eyes, 

(How came he there among these cheapish Jacks ?) 

“ Guv’nor,” he whispered, “ where’s the good o’ lies ? 

We know it ’s just a dummy daubed with wax ; 

Ain’t it too tough 

Hopin’ ’em in to see this bit o’ fancy stuff? ” 

Never you mind, my boy,” the boss replied ; 

You ’re ’ere to beat the drum and ’dp me shout ; 

We ’ve got to get the silly fools inside 
And Sien, — ^wdl, chaunce it, if they find us out, 

We stand to win, 

Seein’ we scoop the dibs before we let ’em in 1 ” 

But I that on my own had sniffed a fake, 

Knowing by heart my ‘‘real live Chinese slave ” — 

I sought the Three Card Man, and planked my stake, 
And instantaneously “ traced the Knave ; ” 

So to an alley. 

And deftly pulverised an aged Teuton SaUy. 0. S. 


'^GRANDOLPH.” 

(Exteaot prom the Recess Diary op Tour, M.P ) 

The Kennelj Barks^ Monday . — The popular idea of Lord 
Handolph Churchill when, twenty years ago, he was still 
with us, r^lised him in the form of a political comet of 
extreme brilliancy but of no particular use to the solar system. 
Those who came in personal touch with him recognised 
that, beneath his sometimes reckless levity,* there ran high 
purpose, greeted by supreme genius, dominated by in- 

This circle will find world-wide enlargement in the readers 
pf Winston CHDRGBonL’s Life of his Father, just published 
hy Macmillan. Consanguinity is by no means a recommen- 


dation for the post of biographer. The family circle is 
lacking in the opportunity of perspective indispensable to 
the formation of true judgment of character and conduct. 
Exceptions are found in Lockhart’s life of his father-in-law, 
Scott, and in Trevelyan’s masterpiece, the Memoir of his 
uncle. Lord Macaulay. Winston Ohurohili. has established 
a third exception to the rule. To begin with, whilst the 
mass of material is skilfully arranged, the literary style is 
admirable. Next, he is sternly impartial. When he extols 
the subject of his memoir, he is careful to present, from 
unimpeachable sources, the facts upon which he bases his 
judgment. Occasionally, more in sorrow than in anger, 
ho admits that errors were made, and does not attempt 
extenuation. 

The hiogi’apher has had access to the correspondence 
and memoranda that record the steps in Lord Randolph’s 
glittering career, from its gay opening to its pathetic close. 
He uses his opportunity with characteristic courage and 
candour. Lord Randolph was a frequent, voluuainous letter- 
writer. If he had an engagement to see Lord Salisbury in 
the afternoon he spent a considerable portion of the morning 
setting forth his views on the question which formed the 
occasion of consultation. Possibly he did this with deliberate 
intent of preserving a statement of his views at the particular 
juncture, to which end he pigeon-holed a copy of the docu- 
ment. Lord Salisbury was equaRy coimnunicative to “My 
dear Randolph,” writing long letters sometimes as often as 
thrice a day. 

Not the least interesting feature of the fascinating story 
is disclosure of the predominant influence which, for fully 
a year of grave political crisis, the younger statesman wielded 
over the elder. When in June, 1885, Mr. G.’s Second 
Administration fell on the Amendment to the Budget moved 
by Hioks-Beaoh, Lord Salisbury was sent for hy the Queen. 
The missive reached him at “ 4.45 p.m., Thursday, June 11,” 
as he notes at the head of a letter written from Aldington 
Street, and straightway despatched to Randolph. Confronted 
by the duty of forming an Administration his thoughts 
swifjly turned to the youthful Captain of the Fourth Party, 
to whose skin, courage, and persistency creation of the 
amazing situation was mainly due. “Could you caR on 
I me to-night or to-morrow morning ? ” he writes. 

Randolph was not disposed to cheapen himself by ex- 
hibition of haste to clutch at his share of the spoils. He 
waited tiU Lord Salisbury had made some way with the 
construction of his Cabinet, in which he proffered his young 
friend the Secretary of Stateship of India. Having through 
nearly five years girded at Stafford NoRiHOora as an incom- 
petent Leader of the House, Randolph was not to be bought 
off by a proposal however dazzling in its compliment to a 
private member. He declined pffice with Northoote as 
Leader in the Commons. Lord Salisbury pressed him to 
abrogate his prejudice. Personal friends urged him not to 
miss the chance supplied by offer of Cabinet office. He 
was convinced that in the interests of the party, and of the 
county — the terms are of course identiad — Northoote’s 
retention of the Leadership in the Commons vrould prove 
disastrous. 

“ What place will you give Randolph when your Govern- 
ment is formed?” a friend asked the L^der of the 
Opposition shortly before the crisis came. 

“Say rather,” Northoote replied with sorrowful intuition, 
“ what place wiU he give me ? ” 

He gave him a place in the House of Lords, whither 
Northoote retired broken-hearted, six months later to die in 
the Foreign Office, in the presence, almost in the arms, of 
his familiar friend, long time colleague, Lord Salisbury, who 
the day before, with undesigned brusqueness, had, in recon- 
structing his Ministry, sxqoerseded him at the Foreign Office. 

in June, 1885, Randolph got his peremptory way in the 
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naatter of shunting Stafiobd Northoote. In Dec. 1886, 
assuming an analogous attitude with respect to the refusal 
of Old Moraiaty (War Minister), George Hamilton (at tlie 
Admiralty) to reduce their estimates, he was himself broken 
irretrievably, as it proved. He had long felt lonely in the 
Cabinet. It is true his Budget, whose secret is for the first 
time fuUy disclosed, received the consent of his colleagues. 
But it was lukewarm approval, plainly extorted by apprehen- 
sion of what the imperious Chancellor of the Exchequer 
would do if he were thwarted. If the Premier alone had 
stood by his side, he would have fought on to the end. As 
it was, he made dignified retreat. Striding forth from the 
Cabinet Council Chamber, its door never opened to him 
again. 

Over the most brilliant days of Lord Eandolph’s career 
there hung the shadow of early death. 6Ie saw it without 
fear. But he recognised that as his time would be short it 
must be stirring. “An old man in a hurry,’’ he bitterly 
called the octogenarian advocate of Home Rule, who survived 
him several years. Randolph Chdrohill was a young man in 
a hurry, a hulxy unselfishly, patriotic^y kept up mth desire | 
to serve his country. This truth is, not obtrusively, butj 
indisputably, made clear in the story of the life of onq who 
was a statesman at thirty-five, quiet in his grave at forty-six. 

Mr, Punch and his yoomg men have the satisfaction of 
reflecting that from the first they recognised Graisdolph’s 
genius, and sustained him through most episodes of his 


career. He cherished the various cartoons which pointed 
turns in it. Several of them, from the master hand of Jom 
Tenniel, are, by permission readily given, reproduced in 
these volumes. ' 

Literary Revelations.^’ 

Following on the allegation that the late Mr. William 
Sharp and “Kona Madeod” were one person, comes thej 
rumour that Dr. Robertson Niooll is not only the same as \ 
“0. 0.” “Claudius Clear,” and “A Man of Kent,” but that, 
he also veils his identity under other pen-names, including 
“ James Douglas,” “ Clement Shorter,” and “ G. K.^ Chester- | 
TON.” We are able to give this rumour an emphatic denial. I 
Dr. Niooll is actually not many more than four different 
people ; a figure by the way which, at one time, was the • 
cause of the foolish report that he was the disguised author 
of The Four Just Men. \ 

A Few Mottoes for Books. j 

For The Prodigal Son, by Mr. Hall Caine — 

“ In his hands the thing became a trumpet.” ‘ 

For A Modem Utopia, by Mr. H. G. Welis — 

“ The little More and how much he is I ” ' 

For Billiards, hy Mir. John Roberts — - : 

Out^ damned spot ! ” 
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RHYMES WITHOUT REASON. 

We always call the fellow Jom, 

His Christian name is really Jack, 

And that is why we call him John. 

Men ask, “ When is he coming hack ? ” 
W'e say, “ We didn’t know he ’d gone, 
So cannot say when he ’U be hack. 

“ TVe have no grounds to go upon ; 

In ■^’ain our memories we rack 
For facts to base a date upon,” 

One wonders, has he got the sack ? 

Some argue “ pro,” some argue “ con.” 
Held : “ That he may have got the sack.” 
> o « * o 

I ’m thinking, how shall I go on ? 

This somewhat doth of Bedlam smack. 
Perhaps I ’d better not go on. 


A CETISABE AdAINST C9HMERCIAI mPOSXTJBl. 

Mr. Punch, Sir, — Will you, who have ever been the 
champion of the guileless and distressed, lend your columns 
to expose a fraud practised weekly, daily, and in the evening 
editions? 

Thousands of blameless matrons, innocent maidens, and 
spinsters of maturer years are being deceived by the treachery 
and falsehood of the fashion artists, who deliberately invest 
their models with attractions to which a respectable English- 
woman cannot hope to attain. What is the result ? Useless 
expense, heart-breaking disappointment, and even occasionally 
the complete wreck of a happy home. I implore you to print 
the enclosed letters as an example and a warning, 

{Signed) “ Veritas ” {Gurate-in-Cliarge), 

I. 

Miss Ffinch, SordeUo Lodge, Balham, presents her com- 
pliments to Mr. Punch, and begs to forward for his inspection 
two illustrations depicting respectively, To right, a hat as 


Mrs. PonsNAP, The Angles, Surbiton, writes (in the course 
of a somewhat lengthy epistle) : 

“ My daughter’s dress was copied in every detail 

from the illustration in a well-known lady’s paper. It was 
made in my own house, under my own supervision, by a 




advertised by Messrs. ; To left, the same after purchase 

by Miss Ffinoh. It will be apparent that, in spite of certain 
pperficial similarities in the two articles, the former picture 
is calculated to produce an entirely fals e impression. 

P.S.*— It was only after a protracted struggle that I succeeded 
in fixing the hat on at all. To show the falsehood of the whole 
trick, the letterpress informed me that to the “ cache peigne ” 
was attached a mass of curls the exact colour of the wearer’s 
own. I ask you to look at it ! 



highly capable maid who has been with us for some years, 
and is a most superior and honest person in whom I have 
every confidence. I mention this merely to emphasise the 

lamentable fact that the picture as issued by Messrs. 

is false in every ‘particular, though whether deliberately so or 
not I, of course, cannot say. For the rest, my two enclosures 
will speak for themselves.” 

ONE MAYER THEATRE OPEN. 

Mr. Gaston M^mer “has drawn,” not a bow at a venture, 
but several good houses last week, whicli was the first of his 
two months’ French-play season. Ija Smirk to commence 
with, and a varied list of plays is given u 3 to go on with. 
While the grass grows, as we all know, the steed starves, 
and, warned by this old proverb, Mile. R&tanb has determined 
that, while her theatre is being built in Paris, she will not he 
“ out of it ” altogether, but will make time pass lightly, for 
all cm^dially enienting Ijondoners, by appearing in some of 
her favourite pieces, at the New Royalty Theatre, Dean Street, 
Soho, which, in old days of burlesque and domestic drama, 
has known prodigiously long runs. ^ The “ Theatre R6jane ” 
in Paris, so the Journal Amusani informs us, ^Werevplacera 
en effet te Nouveau Thedtre gui, il fauJt Vavouer, e$t un assez 
ancien Thddtre;^^ and the same authority adds, ^^quoigue 
situs rue Blanche, le Thedtre Rejane ne jouera pas de 
drames noirs.^^ May that be equally the case at the Royalty ! 

A Starring” Agency. 

On Thursday last, at the Royal Institution, Professor 
Turner addressed himself (and at the same ti mA his audience) 
to the consideration of the question “Are the Planets 
^habited ? ” The Professor, not being sure of his ground 
in the firmament, admitted that he was unable to act as agent 
for any one of the planets at present “ to let.” Directly one 
of them was in the market, he would immediately commu- 
nicate the fact to his friends, and take their orders on the 
usual terms. 



GO FARTHER, OR FARE WORSE. 

Cabby (ansivering whistle), “WflAT I wants to know is, where are the parties going?” 
Footman {reassuringly), “Oh, they’re not going far,” Cabby. “Then let. ’em walk 
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GETTING STIFFER. 

(An Acrostic Competition.) 

No new joxunal is now complete with- 
out an acrostic competition, and we offer 
the following scheme with specimen 
acrostics, a solution, &c., as likely to be 
of great assistance to any editor who 
contemplates such a competition. The 
Quarter should open with an announce- 
ment that prizes of a high value wiU be 
given to the solver of the greatest 
number of Acrostics. The Fix'st Prize 
may suitably consist of £100 in cash, a 
Life Annuity of £25 per annum, the 
remainder of the lease of a house in 
Cadogan Square, and a three-speed 
bicycle. The Second Prize might be 
£50 in cash and a cottage piano ; and 
the Third a bound volume of the journal 
which conducts the competition. 

Double Acrostic. 

First of the Quarter. January 1. 

Study the calendar, and you wiU find 
That this has come, the old one left 
behind ; 

And many say, “I wish you old 
chappie,” 

But here you must omit the usual 
“Happy.” 

1. A service to defend our Empire 

planned. 

*Tis not the Navy, for it fights on land ; 
Think of the War Office and under- 
stand. 

2. What’s in a — this? So Shakspraee 

used to sing ; 

*Tis chosenfor you at your christening. 

3. The isle from which Napoleon made 

escape, 

His counti^’s destiny once more to 
shape. 

4. All wi^ for Peace, but wishes are in 

vain. 

This comes at times with horrors in 
its train. 

This we have lately seen with grief 
and pain 

Of East and West upon Manchuria’s 
plain. 

Thirty days are allowed for the 
solution of the above. Five alternatives 
permitted for each light. 

February 1. 

Answer to Acrostic No. 1. 

(1) ArmY 

(2) N am E 

(3) E lb A 

(4) W a E 

Notes. — (2) Shakspearean quotation, 
“What’sinaname?” 

(3) Napoleon’s first place of exile. 

Answers received, 17,321 correct; two 
incorrect. 


March 1. 

To Correspondents. — Little Popsy : We 
have decided to accept your plea for 
“Weather” instead of “War” for the 
fourth light in the first acrostic. Though 
we cannot consider that “weather” fits 
the light as neatly as “ War,” there is 
some weight in your contention that the 
weather in Manchuria would probably 
be inclement in character. 

Muddlehead : We really cannot accept 
“ Elena ” instead of “ Elba ” for light 3. 
We would have been wiUing to overlook 
the unusual spelling of the island of 
St. Helena, but the fact that Napoleon 
did not escape from St. Hdena, whereas 
he did escape from Elba, seems to us 
fatal to your plea. 

April 1. 

Special Acrostio. 

The following Acrostic is set for the 
17,304 solvers who tied in the First 
Quarter. Twelve hours allowed for the 
solution : no alternatives. 

’Tis thus provincial virtue hoots 
The visitor in varnished boots. 

1. Cognate, I ween. 

2. In Pliocene. 

3. How very odd ! 

4. A tetrapod. 

The lights are in no particular order, 
and two of them are reversed. 

May 1. 

Special Acrostic. — The Editor regrets 
that he has had the misfortune to mislay 
the solution of the Special, and cannot 
clearly remember what it was, though 
he recollects enough to enable him to 
give a hint that the second light con- 
tains a reference to the metatarsal bone 
of the Hipparion. He can also, speaking 
from memory, confidently assert that 
none of the answers sent in was correct, 
or an;p7here nearly correct. Another 
week is therefore allowed in order that 
solvers may again attempt the Special, 
the missing solution of which the Editor 
hopes to find before next month. In 
the^ event of a farther tie a really difficult 
Quintuple Acrostic will be given. 

Answers received, 0 correct, 6143 
incorrect. 


GOLF IN EXCEL8IS. 

In view of the exceptional political 
importance of the visit of the four Wious 
British golfers to Mexico, Mr. Punch has 
arranged with Mr. Eaymond Blatherwick, 
the famous interviewer, who accompanies 
the party, to send a series of letters for 
exclusive use in these columns. The 
first instalment arrived yesterday, and 
ran as follows : — 

New York, January 1. — ^We arrived 
to-day, after a somewlmt stormy voyage, 


but it is satisfactory to relate that the 
illustrious quartet are all in exc^ent 
fettle for their Mexican campaign. The 
serious spirit in which they undertook 
to prepare themselves for the fray was 
apparent from the outset. Jack White, 
a man of studious tastes, spent most of 
his time studying Spanish, with a view,’ 
as he owned, of being able to converse 
with President Porfirio Diaz in his 
native tongue. Andrew Kirkaldy, who 
is noted for his strong theological bias, 
had provided himself with several works 
on Ihe Aztec race, and was much im- 
pressed by the theory which identifies 
them with the Lost Tribes, and often 
engaged in heated controversies with 
his fellow Scot, Alexander Herd. How- 
land Jones, a Welshman, and an ardent 
politician, was intensely interested in 
the speeches of Mr. Lloyd-George, as 
they were reported from time to time by 
wireless telegraphy. But exercise and 
training were not neglected. By an 
arrangement with the chief engineer the 
champions were able to get an hour’s 
niblick play in the coal bunkers every 
morning, and Andrew Kiricaldy had 
the satisfaction of driving over a passing 
iceberg from the hurricane deck. In 
the evenings the quartet sang part 
songs or practised putting in the saloon. 
Rowland Jones occasionally improvised 
some sparkling peniUions, and Jack 
White accompanied him on the casta- 
nets. In the early stages of the voyage 
Andrew Kirkaldy’s appetite suffered 
from the motion of the liner, but his 
spirits were happily unimpaired, and 
his table talk was enriched by many 
brilliant bons nzots. Thus, on nearing 
America, he asked, “Why was Jack 
White ? ” and, pointing to Sandy Herd, 
immediately answered, “ Because he saw 
Sandy Hook.” This remarkable im- 
promptu was at once marconigraphed to 
the White House, and caused a distinct 
slump in Mexican securities on Wall 
Street. 

Washinyton, Jan. 3. — ^Ihave just seen 
Rowland Jones, who tells me that the 
breakfast with the President was a great 
success. The only other guests, besides 
the golfing champions, were Elihu Root 
and Boo-sm Washington, and it appears 
that a slight awkwardness was caused 
when Andrew Kirkaldy, who sat next 
Mr. Washington, asked him whether he 
thought that any American football team 
could hold their own against the “ All 
Blacks,” a question which liis neighbour 
inteipreted as bearing on the negro 
problem. However, Mr. I^sevelt inter- 
vened with his usual breezy energy, and 
diverted the conversation to the influence 
of golf on the popularity of statesmen, 
the proper pronunciation of the word 
Schenectady, the superiority of buck- 
wheat cakes to Scotch scones, and the 
claims of Mr. Andrew Lang to be regarded 
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as a serious historian. AiirDREW Kiukaldy, 
who, as a neighbour of Mr. Lakg’s, lield 
decided views on this subject, said that 
when the Japanese took to golf they 
would be “juisb a classical people.” 
Jack Wuitk thought that the White 
House compared unhivourably with the 
Golf Club House at Bunningdale, but 
he liked the President’s aifability. “ Not 
the build for a scratch player,” he added, 
“ but I dare say he would soon play as 
well as the Duke of Devonshire or Mr. 
James Bryoe,” Sandy Herd made great 
friends with Mr. Root, ^ whom he 
enlightened on the Scottish Church 
question, and after breakfast the Presi- 
dent instructed his guests in the use of 
the lasso, which he warned them might 
be needful in some of the Mexican back 
blocks. 

Chihuahmy January 7. — We came on 
here this morning by special train, with 
outriders, after a short visit to the 
President at Mexico City. Don Porpieio 
was kindness itself, and insisted on 
changing hats, according to an old 


Castilian custom, with Jack White as 
they parted on the doorstep. The heat is 
sometliing terrific, but we all wear som- 
breros with refrigerators and white Nain- 
sook trousers. On our arrival we were 
met at the station by a deputation of 
Toltecs, accompanied bytheChapultepec 
band playing on zumpangos, mulucs, 
cauaca, and other Aztec instruments. 
After a hurried lunch at the hotd, we 
proceeded to the links, where a large 
crowd was awaiting our arrival. Four 
singles had been arranged in which the 
British contingent were opposed by local 
professionals, but I regret to say that on 
this occasion none of the former showed 
their true form. For this untoward 
result, however, the peculiar conditions 
of the game readily accounted. To 
begin with, the caddies are mounted on 
mustangs, which proved so disconcerting 
that Rowland Jones, a man of highly- 
strung Celtic temperament, invariably 
missed his tee shot. Andrew Kirkaldy’s 
opponent was a sinister-looking mesoce- 
phalic Aztec named MioTLANTEUCTCt, whose 


name alone, as Andrew put it, was as bad 
as giving a stroke a hole, while Jack 
WniTB was equally paralysed by his asso- 
ciation with aToltec brave, whose patrony- 
mic was IxTLiLXooHiTL, Sandy Hebd was 
the best off, as he was matched with a 
Mexican Inca named Ramon Quttterey, 
who, strangely enough, preferred using a 
rubber-cored ball. At every second tee 
refreshments were served, consisting of 
ootli or Aztec beer and hot banana 
fritters, and further delay was caused 
by Jaok White’s opponent, who insisted 
on bathing in a small pond which formed 
the chief hazard of the thirteenth hole. 
Guttierez, the Inca mentioned above, 
surpassed himsdf by his bunca play, 
but as a rule the local men scored more 
by the failure of their opponents than 
by their own brilliancy. Ihere is talk, 
however, of a human sacrifice in our 
honour to-night, and to-morrow morning 
we move on to Jakpa, where an exhibi- 
tion match wiU be played for the benefit 
of the amateurs of the Tezcatlipoca golf 
dub. 
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THE SPOOK’S LAMENT. 


[“I believe,” said Mr. B. A. Cochrane, am 
authority on the subject of dreams, to a Daily 
Express representative, “ the night time of the 
body is the daytime of the soul. It is then 
that the soul leaves the body and has experi- 
ences in the spirit world. You may meet 
with dead friends and see their condition ”... 
To have dreams, Ivoxcever, which are free from 
the favJtasbic and horrible, a light easily diges- 
tible diet is, he thinhs, neeesbary.] 

When by tlio stern decree of Fate 
This mortal coil was cast, 

We used to think our future state 
Depended on our past. 

Directors never watered stock, 

I Horse-dealers never faked a crock, 

The rascal lawyer never stole, 

Lest evil should befall his soul. 


And much has virtue eased my fall ! 

As far as I can see 
I might have had the fun for all 
The difference to me. 

’Tis chance, as we poor spooks now know-, 
Apportions either bliss or woe, 

For — out upon it ! — our rigirms 
Depend on other people’s dreams. 


By hoping that he thus wiU score 
In some post-mortem place. 

The joy or woe of spooks, it seenw, 
Exists but in our neighboui*s’ dreams, 
And thus our luckless lot depends 
Upon the diet of our friends. 


Old Smith — ^the pig ! —goes out and dines ; 

Ue always over-eats, 

And mixes half-ardozen wines 
With half-a-score of meats. 

He sleeps, he snores, he dreams, and he 
Elects, of course, to dream of me. 

And I become the thing I seem 
To Smith in his delirious dream. 


What golden chances in my time 
Have I contrived to miss 
For fear lest my career of crime 
Should jeopardise my bliss. 

How often when the fun was feist 
Have I with dread been overcast, 

Slunk from the room and whispered “KTo ! 
I ’ll be no gay Lothario ! ” 


Then Brown — ^the tenderest of chaps. 
Who leaves the lambs unhurt. 

And dines on lentils, with perhaps 
A fig for his dessert — 

Brown dreams of me and I become 
An angel in Elysium. 

It ’s chance that sends us bw or high- 
A fig for all desert, say I. 


We are sine that The Morning Post, 
in announcing certain matinees at which 
the major portion of the best seats were 
to be reserved for “ the children of 
members of the profession,” did not 
mean to cast any reflection upon the 
latter when it said : “ As such children 
are not easily distinguishable from other 
children, they are requested to bring 
their parents with them.” 


It is stated that Sir Edward Grey, in 
order to obtain that proficiency in the 


Then bt the wicked man no more 
Be diddled into grace 


should have if he is to be able to con- 
verse fluently with the Ambassadors 
accredited to the Court of St. James’s, is 
about to join Abie Waikley’s Je^me^eais 
students. 
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SONS OF HAEMONY. 

0.-B. (to Smmm,). “LOOK HEM, Itr imuD, THB IS NOT A DOETr TOn O.w 
___^^ GIVE YODB SHOW r.ATW. oN:" ° ^ 
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Parson. “Good morning, Mrs. Stubbins. Is your husband at home?’* 

Mra.StuWim. “’E’s *OME, Sir; but ’e’s a-bed.” 

Parson. “How is it he didn’t come to ohuhoh on Sunday? You know we must have our hearts in the right place.’* 
Mrs. Stuhhins. “Lor, Sib, ’is ’eart’s all right. It’s ’is TbowzizI” 


ELECTION WISDOM. 

I. — Counsel to Canvassers. 

You cannot make it too clear whether 
you come on behalf of the Eree Trade can- 
didate or the Fiscal Reform candidate. 
It would be a great pity if you worked 
hard to win a vote for IVee Trade and 
all the while the man thought you were 
advocating Protection. 

If you are canvassing for a Free Trade 
candidate promise higher wages, shorter 
hours, and cheaper food. 

If you are canvassing for a Fiscal 
Reformer promise cheaper food, shorter 
hours and higher wages. 

When caUing on even the humblest 
cottages be careful to knock at the door. 


to take off your hat on entering, to wipe 
your boots on the mat, to ask after the 
health of the family, and to say of the 
infant in anns, “ W^, that is a baby ! ” 
If you do all this with any kind of spirit 
you need not refer to politics at all. Just 
name your candidate and go. If there 
is no mat you must apologise for bringing 
dirt into the room. 

Don’t offer money for votes. It is no 
longer done ; at least, not so crudely. 

Remember that it is quite useless to- 
day to canvass without promising to 
pend your motor to convey the voter 
to the polling booth. Horses are out 
of it. 

The first rule in canvassing is — 
promise everything. It is also the last. 


Remember that you are promising not 
on your own behalf but your candidate’s. 
If there is any trouble afterwards it will 
be his trouble, not yours. 

II.-— A Word in Season to Lady 
Canvassers. 

You will do well not to remember too 
vividly the famous story of the beau- 
tiful Duchess of Gainsborough and the 
butcher. The vote was given less because 
the kiss was a kiss than because Ihe 
lady was a Duchess ; and recollect that 
it is not definitely known which way 
the butcher voted after all. 

m. — ^A dvioe to Candidates. 

Do not mind repeating yourself. It 
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has been done ever since oratory was 
invented. 

While speaking, if you are out of 
jnatter, say “Mr. CHAMBERLAiir.” The 
uproar, either of adulation or execra- 
tion, that will ensue will give you time 
to collect your thoughts. 

If you are a !Pree Trader and are so 
foolish as to desire a reputation for wit, 
refer to Mr. Chamberlain always as 
“The Right Honorable Gentlenian” 
with immense scorn in your voice. 

Shake everyone by the hand and 
offer them cigars from your own 
case. You can keep a few special ones 
for your own consumption in a side 
pocket. 

When you are going to make a joke, 
say so, otherwise they won’t know when 
to laugh. If you can’t make jokes, 
refer to Mr. Chamberlain as “Joey” 
and it will do just as well. 

You will be wise if you ascertain very 
carefully the position of the railway 
station in case you want to make a 
hurried and not too conspicuous depar- 
ture. To be seen, on the night of the 
poll or the morning after, asking the 
way to the station, is not conducive to 
dignity. 

IV. —- Wrinkles for Voters. 

It is no use holding out to the last 
minute, as they did in the good old 
Pocket Borough days, for a five-pound or 
even a thousand-pound note. England is 
goi^ to the dogs. 

When the Eree Trade canvasser comes, 
promise to vote exactly as he tells you, 
and say how glad yon are that the 
gentleman has c^d to dear your mind 
on two or three matters that were 
puzding it. 

When the Protection canvasser comes, 
say how glad you are that the gentleman 
has called to dear your mind on two or 
three matters that were puzzling it, and 
promise to vote exactly as he tdls yon. 

Do aU you can to put your cross 
against the man you really want to 
support. 

V. —A Hint to Chauffeurs. 

If you find, from the conversation in 
the car, that one of the voters whom you 
are convejdng in the Free Trade interest 
is really in ifovour of Protection, and is, 
so to spe§k, stealing his ride, procure an 
accident at once and arrange that he is 
so badly hurt that he wiE not be 
conscious again tiU the next day. Stick 
at nothing. Remember Mr. Weller^s 
story of the bridge and the coach-load 
of the wrong colour. 

mCove Cozumercial Candour. 

“ *s Watch. 

Warranted, 

5a. 6d. each. 

There is no movement in these watches.” 


THE “HOW PAPERS. 

No. V.-— How TO Dress on £10 a Year. 

Our subject divides itself naturally 
into two parts. 

First, How to Dress. It will^ be 
readily acknowledged, modem conditions 
of life being what they are and the 
dimate of the United Kingdom not 
invariably sultry, that dress of some 
sort is a necessity for all of us. The 
ancient Britons are said to have thought 
otherwise, and to have been content to 
stain themselves with a dye called woad. 
The effect would h^dly satisfy modern 
requirements of fashion, and woad would 
now be considered quite a fast dye. 
The next development of dress in primi- 
tive times, however, was destined to 
last to the present day., This was the 
custom of wearing skins of animals as 
artides of attire. In the early days of 
our rough island story this fashion was 
universal, and the statue of Boadicea 
on the Thames Embankment would be 
more archseobgically correct if the War- 
rior Queen were represented in a sealskin 
jacket and her two daughters with some 
little article made of mink or grey fox, 
instead of the nondescript draperies, 
ill-adapted for carriage exercise, which 
the sculptor has assigned to them. 

Clothes, so named from the izci that 
they cZot/ie the human frame, are adapted 
to two ends, warmth and decoration. 
Dr. Jaeger, a well-known scientist, still 
happily with us, first made the important 
discovery that warmth and beauty in 
dothing are not incompatible. His 
hygienic padded hoot is the last word in 
unobtrusive smartness, and he has shown 
that it is possible for what is known as 
underwear to be chio without inviting 
puhnonary trouble. Dress from top to 
toe in woollens is Dr. Jaeger’s advice, 
and his own portrait, freely reproduced, 
represents him doing so. T^ile the 
photo^aph is not that of a mere fidneur^ 
Dr. Jaeger compares favourably in 
appearance with any smart Guardsman 
or man about town who may be seen in 
Pall Mall or at a Church Parade, and his 
sense of hygienic superiority, especially 
on a hot summer day, must afford him a 
satisfaction to whioli those butterflies of 
fashion are strangers. 

Let us now illustrate our subject by 
two concrete examples. First let us 
suppose the case of a lady wishing to 
purchase a ball-dress. She must begin 
by deciding on a pattern, and here she 
win be hdped by the advice of most of 
the daily and weekly newspapers pub- 
lished throughout the United Kingdom. 
She decides to follow the taste, let us 
say, of the Editor of The Daily Newa^ 
and by a diligent study of the pages 
devot^ to the subject of ladies’ dress in 
that journal finally selects the costume 
she prefers. The dress itself will not be 


procurable at the newspaper office, which 
confines itself to producing the design. 
In order to have it carried out she must 
go to a dressmaker. And one word of 
caution is necessary at this point. It is 
not etiquette to wear a costume of the ' 
same pattern as one made for Royalty, 
and if any member of the Royal Family 
who follows The Daily News in matters 
of dress should have happened to select 
that particular costume another must be 
chosen. There now follows the operation 
of “trying on.” When the dress has 
advanced a certain way towards com- 
pletion, the lady tries it on. The dress- 
maker also occasionally tries it on, but 
not until she comes to make out the biU. 
When the dress is quite finished it 
remains only to wear it and to pay for 
it. As it is a ball-dress, it should not be 
worn to any great extent out of doors in 
the morning. The payment wiU be 
made out of the £10 a year set aside for 
the purpose. 

We will now consider the case of a 
gentleman wishing to buy a now tweed 
suit. The newspapers do not vie with one 
another in offering him advice upon the 
subject, but a few of them do retain the 
services of a “sartorial expert” laying 
claim to the rank of Major, who will 
with great confidence recommend a tailor, 

f enerally one carrying on business in 
leet Street, a thoroughfare widely 
renowned for the smart appearance of 
those who frequent it. The purchaser 
will proceed, mutatis mutandis^ in the 
manner indicated in the former example. 
When he receives liis bill he may be 
surprised to find his simple brown suit 
described as “One Heather Mixture 
Fancy Check Cheviot Lounge Coat, lined 
through Silk, one Do. Do. D.B. Waist- 
coat, one pr. Do. Do. Trousers,” but he 
must not ^ow himself to be put out by 
this figurative language. Every social 
clique has its passwords. 

The few hints we have given may 
serve as a useful introduction to a more 
extended study of an important and far- 
reaching subject. That is why we have 
given them. 

P.S , — The question of dressing on 
£10 a year presents no difficulties. Set 
aside that sum to expend upon clothing, 
and when you have spent it stop dressing. 


A Chance for the Faculty. 

^ The following important communica- 
tion has been forwarded to us. We 
particularly call attention to the effective 
simplicity of the writer’s method of 
dating his composition. 

Bebke, date of the post-mark. 

**G£NTLxi£an, — W e have the honour of in- 
foiminff you that our Granb-Oatalooue is just 
out and lies for the gratis-forw^urdiug at the 
disposal of the in- and outlandish 
circles.” 
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DAWN. 

The shadows and the shrouding gloom have ceased ; 

A golden sea of glory floods the East,- 
With bars of crimson lined ; 

Now Day has ris’n triumphant over Night ; 

I know it is so by the streak of light 
Which filters thro’ my blind. 

Sunrise ! and men’s sad hearts grow glad and gay 

To greet the golden promise of the day 
And all the good to be ; 

Yet, I confess, this much-belauded dawn 

(Excuse me, while I just suppress a yawn) 

Hardly appeals to me. 

I do not rush to greet the thing with zest, 

While Hope insurgent agitates my breast ; 

I could not if I tried ; 

Dut I remember with a boding fear 

At this especial season of the year 
’Tis precious cold outside. 

This is the painful hour when in my soul 

Comfort with Duty struggles for control 
To arbitrate my lot. 

Well, since yon streak of light proclaims the day, 

The question must be faced without delay, — 

Shall I get up, — or not ? 


POLITICAL INTELLIGENCE. 

Views thrown on a screen are to be a feature in the Elec- 
tioneering tactics of several candidates. Others expect to 
derive more profit from throwing a screen on their views. 

Certain Post Office employees who were suffering from 
overwork and did not find themselves very well suited with, 
the Heir of Derby are hoping to benefit by a change to Buxtou*. 

Mr. JoH2T Burns, who believes in a proper division of 
Labour, -wishes it to be understood that he (J. B.) will always 
furnish a liberal supply of steamboats if the Prime Minister 
will be responsible for a liberal supply of peers. 

The season in which the coming General Election is to 
occur has made the following form of appeal very popular : 

Vote for and a Happy New Year. 

As in the case of that other formula — 

Vote for and now we shan’t be long !— • 

the virtue of this contract, from a candidate’s point of -riew, 
lies in its vagueness. Happiness depends so much upon the 
taste. The electorate should demand some more explicit and 
universally recognisable boon, such as 

Vote for and a fine day to-morrow ! 

Is Mabruge a Lottery? — “Draw for ’s Widow and 

Children. Winning No. 480.” — lAverpool Bcho, 
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TvyrnmA-D arrnArnT\TA TXT attlie end of along straigh-t stretch, of would make when suspended xipon the 
A liiiiJjbi MUiUK-bilUUliJNu iJN stationed an elderly rustic, wall of the mess-room at the dep6t, with 

THE MIDLANDS. somewhat hard of hearing, and an enthn- a suitable inscription beneath, saying 

(From tlie “ Field ” of 1915.) siastic student of cloud shapes. Wander- when and by whom it had been shot. 

^ about in the middle of the road, What seemed to me, in my state 

The chill sunrise of a November day with his eyes fixed upon the heavens, of nervous tension, an intolerably long 
was just appearing between the curtains his oblivion to all that was passing wait, was interinpted by my loader 
of my bedroom window, when I awoke rendered his presence a bait which no touching my arm. I turned and saw 
to find a native pulling my bedclothes ordinary motor-car could, we hoped, that he had his hand to his ear. Sure 
vigorously. He was in a high state of resist. In case however this attraction enough 1 heard presently the distant 
excitement, and exclaimed repeatedly proved insufficient we placed in his tlu*ob of a motor-car. I peered between 
“ Car, car,” in a tone of mingled alaim neighbourhood a nursemaid, with a tlie leafless bi-anches of the tree and saw 
and pleasure. “ Shay ’s bin in t’ leene,” reputation for being easily flustered, our intrepid old man moving aimlessly 
he added, waving his arras about, and entrusted to her care a perambulator to and fro in the road. Presently the 
My somewhat slight acquaintance with containing an infant, instructing her at distant throb grew louder, though the 
the vernacular of the district enabled the same time to lead another child by car was approaching very quietly, and 
me to interpret his words to mean that the hand. These preparations com- T looked to see that my express was 
a motor-car had lately been obseived in pleted, we concealed ourselves in two loaded and ready, 
the neighbouring lane, and I lost no trees, and rifles in hand awaited the In a second or two the car came in 
time in rousing D , my companion. event. We dismissed, as well as we sight into the road. It was white in 
This was indeed the prospect of a could, our crowd of attendants, so as colour, and long and low in shape. Sight- 
welcome change from the poor sport not to alarm our quarry. Tliis proved mg my rifle to 150 yards, I aimed with n 


In a second or two the car came in 


event. We dismissed, as well as we sight into the road. It was white in 
could, our crowd of attendants, so as colour, and long and low in shape. Sight- 


which we had been having 
hitherto. Dn- it:. 
to take our short leave Irora 
the regiment in what we both 
consider the most enjoyable 
form of sport, namely shoot- 
ing motor-cars. At one time, 

1 need not say, it was as easy to 
bag motor-cars as partridges, 
but since the rural councils, 
actuated by the amount of 
damage caused by these 
machines, offered a price for 
their destruction, they only 
appear very rarely, and it has 
become increasingly difficult 
to meet with them. 

D. and I had spent nearly a 
week in the neighbourhood 
which, for my own reasons, I do 
not want to particularise, with- 
out getting the opportunity for 
which we looked. Day after * 








coolness which surprised my- 
self at the change-speed lever. 
Experience has convinced me 
that this is the surest way 
of stopping a car, though I 
know opinions differ on the 
point. Many have been the 
smoking-room arguments to 
which I have listened. D. , for 
example, follows the pmctice of 
aiming at the tyres, and tlien, 
following up the wounded car, 


planting i 


•rdee from 




THE STRAP-HAMMOCK. 

(4s supplied on the Underground Trains de luxe.) 


a safe range in tlie carburetter. 
But tliis seems to me an un- 
sportsmanlike method, as one 
dislikes the idea of causing 
more trouble than is necessary 
to the car, and an expand- 
ing bullet planted at the base 
of the change-speed lever is 
quite effective. 

Upon this occasion, how- 


day we Imd carefully examined the land- a difficult business, as our conclave was ever, we both missed the finest chance of 
scape with our field-glasses from a con- perceptibly increased every moment by our lives. I suppose I miscalculated tlie 
venient hiU. Day after day experienced natives who came with terror-stricken speed the car was travelling, for .1 only 
local volunteers had investigated the high faces and stories of the damage and grazed the radiator with my first baml, 
i-oad for the spoor of a car, but no destruction wi'ought by the motor-car. and smashed the number-plate witli my 
success had rewarded our efforts. On As testimony one young farmer brought -oconrl pr.fT =ilir,u1iug indeed, but the 
one occasion, it is tnie, we sighted a broken pieces of harness, due to the li^hi w!i=-jiu'u'(-f tin, |j(st. D.wasevenless 
splendid Daimler, of, I should say, at gymnastics of a nervous and highly- fortunate; his favourite shot at the tyres 
least 60-h.p., which about corresponds bred horse who had encountered the was absolutely useless, as tibiey were 
to a ‘'Royal’* in deer-stalking, but it car in a lonely lane. Another displayed studded with some metal which seemed to 
was out of shot. D. had a better chance with tears in his eyes his aged grand- render them bullet-proof. The infuriated 
at it than I had, but he only wounded mother, whose nerves had been irre- motor dashed past us at redoubled speed, 
it very slightly in the tail light, and it trievably ruined by the suddenapparition and was out of sight in a few moments, 
unfortunately got away. of the car near her cottage door, where We did not consider it prudent to follow 

Our native guide led us to a comer she seems to have been ruminating in it, as it might return at any moment, and 
of an adjacent lane, and in a muddy the sunshine. Though fortunatdy es- stopping a charging motor on the open 
spot pointed out wliat were unmistak- caping herself without physical injury, road is no joke. We both thought it 
able traces of an enormous car. The owing to her presence of mind in run- was a Merc^d^s, but were not sure, 
interest displayed, in our plan of cam- ning into the house and bolting the It was some slight consolation to us 
paign by the peasants was remarkable, door, she described her alarm as some- that D. on the followin% afternoon bagged 
Crowds of willing yokels came to act as ^ng she would not easily forget. All with a fortunate right and ’left a brace 
giIlies,anxious to carry our express rifles, informants reported the car as at least of small de Dions, which he came on 
and offering suggestions of a more or 80 h.-p., and our appetites were whetted quite suddenly as they were climbing 
less inane nature. We eventually decided by the thought of the imposing appear- rather a steep hill. But the recollection 
upon baiting a trap for the monster, and ance which the bonnet of this monster of losing "^at big car stiH haunts us. 
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The flood of election oratory is now 
at its lieiglit, and mimbers of British, 
dectors are fleeing to Enssia for quiet 
and peace. 

Mr. WyNDEAur, M.P. lias likened Sir 
Henry Campbell-Bannerman to the down 
in the pantomime who touches up every 
class and every interest with a red-hot 
poker. John Burns, too. 

Mr. Winston Ghdechill has issued an 
election address, and a life of Lord 
Randolph Chdrohili.. The latter is a 
very creditable performance. 


A hen bdonging to Mr. T. 1 
Tanner, of Great Somerfidd, j 
Wilts, has laid an egg weighing i 
12 ozs., which, when it was ‘ 
i broken, was found to contain 
another egg. This is the sort 
of useful prodigy which one | 
would expect to appear at dection ' 
time. I 


sex suffers, and it is suggested that 
Expletives should be taught at every 
girls* school. 

A schoolboy at Kasposvar, in Hun-i 
gary, having failed in an examination 
on the works of Kazinczy, a local writer, ■ 
fired a revolver at Eazinczy’s statue. * 
I This is not encouraging to those who | 
are anxious to see a statue erected to ; 
the memory of Euclid. ' 

A hair speciaHst dedares that bald- 1 
ness is contagious. It is certainly ! 
hereditary, to judge by the head of the' 
average baby. 1 


i j sincerely congratulate the Company on 
I their admirable choice) has promised to 
! consider the case of the Strap hangers, 
i which some humanepersons have brought 
1 to his notice. 

‘ One more complaint against the Dis- 
jtrict Railway (and then we shall hold 
I our peace till Sir George Gibb has had 
; a fair chance of correcting the astound- 
'ing blunders committed in the course 
,of the initiation of the new system). 

I “ Choleric ’* writes to complain that 
, there is frequently no important official 
I on the platform to whom to express 
1 one’s opinion of the line after being 








Owing to Dr. Emil Reich’s hav- 
I ing thonghtlessly stated in the ! 
Grand Magazine that English! 
women ai-e too cold, husbands ' 
are now being pestered by their I 
wives to buy them a new set of ; 
furs. 

The British Ambassador at 
Berlin has given a treat to the! 
chimney-sweep apprentices of' 
Berlin, It is significant, as show- 
ing how the tension of feeling 
between the two countries has 
relaxed, that not a single German 
newspaper referred to this as an 
indirect encouragement to the 
Blacks in South-west Africa. j 


jnj 





AN IDYLL 

“Soft eyes looked love to eves ^vhioh spake kOMS^^Childe BaroU, 


A Oommission now sitting in| “Soft eyes looked love to eves ^vhioh spake again HaroZdf. 

, Berlin is trying to find some — 

I means of rendering cava^ horses invisi- The police, who are sometimes ab- kept waiting for some thirty minutes, 

ble in warfare. The simplest solution, surdly touchy, are objecting to the We think this safety valve should be 

! of course, is to go without them. But expression “Police trap,” and it is pos- supplied, 

it will be remembered that this experi- sible that Copper mine” will take its 

ment, by tis in th® ^ys of place. Such FrenchmeE as feaxed a wax witii 

the South African struggle, fell short of Qmnany have received great comfort 


complete success. A correspondent in last week’s Punch from a report in the Staatshurg&r Zeitm,ng 

. is anxious for further eaplanation as to liat the ■&SER has declared that in 

The Chief Constable of Surrey has been the report that a pohce constable had event of hostilities he himself would act 
authorised to obtain a uniform for him- been seen “running in a West-end as Chief of the General Staff 
self at an estimated cost of £52 7s, To street,” as reported in this column. 

prevent his being stolen for the sake of Surdy he exaggerates the importance of ; — -awv , .- , — 

his fine dothes, he will, we understand, this event, for one of the most common — Pbou The Tiverton Gazette 
be surrounded by a strong posse of and annoying — sights in London is a TVT 

police whenever he walks abroad. street being ^en up. o • 

Sirs, — ^I have used your Dnnks 

The theory is now being advanced by It has long been the boast of this ^nore than three years, and ^ve 
a Continental doctor that the fact that country that no dass is so utterly sub- one calf , even mough the land 

ladies are hot allowed to swear is merged that it wiU not ultimatdy get 1? production of 

responsible for a vast majority of the justice. Sir George Gibb, the new Chair- m Wiy. 

attacks of nerves from which the gentle man of the District Railway (and we Cap mean Varicose Veins ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mb. William O’Brten’fi Recolleations (Maomillan) supply a 
useful page in tlie varied record of the Home Rule question. 
It is here presented as viewed from within by one of the men 
who have largely helped to keep it going during the last 
quarter of a centuiy. Mr. O’Brien glories in presenting 
the Celtic nature hot-blooded and not ashamed. He loves 
Ireland with heart and soul, hating England with equal 
fervour. Of all English statesmen, the one for whom he 
cherishes the bitterest animosity is Mr. Forster, the Chief 
Secretary who, on quitting Ireland, by pure accident escaped 
the fate by wliich Lord Frederick Cavendish was done 
to death. For Mr. Gladstone, who, espousing the Home 
Rule cause, wrecked his party and exiled himself from 
Downing Street, Mr. O’Brien has not a word of grateful 
acknowledgment. Whilst he does not defend the section of 
the National Party who practised murder and rapine — ^he 
laments the Phoenix Park murders as “ one of those fiendish 
strokes of fate which one is tempted to believe to be Ireland’s 
peculiar heritage,” — he traces the virility of Pamellism to 
the accession of men who earlier served apprenticeship in the 
Fenian Brotherhood. On Mr, Davitt, in particular, he 
lavishes warm encomium. There are many interesting notes 
personal to Parnell, more especially during his residence at 
Kilmainham which Mr. O’Brien proudly shared. The politi- 
cal notes are varied by some touching references to the 
author’s mother, whom in her last illness he was, by special 
permission of Mr. Forster, pennitted regularly to visit. 
My Baronite long knew the Member for Mallow in the House, 
and occasionally had remarks to make upon “ the headlong 
shouting, wildly gesticulating way that,” as Mr. O’Brien 
frankly admits, “ became his appalling elocutionary manner.” 
The confidences of these Recollections, freed from the mask 
of blood-curdling manner, reveal a man who, if self- 
opinionated and tmculent in tone, was neither a time-server 
nor a self-seeker, his action directed solely by desire to serve 
what he honestly regarded as the interests of his country. 


The Baron sees before him a divided duty in dealing with 
The Sands of Pleasure, by Filson Young (Grant Richards). 
To notice it, or not? Well, after quiet deliberation, he has 
decided in favour of the first alternative. It is a curiously 
dever piece of work, which, if not placed absolutely on the 
Baron’s “Index,” must be marked “cawte legendum,^^ Any 
reader in the course of perusal, arriving at Chapter IV,, 
page 175, will come across the following passage: There 
was a cool freshness in the airf' and taking this as a text 
the Baron is bound to confess that there is, about this novel, 


than startling, 
the fiirish. Book iii. 


a cool freshness ” which is less invij 
The commencement of the tale is d 
“ The House on the Rock,” unsatisfactory. Mr. Filson Young, 
in liis luridly brilliant “ Book ii,” describes hahs of dazzling 
light, hut bids us protect our nostrils from the sulphurous 
smell of the flames, while we note the forced gaiety of the 
professional votaries of pleasure in the revolting Gaharet des 
Neants, and in other holes of nocturnal “ amusement,” where 
the doings of the “ gay” set would make the repentant shades 
of Tom, Jerry, the Oxonian, Kate, and her “ chums,” put in 
a claim to be considered, by comparison with such a lot, as 
fairly good angels, save for a little damage to their wings. 
I^rom nights of wearisome pleasure in Paris, always going at 
the pace that kills, the change to the rest and qniet in the pure 
air, forest, and open fields of Baxbizon, is indeed a sensibly 
soothing relief. Here, refreshed, we can stand with Millet’s 
simple peasants as they piously recite the evening’s Angelus, 
How we loathe Paris now ! The story of Toni is ordinary, 
but pathetically true. Richard Oray*8 sudden passion for this 
poor, lovely, lost girl, a waif and stray in silks and satins, 


is strongly painted. Then the awakening of this man, and his 
accidental visit to a Trappist monastery in Cornwall, is a 
most effective contrast. But cul hono ? To whom is it to be 
recommended ? Yet, in its way, it is a powerful book. 


The Baron congratulates Mr. Wilerid Ward on the first 
number of the “ New Series ” of The Dublin Review, now 
under his judicious editorship. Evidently he designs catering 
for the general reader as well as for the ecclesiastical and 
literary student. This is most wise. Amongst such articles 
as will he popular with the majority are to he found a very 
amusing one hy Lord Llandaff, giving, from his own personal 
experience, some sketches of an Irish Election, and, for all 
interested in Education, a brief, but most interesting paper, by 
Abbot Gasquet, O.S B., descriptive of his recent visit to the 
United States. The name of Mr. W. S. Lilly among the 
contributors is a guarantee of good work, while an article 
headed “ Manning and Gladstone, The ‘ Destroyed ’ Letters,” 
is calculated to whet the appetite of those who are looking 
forward to the forthcoming life of the Cardinal, by the Rev. 
F. Kent, wherein we shall see that, after all, the above- 
mentioned documentary evidence was not “ destroyed,” but, 
like “Le petit honhomme, — vtt eyicorcy Of course, The 
Dublin is, first and foremost, for a Catholic public, but its 
new Editor wiU be well advised to increase its value and 
extend its usefulness by goiog outside the charmed 
circle, and availing himself of the services of many ready 
and willing writers. Cannot Mr. Ward discover a modern 
“Father Prout,” classically poetical, humorous, and quite 
up-to-date ? 


Granting certain improbabilities, which readers of A 
Vendetta in Vanity Phiir (Heinemann) will easily discover for 
themselves, the Baron can recommend this novel of Esther 
Miller’s as a good story, well told, stimulating and amusing. 


In The Premier's Daughter (F. V. White & Co.) Aiace and 
Claude Askew have given us a good melodramatic novel. The 
cleverly complicated plot is worked out in a thoroughly 
interesting scheme of action and dialogue. The writing is 
occasionaUy careless : perhaps Alice got lost in Wonderland 
and Claude » did a bit on his own account; or while Claude 
was lounging in an easy chair, smoking a cigar or pipe, Alice, 
pen in hand, took up the narrative and continued it in a 
style that happened at the moment to suit her own fancy. Be 
tins as it may, Alice and Claude, or Alice or Claude, do just 
now and then drop into what used to be known as a “London 
Journal style,” as for example when “ Chevenix waved the 
footman from the room,” and “ when red flame seemed to dart 
into Paul Garew's dark eyes, and the pupils dilated. Then 
he threw his head back”— but here the Baron pauses in his 
quotation to inquire “when his head was throTO back, who 
caught it ? ” The Baron congratulates Alice and Claude on 
so far departing from orthodox lines as to allow a decidedly 
unprincipled little woman “with a past, rather fast,” 
to marry an elderly amatory 
Colonel, and to live mundanely 
happily (as probably the ma- 
jority of such people do) ever 
afterwards. The man, too, the 
protagonist, who has been deeply 
wronged, never gets right again, 
and comes to utter grief. Alto- 
gether the novd renounces the 
ordinary scheme of poetic jus- 
tice, and sets before ns ordi- 
nary results arising quite 
naturally out of extraordinary 
complications. 


BARON 
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To obviate the unseenily sight of 
women interrupters at Election meetings 
being forcibly ejected, the proposal has 
been made that at every hall a mouse 
should be kept, which could be let loose 
if necessary. i 


A letter posted at 
Yarmouth in 1872, 
addressed to a 
Nottingham fish- 
monger, has now 
been delivered to 
him. This speaks 
well for the energy 
of the new Post- 
master-General in 
working off arrears. 

An American in- 
ventor has declared 
that within twelve 
; months everybody 
will be able to fly, 

I and the Czar is 
I cheering up. 

It is feared that 
owing to the om- 
nibus companies, 
on whose horses 
Ae War Office h^ 
a claim in time of 
war, taking to 
motors, it wfll be 
necessary for the 
State to maintain a 
much larger re- 
serve of draught 
animals. This will 
mean a great loss 
of interest on 
capital tied up. It 
is thought, how- 
ever, that it may be 
possible to get over 
this difficulty by 
increasing the num- 
ber of wars. 


The title of Mr. H. A. Vaohbll’s new 
book is to be A Face of Clay, This 
is prettier than Putty Face, 

And a song has been published en- 
titled, “ I Hid my Love^ This again is 
prettier than “ I gave my Love a hiding'^ 


cousins across the Atlantic have invented 
a new word for a public dinner which 
will take the place of that clumsy expres- 
sion. It is “ Ohewfest.” 

The Daily Mail is responsible for a 
new form of Election madness. It is 

vulgarly known as 

dash-dottiness. 
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Judge of the siu- 
prise of the gentle- 
man who wrote to 
The Gflohe last week 
with a grievance 
against Punch, 
upon finding that 
his communication, 
whiich was signed 
with the request, 
“Everything in its 
proper place,” was 
not resting in the 
waste-paper basket. 

A Conservative 
paper publishes an 
article entitled, “Do 
not spoil your vote.” 
It cannot be too 
clearly understood 
that the advice 
given is not in- 
tended for Liberals. 

The average 
female brain, we 
learn from a lecture 
by Dr. Holla3Sdee, 
is about five ounces 
lighter than the 
nme brain. It is 
astonishing what a ; 
number of men one 
meets who, no doubt 
from motives of 
gallantry, lead one 
to bdieve that the 
matter is the other 
way about. 


uc. u. ^ Mh Yumro, the 

Hard tl.iT.gH are t la*® Korean Minis- 

occasionally said of FAINT PRAISE. to m Ku^e Las 

Squire (inlerBietcing Keeper about Ms ne^d ehoot). “Wb must HiVE ^oiheb QTIh, Thomis. ® etiaaette 

moraLty, but aboot the Seoto# 7 ^ he au- eisto ? ” 

ness in advertising ^ eeoer . “ Welu Sir, ’b’s a hodebaj^b pair shot at AimHiifG that’s hot movin’.” r eguir ^ 

certainly seems to^ r; ~ ; suiciae in 

be on the increase. Onr attention has During a. weddmg at Templeton, consequmce of his Emp^rs having 
been called to an announcement concern- Devonshire, last week, a cat made her placed his country uimer Japan^e con- 
ing a certain firm’s “Fresh Butter” way through the spectators and sat troL It is not improhahle that he may 
wbioh. states : — '* We have legnlar sup- down by the altar, from which pcmtion ,let him sdf ofE with a caution. 

plies of the finest butter the world she quietly surveyed the proceediugs. . 

produces arriving every weA, bought It has been BUimised from this that a Sir HeiSbx CiuPHE!iJ>BirofflRMAii s deci- 
mouthfl ago before the advance.” certon section of the cat population are sionto make a be^j^g of disarmament, 

5 vvntemp 1 fl.ta*T.g tho introduction of more even if no others foUow our fine example. 

The aT.T.nnT.PAmATit. that huge hones ceremony into their own inarriages. continueeto^applaudedinalltheOhan- 

have been, discovered in Dead Lodge , cdlsriM of Europe— ^ept, cunously 

r!».finT>^ is we hear, causing an One would scarcely go to Amenca for enough, those which we looked upon 

immense influx of dogs into that part, 'a poetic and fancifnl idea, hut our as hemg pecuharly fneudly to us. 


yoL. oxxZa 
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WHY NOT OMIT THE NEXT PARLIAMENT? 

(A Suggestion for the Prime Minuter.) 

[An Irislnaan, being anxious to learn French, and heari^ that tlie 
great difficulty was to master the first six lessons, said that in that case 
he would begin at the seventh.] 

Sir, — ^If I rightly grasp the situation— 

Now that the Chinese fake begins to paU, 

One lonely issue lies before the nation, 

And by it you propose to stand or faU. 

To England, making plaint with lips aweary 
Of Foreign Tariffs grown a shade too warm, 

Your answer runs — Quieta non movere, 

You take, in fact, the motto. No Iiefonn ! 

Sir, you may claim to have your cogent reasons. 

Some may be wrong and others almost right. 

But you can hardly spend six solid seasons 
Over the policy of sitting tight. 

Tariff Reform may be the merest lumber 
Meant to be locked in limbo on a shelf, 

But just to sit upon the key and slumber 
Is scarce an occupation in itself. 

When you have spoiled the publican and parson 
(A month or so should prove enough for that), 

And cancelled certain title-deeds by arson, 

Won’t the remaining time fall rather flat ? 

The glorious scheme to which your life is wedded, 

The noble plan whereon your heart is set, 

For which the bravest want to go bald-headed — 
Homeiiule, I hear, is not to be just yet. 

Although you tell us you will not be happy 
Until the prize is yours, and you attain, 

It ’s not, 3 ’ou say, at present on the tapis, 

But floating somewhere in the Great Inane. 

You Ve sworn to Redmond (else he must have chucked you) 
That you would not allow an hour’s delay, 

But for absurd conventions which obstruct ypu, 

Stupid impediments that block the way. 

“ Not yet ! ” you cry ; “ the auspices are hostile ; 

But, though for six brief years it ’s not our game 
To champion your abused and alien-boss’d isle, 

We sh^ be thinking of you aU the same. 

Those obstacles (we can’t teU how) will vanish ! 

Wait till we touch our second spell of power ” — 

(Easta matiana — as they say in Spanish) 

“ And then will dawn the psychologic hour ! ” 

But how should Time advance your vessel shoreward ? 

Nothing that helps can happen in between. 

Far better put the sleepy dial forward. 

And jump the vacant years that intervene. 

Why tarry for the hope that hugs the distance ? 

Why wait till this next Parliament is done ? 

Why not ignore the futile thing’s existence, 

And start instanter with the next but one ? 0. S. 


A Pluralist. 

From advertisements for Bouse Servants in The Livmwol 
Echo : — 

“ Strong, healthy Chi-istian Girl. After 6.” 

After six what ? Soldiers ? Policemen ? And how will she 
find time to pursue her house-duties with all these other 
pui'suits to keep up ? 




THE RENASCENCE OF HYSTERIA. 

(In the manner of Mi*. James Watts-Douglas in *^The Morning Leader'') 

Last week I painted a portrait of the real “ C.-B.” Here 
is a companion portrait of the real “ A. B.” It is not an 
imaginary portrait, hut an impression drawn straight from 
life, without party prejudice or political hias. Place : Queen’s 
Hafl. Time: eight p.m. The audience is packed. The 
stalls are snowy with male plastrons and female dfcoUetages 
(Can’t I write?) Obscurely wedged among the congested 
nonentities on the right is Sir Edward Clarke, fierce-eyed, 
his stem lips grinding together like the upper and the 
nether millstone. You can Lear the noise all oyer the hall. 

Suddenly a tail, lithe, lean man glides into view. It is Mr. 
Balfour. There are heavy pouches under his dark eyes. Dark 
pouches. I don’t mean tobacco pouches, although, no doubt, 
he smokes. Cigarettes I expect though, heavily drugged. 
These pouches make the eyes sombrely mournful and delicately 
sad. I think of Hamlet. Yes, Mr. Balfour is Harnlet. By 
Jingo, he is Hamlet ; or is he Benedick, orMalvolio 9 or the un- 
decided Mr. Kingsbury 9 No, he is Hamlet. Just Hamlet. As 
he floats by like a shadow in a frock-coat, I long to see him in 
doublet and hose, talking to the skull of Yoriek instead of to 
Sir Edward Clarke. He has the Hamlet temperament, the 
subtle brain playing in the subtle face, intellect fingering 
features that are carved into a tenuous preciosity of contour. 
The contrast between the visage of Sir Edward Clarke and the 
visage of ]!fc. Balfour is violent : it is the lily and the lion, the 
rapier and the rock, the sword and the pen, the lady and the 
tiger, the honeysuckle and the bee. The contrast between Mr. 
Balfour’s face and other faces is marked too. You would 
never, for instance, mistake him for O.-B., or Gene^ Booth, 
or Little Tich. This is very wonderful. Meanwhile Sir Edward 
Clarke, the old lion, goes on grinding his Ups together. They 
are bleeding now. Bleeding. 

The cheers light Mir. Balfour’s face with a boyish smile 
that shows the white teeth under the silken moustache. 
Hamlet becomes Prince Charming. I long to see him in 
pantomime. In tights. How exquisitely he would kiss the 
sleeping beauty ! Stay, he is Romeo and Paolo, Pelleas and 
Tristan, Launcelot and Lohengrin. He is everyone I have 
ever read about. He is Aylwin. He is Watts-Duotok. He 
is too fragile, too fine, too sweetly nice for the platform. 
Lord' RiimoLPH Churchill called him Postlethwaite. He is 
Postlethwaite. Even this polite mob shocks his fastidious 
senses. He ought to live in a rosery, singing songs to his 
guitar. Darnley, Rizzio, Mr. Hewlett, Oikquevalli, Chesterton 
—why does Mr. Balfour’s face fill my mind with images of 
romantic phantoms and ineffectual angds ? He is a Rossetti 
lover, a Burne-Jones knight, a figure in a Morris tapestry. 
Is Mr. Chamberlain La Belle Dame Sans Merci ” 9 or is he 
Mrs. Beeton? Are the “roots of relish sweet” the roots of 
Fiscal Reform ? Has the knight been lulled to sleep ? You 
needn’t answer these questions. Needn’t. 

But enough of Keats and allegory. Mr. Balfour is on his 
long legs, and I yidd to his glamour. While he speaks, my 
thoughts roam in the Italian Renaissance among the Mediois 
and the Borgias. For I have read, you know! I maybe 
writing in a hal^enny Radical paper, but I *m literary, I am. 
I know a good thing when I see it. Is this man modem? Is 
he a twentieth-centxiry reincarnation of some suave and supple 
Florentine ? or is he of to4ay, a real im-to-dater, like me and 
Harold Begbie and Bart Kenisedt? ‘ We ’re the chaps to give 
you red-hot impressions. We know. We can write too. Just 
see what comes now 1 — ^The infinitely crafty free is moulded 
^d modelled into bland, polished contours and fluently blend- 
ing curves. The whole man is sinuous. EEs brindled hair 
pomades sleekly to the nape of the neck in waves that end in 
rippling undulations. Bis face is sJl ovality, and tiie line of the 
jaw from ear to chin is a flowing swerve. [Jam satis , — ^En.] 
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DUTY FIRST. 

Her Ladyship (trZio ia giving a Servants' Ball'— to Butler). “ We shall begih with a square dance, akd I shall want you, Wilkins, 

TO BE MY PARTNER,” 

' Wilhina, “ Certainly, m’Lady ; and afterwards I presoom we may dance with ’com we like ? ” 


PLA.TFORM GOSSIP. 

(By our Millinery Expert ) 

The importance of the Platform frock 
in the education of the masses cannot 
be too warmly insisted upon, for it is 
no exaggeration to say that the fate of 
the Empire may depend upon the hang 
of a skirt, the sit of a sleeve, or the tilt 
of a hat. Canvas, of course, is the 
obvious material for campaign wear, 
quite irrespective of party, but the 
general policy of one’s men-folk may be 
adequately illustrated in the particuPlr 
style and cut of one’s gown. Thus, the 
wife of the Unionist should affect the 
Empire style in blues and purples, while 
the fair antagonist of Chinese labour 
Will choose a “ Liberty ” gown in golds 
and yellows, with the coiffure braided 
and a fa.n in evidence. The pretty Pro- 
tectionist will be well advised to wear 
an “ overseas ” wrap, so much in vogue 
. with our Colonial sisters, and display a 


f ood show of jewellery made in Birming- 
am. The chic corsdet-skirt and bolero 
in Irish guipure will indicate sufficiently 
that the wearer is fighting for Home 
Rule policy, while the graceful three- 
decker skirt and cut-away coatee, — 
trimmed gold passementerie, — ^wiU be 
found a convincing argument against 
any reduction of the Navy. 

Upon arriving on the platform the fair 
campaigner must, after having ascer- 
tained the exact whereabouts of the 
nearest exit, make quite sure that her 
seat is so placed that the speaker on 
rising does not in any way obstruct the 
view of the crowd, for a recent fiasco is 
still fresh in Ihe public mind where the 
most inspiring costume on the platform 
was effectually concealed behind the 
speaker’s table, and the seat lost in 
consequence. 

The mood of the audience, however, 
in these strenuous days, is not always 
sympathetic, and it is therefore advisable 


to keep a stout umbrella by the side of 
one’s chair ready to be put up the 
moment that the electors become over 
lavish with their offerings. Never wait 
till the platform is stormed, even though 
you are in the right. Twenty yards is 
the regulation limit to keep between 
yoursefi and the hooligan hecklers, 
though this course may necessitate a 
continual retirement on your part. Plat- 
form millinery should be of crush- 
toqueable kind, and though belts" in soft 
suSde and panne are always modish and 
charming, the stiff leather variety with 
silver studs and a long buckle may 
be found to contribute to a victorioi^' 
meeting. 

Athletics for Women. 

Is not tliis carrying the craze a little 
too far? 

“ Young Lady Wanted, to help in the house 
and vault bar ; £16 to begin. Address Hotel 
&c .*’ — Derby Daily Telegraph. 
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“ Limitations of English Suzerainty over 
the Peninsula of Hindustan.” 


LUJCUbO U1 ljULC IQJXIJJ.U XI 1 CUUUJ.IU IIUUI mi x J -1 x 1. 

itering Chinese territory. ^ 

reinaTked Mr. Burns in the course of an 

North America. — Emperor ^Theodore eloquent peroration lasting for upwards 
E First opened the Panama Canal of lorty minutes, “have done more to 


A SPEmAHON IE EUmBES. 

CRv A TTf>PifTr< 3 s Tni»v't 8.— The Right Hon. JoHir Bubns 

^ ’ ir ' -n CiTV. — On the Stock Exchange, speaks for three hoars at Haggerston 

A Correspondent named Mr. Pitchett Consols closed strong at 35^. There on the peremptory need of municipalis- 
Strong informs Mr. Punch that, after ^as a brisk demand for foreign gilt- ing county cricket and providing old- 
many years of work on the lii^s origin- edged stocks.^ Several parcels of in- age pensions for disabled professional 
ally indicated by Mr. E. Q. Wells, he dustrial securities changed hands, the football players. — Mr. John Morley, 
^s managed to construct a Time Continent buying coal and ship-building spealdng at Arbroath, deplores the grow- 
Machine. He claims to have made a shares freely. ing addiction of the British to specta- 

successful trip last Monday into the . mi ■.* . • i /n . pnlar athlptics 

^ m*. But le. him te hiKSflrfh? •>»” 

the Chinese Navy. Admiral Li Lo’s (^d^idatureof Mr. BiRKm at Bristol, 
“When I started die machine I tried to go threat to bomhard Melbourne induced for two hours aud to^uarto 

Sr bit^'^fer^rte “Ligand tlie Australian Foreign Office this mom- on the urgent necessity of legislation 

myself in a strange room reading The Timea to accept the ordinance prohibiting 

of April 1,1914. Luckily I made short-hand subjects of the idand Republic from for hire except dectric traimars. 

notes on my cuff from the summary column, entering Chinese territory. SP niotor bus. 

Luckily, I say, for after a few minutes the remarked Mr. BURNS in the course of an 

machine reversed and landed me back in 1906 NoRTH AMERICA. — Emperor ^Theodoee eloquent peroration lasting for upwards 
The regulating mechanism needs perf^’ting, the First opened the Panama Canal of forty minutes, “ have done more to 
Sn yesterday. In his speech he referred to disintegrate the primordial and para- 

r»^A you n rnmottsire.^ Think what this the receut peaceful annexation of Canada, mount solidarity of our sociological 
can do for you. It can save you the His MAJESTY added that judicious and system than any other invention since 
cost of artists, contributors and staff.* Your persistent application of the Monroe Hannibal blasted the Alps with vinegar 
week’s work can be done in half an hour. You Doctrine would enable tlie Empire of and overthrew the serried phalanxes of 
simply let machine take you^d a Kodak ;N^orth America both to extend its the Roman legionaries on the sanguinary 

t, toiaiille. A fiddrfTI.en.op,fe”-SirEw.K,a!^, 
shot it page by page, return to the present cablegram 01 congratulation irom the speaking at Berwick, predicts a great 
week, give the films to the printers, and tell l^peror of Germ-INY was received in future for the motor in facilitating the 
them to do the rest.” silence. distribution of country produce. 

To prove that he is speaking the - Russu. — The unrest in Moscow is J®™ supporting 

truth, Mr. Pitchett Stboso forwards a becoming serious. A general strike is n ® Oomt at 

transcript of the notes from his shirt- threatened, the Reform Committee deem- Cambndge, denoun<»s the fetisli- 
cnff, and offers to produce the shirt ing this to be the most effective method classics as one of the 

itself if desired. Mr. Punch declines to of breaking the power of the bureau- pestrierous delusions 

be made a miflionaire at the expense cracy. Seditious doctrines have per- nave thwarted the progrMs and 

of his young men; but if any of his meated the Manchurian army, rendering ^ UMgination of this deir 

readers feel disposed, on the evidence its return a possible source of danger. xC’ 

given above and below, to have a flutter. Count Witte is about to promidgate his ii x 

Mr. Pitchett Sthojtg will no doubt let new scheme of government Mattm habitually wasted by the profligate and 
them in. Gobkt’b rooms have been searched, but mattoid, our crypto- 

P (cm7 m- » J! /I -7 1 1Q1/I compromisiug papers were found. oiir eme^ted axist^r^ on 

From The Times of April 1 , 1914. The Tsar remains at Tfearskoe Selo. obtai^g an in^tesimal smattenng of 

Lord Bokns, who has been sv^ering j xi,. ■n'-o-i;-!, TTmiBB nf CnmTnnTiB tba FnTOm^LTtbA 


P (cm7 m- » J! /I -7 1 1Q1/I Compromising papers were found. oiir eme^ted axist^r^ on 

From The Times of April 1, 1914. The Tsar remains at Tfearskoe Selo. obtai^g an in^tesimal smattenng of 

froS^a SSe’ ^ English House of Commons, the Farai^*LiTthe°AjSf haffS^ 

convaiescent. Hs ^mLil ’ advisers 7®®terfla^the L^der of the Oppositmn my head with the pktitudes of Cicem, 
have prescribed a cruise in the Medi- a motion affirming t^t Mr the imbecihties of Hekototos, and the 

tenanLiSea. ITie offer of the London s™>ltanwus occupation o^ sophistoes of ^tdtm, I 

County Council to lend him a steamboat S'® f!°? ^®. Jiave sunk into the ^bo of the 

has bLn declined, his Lordship pre- and the fcsh Governments was unemployed, Battersea wo^d never have 

-fio-m'Tio- hi’c n-om ^ ^ ^ breach 01 Constitutional usage. There mscnbed my name on her heart, and 

® y • ^ yp-as no debate, the motion being nega^ the Local Government Board would 

Mr. Joseph Chambbruin delivered at tived after the closure had been applied never have known its most strenuous 
Pimlico last night an address on “ Tariff at the instance of Sir Keir Aardie, who and its most sesquipedalian chief.” 
Reform.” He concluded with an appeal led the House in the absence of Mr. {Oreat cheering^ during which Mr. Burns 
for closer fellowship between England Redmond. resumed his seat, after having spoken 

and her colony. ^ Commons, 

Lecture.— At St. George’s HaH yester- yesterday, Mr. Redmond announced that 
day afternoon Lord Kitchener, dressed order now reigned in Ulster. He read Gaehc League on t^ir 

in the now obsolete Khaki, resumed his a dispatch from General Fuvin, report- pro^ganda, but warns them 

chromo-biograpb lectures on “Remi- ing the extermination of the last of the neglect the classics or to think 

niscences of Ladia.” His original refer- Orange guerilla bands. They had taken ^hat any culture is ^inplete which has 
ences to Mr. Moriey have been expunged, refuge in a ditch and refused to sur- the Gr^k spirit. ^ . 

SnmL Artkxes are published to-day a correspondent ^o 

on “A Plea for the Resuscitation of the ^ opinian as to the valne of unifon^, m 

Navy,” “ The New County Council “ ® ■ gj^^. odumns of The Daily News with an 

Buildings in Trafalgar Square,” “The The Rent Recovery Bfll was read a impassioned manifesto on the iniquity of 
Problem of the Unemployed— XH.,” and | second time. sartorial extravagance in the Navy the 






PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[January 17, 1906- 


Army, and tlie Clmrcli. “I feel sure,” 
writes Mi*. Burns in the concluding 
paragraph, “ that you can count on the 
present Administration to abolish once 
and for all this insufferable pageantry of 
cocked hats and shovel hats, lawn sleeves 
and gold lace, gaiters and gewgaws.” — 
Mr. Haldase, speaking at Stirling, states 
that as long as human nature remains 
human, the State would have to resign 
itself to a certain amount of unnecessary 
expenditure on the decorative side of the 
soldier’s dress in peace time. 

Jan. 12. — ^Mr. Burns, speaking at 
Poplar from nine p.m. till one a.m. , declared 
that the Liberal Government would be 
faithless to the sacred trust imposed 
upon them by the democracy if they did 
not enforce a strict vegetarian diet 
throughout the Navy, reduce the estab- 
lishment by 10,000 men, and confer the 
rank of Admiral upon all Captains of 
the L.C.C. steamboats. — ^Lord Tweed- 
mouth, speaking at Newcastle-on-Tyne 
on the same night, declared that the 
Government were determined at aU costs 
to maintain the Navy at the highest level 
of efiSciency. 

Jan. 13. — ^Mr. John Burns, who was 
the principal vocalist at a smoking con- 
cert given under the auspices of the 
Ro&erhithe Amalgamated Republicans, 
made a brief speech of some two hojirs’ 
duration, in which he recommended 
his hearers to abjure all pomps and 
ceremonies, retain their bowlers in 
the presence of Royalty, and stick to 
blue serge. Returning home in the 
small hours he finds a Windsor uniform 
awaiting him, and tries it on to the 
accompanimentof the BatterseaBoanerges 
Brass Band. 

Jan. IL — Burns night, antedated to 
suit electioneering exigencies. Conster- 
nation throughout Battersea and at the 
Locsd Government Board on discovering 
that the popular impression is that Mr. 
Burns’ Christian name is not John but 
Robbie. 

SOMETHING UKE A GRIEVANCE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I note with acute 
satisfiiction that Tlie Ohle has raised its 
voice against Saturday polling on Ihe 
ground of the increasing tendency 
amongst the “better classes” to spend 
their week-ends away from home. 
Nothing serves better to drive home an 
argument than a concrete example; let 
me therefore give you my own experience. 
I have votes in five constituencies, and 
in no fewer than four polling takes place 
'.on a. Saturday. What is the result? 

am^placed in the painful dilemma of 

E Mther neglecting to discharge the duties 
M citizenship or breaking long-standing 
gements with two tided hostesses, 
on successive Saturdays have 
ted on my joining their house 
es. What constitutes the peculiar 


hardship in my case is that, on the 
occasion of my previous visits to these 
stately houses, I won heavily at baccarat 
each time, my winnings averaging close 
on £90 per week-end. I have heard it 
stated that in some constituencies the 
working man’s vote — in spite of the 
Corrupt Practices Act — costs about SOs. 
a head to die candidate. A sum in 
simple division reveals the fact that, 
instead of gettiag any remuneration for 
my votes, they cost me £45 apiece, to 
say nothing of traveling expenses. 
Hitherto I have belonged to the “ better 
classes,” but I am so disgusted with the 
flagrant injustice of the present electoral 
system that I seriously ihiiik of emulating 
the example of Lady Warwick, “ rising 
superior to my environment ” and joining 
the ranks of the Socialists. 

Faithfully yours, 
Plantagbnet Money-Grubbe. 

A POLITICAL NECESSITY. 

I DO not suppose that I should ever 
have learned the secret of his profession 
if I had not happened to save his life 
one day when, having slipped upon the 
muddy asphalte in Victoria Street he 
was about to be run over by a bus. 

I His ofl5.ce was close to mine, in the same 
budding, but its extei*nals gave no due 
to what passed within it. For a tune I 
thought him a high-class money-lender, 
judging from the number of aflluently- 
dressed gentlemen, usually arriving in 
hansoms or motor - broughams, who 
habitually called upon him — ^invariably 
wrapped in gloom when they arrived, 
as invariably wreathed in smiles when 
they departed. I abandoned this theory 
when I saw that many of his visitors 
were Cabinet Ministers and other poli- 
ticians of wealth and position, whose 
names are as household words. But I 
never found a satisfactory one with 
which to replace it. 

The fact that I had saved his life gave 
me some claim to intimacy, and thus it 
was that he trusted me with his secret. 
One evening we happened to discuss the 
moral and mental effect of politics on 
politicians. As an earnest student of 
the daily press, I hazarded, perhaps on 
insuflGicient grounds, the opinion that 
politics, taken in excess, were almost 
as fatal to the moral qualities as over- 
I indulgence in alcohol. He listened 
with a thoughtful smile, then slowly 
replied: “Yet it was party-politics 
I which saved me from — ^from myself, and 
made me what I am, respected, loved, 
the idol of a legislature, the welcome 
friend and counsellor of some of the 
greatest men in England. I am in 
earnest. Listen, and I will teH you the 
history of my regeneration. Ten years 
ago*I was a cab-driver. I was not a 
good cab-driver, in any sense — ^I was a 


man of low moral tone. I had more 
than a hankering after strong drink. I 
was quarrelsome. My appearance was 
unwholesome. I found few fares, 
naturally enough, and I was never 
satisfied with what they paid me. One 
day — ^it was in mid-winter, and foggy — 
I picked up a fare in — in Prince’s 
Gardens, I think it was, and drove him 
to one of the great political clubs. 
When he paid me, giving me, let ns 
say, eighteenpence, I was not satisfied — 
and told him so. From a boy I had 
prided myself upon my flow of language 
— should have called it ‘ lip,’ once — and 
that morning I had made several attempts 
to wash the fog out of my throat. 

“My fare, who had turned away, 
stopped and listened, at first in anger, 
afterwards, it seemed, in thoughtful 
admiration. When I had finished my 
remarks he asked me to repeat them. 

I did BO, with some added heat, and I 
think I must have excelled myself. 
Evidently delighted, he handed me a 
sovereign and his visiting-card, teUing 
me to call upon him that evening. To 
cut a long story short, he proved to be 
an eminent politician, who was about to 
contest a by-election. Certain of the 
expressions which I had let fall had 
struck him as likely to be of great effect 
if applied, with slight modifications, to 
his opponent. He offered me liberal 
terms, to act as his coach in the choice 
of epithets. He won that election— 
handsomely. His gratitude was extreme. 
He gave me introductions to many of | 
his colleagues, in view of the approach- 
ing General Election. Since then I 
have never looked back.” 

“But did not your moral character 
become still more debased? ” 

“On the contrary. The constant 
necessity to rack my braius for new and 
telling terms of abuse has given me 
such a distaste for it that in private 
life I long since became the inildest- 
mannered of men. In order that my 
imagination might always be ready to 
respond to any calls upon it, I abjured 
the use of alcohol. I am now a total 
abstaiaer. Enforced contemplation of 
the mendacity to which the most honour- 
able of men are driven under the stress 
of party-feeling has so repelled me that 
nowadays — would not deceive an 
income-tax collector.” I 

“ And your advice has been regularly 
taken?” 

“ Judge for yourself. I have changed 
the whole spirit of electioneering; the 
arguments of would-be parHamentarians 
have nowadays, thanks to my teadiing, 
become purely unparliamentary. After 
one course of lessons the merest tyro is 
qualified to— to blister a cab-horse. 
Such terms as— but, thank Heavens, the 
days are long past when I would have 
sullied my lips by repeating them out 
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of professional hours. To-morrow after- 
noon the Right Hon. Mr. Suhface is 
addressing a meeting. I have two plat- 
form-tickets. Come with me and judge 
for yourself. I tell you I have elevated 
it to an exact science. It has been 
uphill work, requiring a world-wide 
organisation. I employ permanent staffs 
of translators to place the latest novelties 
of the Mexican guacho, the Neapolitan 
lazzarone, and the Cantonese ‘sampan- 
man at the service of my clients. My 
office has private telephonic connection 
with Billingsgate. I employ a fully- 
equipped corps of comer-boys and 
toughs in New York. I— in fact, I 
perform a public service— not, I trust, 
unworthily. I have hopes” — (here his 
voice sank to a whisper) — ''that some 
day— if I survive the overwork of the 
General Election — shall be raised — as 
others have'been— to the Peerage.” 

I do not know if every word he told 
me was true. After hearing Mr. Sur- 
face’s speech — and reading some others 
— I am inclined to believe him. 


THE DOG’S DAY. 

I NEVER made pretence to fame 
Nor elevated social station ; 

In fact I have no sort of claim 
To anyone’s consideration. 

In ordinary times I live 
Despised and cut by Fortune's 
minions, 

And not a creature seems to give 
A thought to me or my opinions. 

But now I jubilantly find 
That I can make the biggest gun 
dread 

The workings of my subtle mind, 

Just as I did in 1900. 

The unapproachable elite 
No longer seem a trifle chary 

Of smiling at me when we meet : 
They almost grin, this January. 

And when, reclining at my ease, 

I air my evanescent glory, 

Behold before me on his knees. 
Cringing, the proud patrician Tory ! 


Instinctively I understand 
The prejudice he has to smother, 
When, seizing my plebeian hand, 

He calls me “ Friend ” and almost 
“ Brother.” 

And when his wife, with vision bent 
Upon the interesting sequd, 

Relaxes into argument, 

I treat her kindly, as an equal. 

They long to take me for a ride 
On Polling Day inside their motor, 
Because— I utter it with pride — 

I am an honest British voter. 

Oh, bless the measure which increased 
The franchise and (not very often, 
But once in seven years, at least) 
Caused such distinguished folk to 
soften ! 

If only these Elections could 
Be Generally held half-yearly, 

I almost fancy that I shoidd 
Be one of them — or very nearly. 






PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI 


[January 17, 1906. 



A LUMINOUS PRONOUNCEMENT. 

I (As it strikes a Quondam Sceptic in Pre-election 
Oratory) 

[“Sir H. Campbell-Banneeman ” (says The 
Daily Mirror of Jan. llj “made a momentous 
admission at Liverpool. According to the 
tape, he said he had never in his experience 
known a party in which there was such Jmsoj 
w68 -ihCmnqcBjgrr jc6bgddplac(i6uf BhgqapcnSl 
awGgUBJas in his progressive party.’’] 

I’m much, obliged to you, O.-B., 

And to your tape-machine 
Which states your party’s policy 
So plainly on the screen ; 

Till now I ’ve somehow failed to see 
What Liberals really mean ! 

I ’d noted that yoim posters ban 
In somewhat puzzling way 
The yeUow slaves who darkly plan 
To dominate S. A. 

Tour views are— how I wish they ’d scan ! 
Jmsqjwb8ibbr£mqc6J. 

When you and Baldakte greet my ear 
With speeches that perplex, 

When for the Army’s fate I fear, 

And contradictions vex, 

Tour Cabinet will — ^now ’tis dear ! — 
Vkgsnopj Ssqrllj svkaq wX, 

And whether Home Rule *s to the fore, 
Or ’tis a Bugaboo, 


(Sir Edward Grey and several more 
Think differently from you) ; 

Y OUT words my peace of mind restore : — 
“ Gxrjc6bgddplacq6uf6bgQ.” 

Re Disestablishment I’m glad 
To see a like reply, 

And Education made me sad 
Until I read your “ pie ; ” 

As to my vote, I ’ll merely add : — 

“ Djyuseeqhgre7ehninh4myl ? ” 

Zig-Zag. 

MR. PUNCH’S ELECTION RESULTS. 

DEimMiNED not to be outstripped by 
any of his contemporaries in the matter 
of Election news, Mr, Punch has made 
arrangements which will enable every- 
body in London to learn, in the shortest 
possible time (consistent with accuracy), 
the decision of each constituency. It 
will not be necessary for those who wish 
to make use of the facilities which will 
thus be placed at the disposal of all 
London to learn any complicated system 
of dots and dashes. They will not have 
even to l^ve^ their homes. There will 
be no gazing at revdving search-Hghts, 
or magio-lantem screens. The news 
wiR be brought to their very doors. 
The only things essential to a full enjoy- 
ment of the service are a knowledge of 


the alphabet and the ability to count. 
If you are so equipped, send your address 
(name is unnecessary), together with a 
small fee to cover the cab fare between 
your house and Mr, Punches office. 

These are the only conditions. To all 
who comply with tliem will be dispatched 
a special night messenger who, by merely 
knocking at your door, will provide the 
information asked for. He will spell 
out the name of the successful candidate 
in raps with the knocker. Thus, A. will 
be represented by one rap ; B. by two, 
and so on. The messenger will be 
instructed to knock as loudly as possible, 
so that in tlie event of the news arriving 
late there will be no need for subscribers 
to stir from their beds. 

In case of misunderstanding, the name 
will be repeated on payment of an 
additional fee proportionate to the num- 
ber of letters involved. Subscribers 
who have no knockers are recommended 
to suspend a flat-iron from the door-knob, 
or to leave a hammer on the step chained 
to the railings to guard against theft. 
Good flat-irons and hammers can be 
purchased from most ironmongers. 

The convivial season is, apparently, 
not yet over. Mr. S. J. Solomox has just 
been made a full R.A. 




Abeeue B. “H’M! looks LTKE A LONG BEEAK. I’M APRAID I EATHER LEFT TBOEM 

FOE HIM.” 
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EAR! EARl 

“The wonder of Manchester at the 
present moment,” wrote the Chronicle 
kst Thursday, “ is Winstok Ohukohill. 
Crowds press him, crowds follow round 
him, crowds threaten to smother him 
with affection. His popularity has 
become a peril to himself and a danger 
to the pubHc peace. After his first 
I meeting to-day the crowd was so great 
that one man fell down and lost half his 
ear under the feet of the crowd. Coming 
out of the Memorial Hall this afternoon 
an dderly gentleman tumbled down and 
nearly met the same fate.” 

These statements require a little exten- 
sion. Why the half of an ear? the 
uninitiated reader will naturally inquire. 
How was it known so precisdy what was 
the fate that the elderly gentleman so 
narrowly missed ? The reason was this : 
Ihe brilliant and dazzling young candi- 
date had jpst remarked, in the. manner 
of Maeo Ai^irr, “ Friends, Mancunians, 


countrymen, lend me your ears ! ” Had 
he said legs, or arms, or uvulas, there 
is no doubt, such is the compelling 
fascination of his personality, that these 
also would have been at his service — 
either in full or in moiety. But he hap- 
pened to say ears, and you see the result. 

Down here, in the South, we can have 
no notion of the extent of the^ enthu- 
siasm of what the Chronicle wittily calls 
Cottonopolis. It is terrific. “I come 
to bury Balfoub, not to praise him,” is 
another of the hero’s wonderful adapta- 
tions of SHAKSPjEABE which nearly wrecked 
the city. 

Having obtained the half-ear so nobly 
placed at his disposal by the Manchester 
hero, Mr. CntmcsHiLL, we ought to add, 
handed it back with the most charming 
smile in the world, beneath which womeii 
fainted in thousands. “ Wear it on your 
watch-chain. Sir,” cried the strong men. 
And the marvellous youth gracefully 
refused. “No,” he said, “no,” as he 
sprang like thistledown into his 60 h.-p. 


All British Oar, “ no, no, no, never ; ” 
and in a moment he was gone. “ Three 
cheers for Mr. Halxear,” cried the crowd 
with true Northern readiness, and hence- 
I forward that will be his name in Man- 
j Chester, which is divided into Halfearites 
and Balfourites implacably. 


“Fiscal OiimmATE” writes: — “Can 
nothing be done to stop this sort of 
thing ? I have just seen a poster bear- 
ing a representation of myself in the act 
of snatching away a loaf of bread from a 
crowd of famished workmen. Why, I 
wouldn't dare to. It is most misleading, 
and also tends to incite to violence. Thus, 
a small bey, after staring hard at me, 
suddenly yelled, ‘ Orikey ! It ’s ’im ! ’ 
A rough crowd immediately collected. 
Someone threw a cabbage, and my posi- 
tion was veiy soon rendered untenable. 
When I reached my hotd and exatained 
my wounds, I found that I was heckled 
all over ! ” 
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THE COMPLEX LIFE. 

[“ Tiresome and aggressively good people xrony themselves and others 
by cultivating what Sey call me ‘ Simple Life ' by elaborate complexities 
of simplicity .*’ — Westminster Gazette.} 

“ Jack, my dear,” said Mary Jane, 

“ Your face is growing quite coarse and plain ; 

Your cheeks are puffy, your once slight figure 
Is growing perceptibly bigger and bigger ; 

You walk too little, you drink too much, 

You eat rich things that you never should touch, 

I’ve written down here,” said my anxious wife, 

A few short rules for a Simple Life. 

Please follow them, love, and they ’U soon restore 
The darling old Jackums I used to adore.” 

I know my Mary, and meekly took 
The big, black, bulging exercise-book, 

And I set to work with a resolute frown 
To study the rules she had written down. 

I *m always to wear a wool that ’s grown 
In a place called Ballymalaymalone. 

It smells of herrings and oh ; the stuff 
Is prickly and ticldy and coarse and rough ; 

It shrinks to nothing as soon as it ’s wet ; 

It ’s almost inci’edibly hard to get. 

And when I have got it I ’ve next to find 
(The task is not of an easy kind) 

A tailor so lost to all sense of , shame 
That he ’s willing to make me a suit of the same 
For a ten-pound note — ^he won’t take less — 

That ’s how we ’ve simplified my dress. 

Beef, mutton, lamb, the succulent chop, 

The ruddy steak I am to stop ; 

No chipped potatoes am I to crunch 
Witlx a savoury morsel of bii’d at lunch. 

My Mary Jane prescribes instead 
A very particular whole-meal bread. 

I search the City, near and far, 

From Aldgate East to Temple Bar ; 

I try the Qri, the A.B.O., 

* The Club, the Pub, and the B.T.T., 

But I hunt in vain, tiH I ’m all but dead, 

For this very particular whole-meal bread : 

Go where I will, I am stiU pooh-pooh’d — 

That ’s how we ’ve simplified my food. 

The easy chair on the Turkey rug, 

Where I used to be comfy and warm and snug, 

Bjas been condemned by Mart Jane 
A s bad for the body and bad for the brain. 

So I sit, a figure of abject woe. 

On a curious horror of art nouveau^ 

With a wiggly seat and a curly back, 

Suggesting the Grand Inquisitor’s rack. 

Pipes and tobacco are both taboo ; 

My books and shelves have departed too. 

For books mean dust, and dust means brooms. 

And brooms mean maids, and maids mean rooms. 

All which together mean trouble and strife 
Which can’t form part of the Simple life. 

So now we spend the best of the day 
Cooking the meals and clearing away, 

Scruhhing the floors and making the bed, 

And poliiSiing grates with black, black lead, 

With never a minute to pdish a “ pome ” — 

That ’s how we’ve simplified the home. 


Bemarkable Intuition. 

Strange Caller {during Election TirnSj pleasantly). Good 
afternoon ! Are you Mrs. Wilks ? 

Mrs. Wilks. I be, Sir ; but I dunno ’oo ’e ’s votin’ for. 


YOUNG WITCHES OF ALDWYOH. 

Three years ago Blue Belly a novel kind of extravaganza, 
was produced on the stage of the Vaudeville ; at which 
theatre (evidently suggesting, to the acute ear of Mr. Seymour 
Hioks, “Aldwych Theatre”) it achieved so exceptional a 
success as to attract, it is probable, the attention of sharp- 
witted Mr. Barrie to the scheming ont of Peter Pan, wherein 
with its “ kids ” and big dog, there is, at starting, some afl&nity 
to Blue Bell, with its “ kids ’ ’ and cat. Tknniel’s immortal illus- 
trations to Alice in Wonderland may be held responsible for 
all this latest form of extravaganza. Since Miss Blue Bell first 
appeared she has grown considerably, the numbers on the 
stage have been muSiplied, and not a few “ numbers,” musical 
ones, have supplanted the old ones, or have been politely 
introduced. There is an indescribable “ go ” about the entire 
entertainment. It is peculiarly a children’s piece ; received 
with hursts of laughter by the growing-ups, and with smdes 
by the grown-ups. In this improved and amended version 
Ifr. Seymour Hioks has not eclipsed himself, hut he has cut 
himself out of the piece to a certain extent, as he is absent 
from the stage for quite half an hour, during which the 
children’s greatest favourite, Miss Ellaline Terriss, has a 
very pretty song, of course encored, and a dance, but not much 
else, as time and stage of the Aldwych Theatre are fully 
occupied by a great variety show of all sorts of figures, pretty 
or quaint, and by such clever dancers as Dorothy Frostick, 
Maudi Darrell, and Mr. Joplin’s eccentric footmen, Messrs. 
Murray King and Bert Sinden. Though, as a rule, Mr. 
Seymour Hioks, like Time, waits for no one, being always on 
the move, yet in this piece he disappears as completely as ever 
did Rip Van Winkle, whom, turning up again after his 
adventures on the KatskiH Mountains, he rather resembles on 
re-appearing as the Sleepy King. But Mr, Seymour or Seeless 
(with his eyes shut) Hioks, whether as ragged, not Dandy, Dick 
or the Sleepy King, is uncommonly wide awake, being fufl 
of life and sdxool-buoyancy. He makes no end of puns, some 
excellent bad ones, in the course of the dialogue, but rattles 
them off so quickly that the audience has scarcdy time to 
catch them. If you stop to laugh at one of Seymour Hicks’s 
puns you miss five others equally absurd. He does some 
conjuring and fancy shooting, which, in conjunction with 
Eltaline Terriss, are amusing, but not so taking to playgoers 
as used to be their burlesque imitations of well-known actors 
and actresses. A merry piece for Christmas time, or any time, 
with pretty music by Mr. Suughter, and telling songs by 
Messrs. Hopwood and Taylor. One great feature, wirming 
three encores, was the performance of Miss Barbara Deane’s 
charmingly and humorously sung music-hall medley. 


BY GEORGE! 

A GOOD, strong, sturdy fist, delivering, in form of letter 
to somebody, as nasty a one in the eye of our only Joe as 
any one of that astute politician’s thorough-going admirers 
would not wish him to get from such a knuclde-duster as 
that of Irony Master George Meredith. Had time permitted, 
a medal, recording the Epistle of George to a Somerset who 
was standing for Croydon, might have been struck, showing 
how S(ame) George fought Dragon Joseph of Protection, 
though here George womd be himself a protector, i.e., of 
Fair Free Traderess. What may come of it, another medal 
might subsequently record. Lx the meantime every one (and 
not the medal) is struck by the Georgian vigour. Le * Grand 
bonhomme ’ ^t encore ! ” 


From the Morning Post-Bag, Jan. 11 
“We are authorised by the Lord Chamberlain to state that during 
the absence of the Court from London the quarter-past tvrelve o’clock 
service on Sundays in the Chapel Royal, St. James’s, will ta ke ulace 
at twelve o’clock.” ^ 












PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Januaey 17 , 1906 . 



THE START. 


A PAL^OUTHIO IDYLL. 

He had wooed and won her with his 
trasty stone hatchet, after the manner 
of his a^. Perhaps, in the exuberance 
of his affection, he had hit out harder 
than was needful, for she certainly lay 
very still, and her long, black tresses 
were wet with something red. How- 
ever, with the cheery optimism affected 
by our early ancestors, he felt sure that 
everything would come right in the end, 
and muttering to himself that aU is fair 
in love and war — the phrase, by the 
way, was a trifle worn even then — he 
seized the inanimate body, pitched it 
over his shoulder, and set out for the 
damp and evil-smelling cave which he 
called his home. On reaching it he 
strode over the pile of huge bones which 
marked tlie entrance, tossed his burden 
into a comer, and flung himself raven- 
ously on' the raw thigh-bone of a mam- 
moth — ^for he had lain in ambush for 
the maiden many hours and was an- 
hungered. 

A noise outside the cave made him 
I look up, and his eyes met those of a 
huge, shaggy creature, dad like himsdf 
in die skin of a wild b^st, and brandish- 
ing a dub of immense size. 

The figure approached menacingly. 

*‘The woman,” he growled, in the 
simple language of the period; “give 
her back to me.” 

The cave-man turned to where he had 
thrown his new possession, and saw that 
the maid had come to hersdi, and was 

sh J^^which fonnfd^ the'^only attempt 
at a scheme of decoration in the primitive 
bachdor’s den. 


Her eyes were glittering, and she gave 
no heed to the noise without. 

Quiddy the younger man looked round 
for his hatchet, to receive his future 
father-in-law in the manner prescribed 
by the etiquette of the day. It was not 
there. He must have thrown it down 
and left it at the spot where he had 
revealed his love. A cry of rage escaped 
him, but without his weapon it was use- 












TH0UCHT8 FOR NON'THINKERR. 

The most manifest sign of wisdom is a 

OONTINTTAL CHEEBFULHESS. 


less trying to thrash out the matter 
calmly, and calling to the woman he 
pointed to the entrance and muttered 
“Go!” 

But she stirred not, nor turned her 
eyes from the sparkling shells. 

The angry father clambered over the 
bone-heap, and seizing the woman by 
the hair began to drag her away. In 
a trice she had shaken him free, and 
thrown her arms round the owner of 
the cave. Nestling her head coyly upon 
his shoulder she cried : — 

“I love him, and nothing in this 
world shall part us. He has won my 
heart, and I am his for ever ” — or words 
identical in effect. 

A bewildered look spread over tlie 
dull face of the older savage. Clearly 
the matter was beyond his comprdien- 
sion. But, wiser than most of his modem 
descendants, he had never pretended to 
understand women, and with a grunt of 
disapproval he turned away. 

Left to themselves, the woman, her 
anus still encircling her mate, began to 
murmur those sweet nothings which 
have done duty on the like occasions 
unto the present day, while the man 
resumed operations on the mammoth’s 
bone. 

Then die woman’s gaze went back to 
the shells. 

MotJwr (whose ehUdren have had an 
education superior to her (yum, to her 
small daughter, whom she is in the act' 
of smacking). I’ll leaxn you not to 
contradict me ! 

. Small Daughter (between her sdbs). 
Teach, Mother, teach. 
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PARABLES FOR PARTIZANIES. 

L—The Puzzled Elector. 

“Am) lastly, in condnsion,” said the 
Chairman impressively, toning a basilisk 
glance npon the simple-minded Elector 
in the third row, “unless you record 
your vote for my honourable friend,” — 
and with a proud wave of the hand he 
indicated a stout gentleman with a big 
watch-chain, who sat beside him on the 
platform, — “you will strike a blow at 
the heart of our beloved country which 
will spread dismay through the length 
and breadth of the land.” 

And the simple-minded Elector 
swallowed a cough-drop down the 
wrong way in his embarrass- 
ment, and shuddered at the re- 
sponsibility that had been thrust 
upon him. 

“Me friends,” said the human 
windmill with the red tie, as he 
stood on a kitchen chair in the 
Park, “it is for you to decide. 
’Umanity awaits your verdict. 

Win you play the recreant knave? 

Will you look back now, with 
your *and already grasping the 
ploughshare? Will you spread 
dismay through the length and 
breadth of the land ? ” 

And again the simple-minded 
Elector shuddered as he thought 
of the great part he was called 
upon to play. Anyway he seemed 
doomed to wreck the Scheme of 
Things. 

The General Election came and 
went, and the simple-minded 
Elector, who had been too nervous 
to record his vote, observed, with 
no fimall degree of relief, that the 
sun rose and set as usual, and 
that cakes and ale were still pro- 
curable upon the customary terms. 

The length and breadth of the 
land had, in fact, very stoutly con- 
cealed its dismay. 

Moral: Whichever Party gets 
in, Nature, assisted by TJie Daily 
Mailf wiU still look after the Universe. 

n. — T he Mait with No BAOKnoim. 

There was once a Worthy Citizen who 
grew roses in his back garden, abhorred 
snails, and wished his country well; 
but he did not go much beyond this. 

Now this man had a Neighbour who 
read leading artides, argued in railway 
carriages, and wrote letters to Editors 
beginning “ Sir, — Surely in this so- 
called twentieth century,” — ^you know 
the sort of letter. 

And Ihe ^ Neighbour despised the 
Worthy Citizen, calling him a Mug- 
wump and an Invertebrate Mollusc, 
because he was not a Party Man ; and 
often he would look over the garden 
fence when the excdlent man was water- 


ing his roses, and implore him to cul- 
tivate a backbone. 

“Aha I” he said, one evening, his 
face irradiated with a noble enthusiasm, 
“what do you think of the Party now? 
What about the movement for the Com- 
pulsory Clothing of Cannibals ? Grand, 
enlightened — eh ? That will be a Plank 
of die Party Platfoim at the General 
Election. You’U have to join us 
now.” 

And at last the Mugwump was stirred 
to the soul, and was converted to the 
Party ; and forthwith he began to make 
himself a nuisance in railway carriages. 



found that his glowing periods were 
received with chilling disapprobation. 

“Of all fools,” said his neighbour, 
the Party Man, “ I hate a fool with, no 
backbone. You must know that that 
no longer constitutes a Plank of the 
Party Platform, and to raise the question 
now would be to wreck the Party.” 

“Not a Plank?” faltered the imhappy 
proselyte. 

“ A Plank ! ” shouted the other. “It ’s 
aPitfaUl” 

“But — but,” persisted the foolish 
proselyte, “ it would be a step upwards 
on the glorious ladder of Human Pro- 
gress, the beginning of a Golden 
Dawn, — ^I have heard you say so 
a thousand times.” 

But the neighbour only vouch- 
safed a snort of disgust, and 
vanished ; and thereafter he always 
referred to the Worthy Citizen as 
“that pitiful wobbler, JoiffiS.” 
Moral: Grow roses. 


Bl 8 i €. “ What ’s that, Daddy ? ” 

Fatlm\ “A Cow.” 

BUie. “Why?” 

where he frightened nervous passengers 
by the violence of his speech; and he 
went to meetings where he said “Hear, 
hear,” and “ Shame,” quite loudly, and 
nearly always at the right places ; and 
he wrote letters to the daily papers, 
beginning, “ Sir, — Surely in this so-called 

twentieth century ” 

In due time, when the General Election 
drew near, this Worthy Citizen looked 
over his garden fence, his face irradiated 
with a noble enthusiasm, and said to his 
Neighbour who had converted him: 
“ Aha ! Now at last the forces of reaction 
will be routed, the mists will roll from 
the mountain tops, and we shall have 
that Act for the Uompulscay^Clothmg of 
Oannibajs.” 

But, tg bis great ' astonishment, bo 


More Prattle about the Polls. 

The fixed determination of a 
few old-fashioned people in Kil- 
bum not to learn the Morse 
Alphabet (“in order to obtain 
results of ]^ections at the earliest 
possible moment”) is thought to 
be carrying the Simple Lite to an 
extreme. 

Lord EiroLLTB has intimated 
that it is the Kma’s desire that 
his portrait shall not be used, in 
connection with the Election. 
Agents on both sides are said to 
be much exercised as to the atti- 
tude to adopt with regard to the 
use of postage stamps. 

The excuse of the Manchester 
lady who threw a red herring 
at Mr. Balfour that she “ thought 
it would be useful for him to 
draw across the trail,” has been 
held to be insujScient. 


<< A Iiittle Learning, 

To the correspondents who have 
^v^itten to correct him, and rashly stated 
that the line “ Soft eyes looked love to 
eyes which spake again” does not occur 
in Gliilde Harold, but in Waterloo, or 
The Eve of Waterloo, Mr. Punch begs 
to point out the danger of reading the 
poets in tabloid fonn. Names become 
attached to these tabloids by irresponsible 
Bcissor-men. The Waterloo passage hap- 
pens to occur in Canto iii of OhiLde 
Harold, 

Under LordALTSORP (Hon. “Bobby” 
Spencer) the Lqbd Chamberlain’s Depart- 
ment is said to be showing unusual 
signs of activity. The new chief insists 
upon collar-work, and is binsdf setting 
a very high pattern. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

There is only one Venice and but one Marion Crawford. 
In Gleanings from Venetian History (Macmillan) the two are 
wedded more happily than ever was Doge and Adriatic. Mr. 
Crawford laiows his Venice, every palace, every monument, 
every water-way, and loves it as if he had in his veins the 
blood of a CoNTAEiNT, a Fosoari, or a Fosoarini. “ Venice,” 
he writes, “ is a form of beauty, and must be looked upon 
as that and nothing dse ; not critically, for criticism means 
comparison, and Venice is too personal and individual, too 
unlike other cities to be fairly compared with them ; not 
coldly, for ^e appeals to the senses and to the human heart, 
and craves a little warmth of sympathy ; above all not in a 
spirit of righteous severity, for he who would follow her 
story must learn to forgive her almost at every step.” In 
this spirit Mr. Crawford approaches his task, which traces 
the history of Venice from the date — to be precise, at noon 
on Mar^ 25, 421— when the city was founded by fugitives 
from the ravenous Gk)ths, to the time when Napoleon HI. 
bestowed it upon Italy. This was a happy undoing of the 
work of his unde who, 69 years earlier, by the Treaty of 
Oampo Fonnio, sold the Venetian provinces to Austria for the 
price of Romagna. The story, trailing, from time to time 
hurtling, through fourteen centuries, is skilfully condensed, 
and picturesquely told. The two volumes are adorned by over 
200 sketches by Ifr. Joseph Pennell, work that is worthy of 
its inspiration. See Venice (Like Naples) before you die. 
Failing opportunity my Baronite advises the reader, as the 
next best thing, to possess himself of this delightful book. 

Mir. Rudyard Kipling’s They^ the Baron thinks, was pub- 
lished in 1904, uniUustrated. This new edition of it, brought 
out by Messrs. Macmillan in 1905, possesses a considerable ad- 
vantage over the former, being very effectively illustrated, in 
colour, by S’, H. Townsend. The precise meaning of They ” is 
probably known to the author, though not a few of his readers 
may experience some diflSculty in giving the plural pronoun 
its correct ^plication. Was it suggested to the inventive 
mind of R. K. by some recollection of Rider Haggard’s She 9 
If so, having hit upon so original and happy an idea, why not 
foUow it up with novels entitled respectively “Fa,” “We,” “He,” 
“H,” “ Few,” “I,” and “ Them 9 ” Yet, do what Rudtai® may, 
he will never equal the Indian stories that first brought him into 
notice and won for him popularity. In this present book the 
author has some quaint ways of attempting picturesque expres- 
sion, as, for example, when he says, “ a road changed frankly into 
a carpeted ride.” A road acting “frankly,” or even hypo- 
critically, in any way would indeed he something for even a 
traveler who sees the strangest sights to record. Mr. Kipling 
shows himseU in this hook a keen observer, not only of chil- 
dren, but of butlers, as is proved by a subtle touch or two in 
his sketch of the principal domestic iu the service of the 
occupier of “ The House Beautiful.” This delightful aristo- 
crat (Mr. Muzzhj in Picimick, is plebeian by comparison) 
condescends to accept a seat in the wandering visitor’s motor- 
car, and, on quitting him, to indicate the right route to 
wherever the tr^iveller may be going. Whereupon, naturally 
enough, the generous stranger offers this superior Butler a 
tip, which this transcendental personage instantly declines 
with thanks. Then the generous but mistaken motorist 
says, “I beg your pardon,” and repockets “tTie British 
silver” Here you see Rddyard’s sly satire. At one touch 
he shows you the meanness of the tipper and the dignity 
of the untipped. Imagine that Butler’s remarks as he sxxb- 
sequently soliloquised, when the car was well out of sight 
and its occupant out of hearing. “Me take a paltry five 
boh ! Me demean myself to anythink bunder ’alf a quid in 
gold ! Rather not I I likes gentlemen as is gentlemen ! ” 
The Baron sincerely regrets that Mr. Townsend, who has 


marvellously succeeded in selecting subjects for illustration, 
should have allowed this Peer of the Pantry to escape him. 
Mr. Townsend’s illustration of The Children in the Wood, toee 
of them, is charming in every way. They are such a timidly 
daring trio, and the wood is so evidently tangled, uncultivated, 
and so full of mystery for these elves. Another effective picture, 
and a deeply pathetic one, too, full of real human sentiment, 
is that of the young blind woman, seated in the wood, 
conversing earnestly with the perky motorist concerning the 
“repair-kit” which he has spread out on a rug. By one 
of his crafty touches Rudyard Kipling, exhibiting this 
gentleman as grammatically careless, evidently wishes his 
readers to accept him as a scion of ancient British lineage. 
“ ‘ Is that you,’ she said, ‘ from the other side of the county ? ’ 
He replies, ‘ Yes, it ’s me— from the other side of the county.’ ” 
Clearly a tip-top aristocrat, “regardless of grammar” as 
were the noble guests in the Ingoldsby legend, who all cried, 
“That’s him!” And now the Baron must shut up — ^the 
hook, and with his “soul tom open within him” must hid 
it farewell, pausing just to draw attention to one of its 
cleverest illustrations (it is among the earliest) representing 
a little hoy, frightened by an approaching motor, running 
for all he ’s worth (and he ’s worth a lot) out of the picture, 
seeking safety with the sympathetic reader. 


I Morocco happens to be of exceptional interest just now, 
for, as a French White Book makes known, in the peaceful 
summer-time it came nigh to being a fresh casus "belli 
between two ancient adversaries. In Uife in Moivcco (Ohatto 
AND WiNDUs) Mr. Budgett Me akin tells all that can he known 
about a country which the majority of British tourists are 
content to sample at Tangier. Long sojourning in the 
country, Mr. Meakin is able to describe not only street scenes 
hut home episodes. Bearing this authority in mind, it must 
be admitted that of all peoples on the earth this ancient race, 
that once conquered Spain and has left behind it Grenada, 
and other peerless monuments of architecture, is the most hope- 
less. “ The most eastern lands,” Mr. Meakin says, “ may be 
described as slip-shod. But there is no country in the world 
that may be more accuratdy described by that epithet than is 
Morocco.” From household to Government the way of doing 
things, more generally leaving them undone, is the same. 
Everything is left over till to-morrow, the maiiana of modern 
Spain. A rich, undeveloped land, favoured physically and 
geo^aphically, politically stagnant, cursed with an effete 
administration, fettered by a decrepit creed. That is the 
author’s summing up of the state of things in the du^y 
empire over which Germany and France have of late snarled 
at each other. Nevertheless Mir. Meakin is enthusiastic about 
the attractions of the land, a splendid patch of the gorgeous 
East. My Barordte is struck with a Moorish proverb that 
heads one of the chapters : “ Manage with bread and butter 
till God sends the jam.” A nation that cherishes -^e philo- 
sophyunderlying this axiom cannot be altogether hopeless. 



“I wants to make your flesh creep,” says W. Sapte, Jun., 
echoing Joe, not Mr. Chamber- 
lain, hut the Fat Boy in Pich- 
wick, when introducing us to 
Hosts of Ghosts (all for one 
shilling at the Family Header 


BARON 


Office!), whidi, the Baron is 
hound to say, contains some 
real thrillers. The best is The 
Black Lace Shawl ; original, 
interesting, and decidedly pa- 
thetic. The Baron objects 
entirdy to the grim cover 
of this book: deterrent hot 
attractive. 
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IN THE HOUR OF DEFEAT G'vraYM Pollbtt, undaunted by the gramophone recital last night. While 

‘ sinister triumphs of Socialism and Secu- he was e:^ounding the construction of 

{By our Social Sleutnhound.) ^ ^ larism, went off in the best of spirits the machine with his usual eloquence, 
It must be many years since political to preside at one of his gramophone a thoughtless member of the audience 
excitement or baUotitis, as Lord ‘‘Poopie” recitals at the Amazon Club ; Sir Lucius observed in a stage whisper, “Don 

"Wimble wittily calls it, has clutched Blumberg and Lord Berncastle discussed Whiskerandos is in for the City.” This 

London society so tightly by the throat the merits of the Pdota players at unfeding reference to Sir Edward 
as during the past week. The news Olympia with perfect calm ; and Miranda Clarke was too much for the lecturer, 
that the flashlight sign^ so lavishly Lady Baloonich answered queries about who burst into tears. Several Amazons 
organised by the proprietors of The her daughter Lady Skebo, whom she fainted, and were only revived by the 


Da il y Maelstrom 

were beginning to 
work emptied the 
smart restaurants 
night after night 
long before fuH 
justice had been 
done to the menu. 

Prince Igor Dani- 
CHEFF left an Im- 
perial miringue — 2 l 
dainty to which he is 
peculiarly addicted 
— untasted on 
Monday night, and 
Adelgisa Lady Bul- | 
GER, with her two 
pretty girls, left 
their coffee and 
C7'hme de menthe un- 
touched on Tuesday 
in their anxiety to 
learn the fate of the 
Hon. Rupert Bul- 
lion. 

« » o 

Election excite- 
ment was, of course, 
at its zenith at the 
Southdiffe, where 
the managers, how- 
ever, maintained 
perfect impartiality, 
decorating the res- 
taurant in blue, red, 
and yellow, this 
chivalrous compli- 
ment to the claims 
of Labour being 
greatly appreciated 
by the German 
waiters. On Tues- 
day night the or- 
chestra played a 
new “chopstick” dinner! 
waltz by a wdl- 



presence of mind of 
Hildegonde, Dowa- 
ger Countess of 
Yattendok, who 
plunged her ostrich- 
feather fan into the 
Are and promptly 
applied it to the 
nostrils of her inani- 
mate dubmates. On 
inquiring at Mr. 
Follett’s chambers 
this morning I was 
glad to hear that he 
had passed a fail* 
night, but he has 
been ordered i to 
Monte Carlo as soon 
as he is fit to move, 
and his doctor, Sir 
PhipsonTabb-Lloyd, 
has absolutely for- 
bidden him to see 
the papers or hear 
a gramophone for at 
least three months. 

« 

Sad news also 
reaches me of Lord 
Ento Stollberg, who 
was BO much upset 
by the defeat of Sir 
Albert Rollit that 
he has not drunk 
any champagne for 
four days. Lady 
SLA^GERhas inde- 
finitely postponed 
her Bridge dinner, 
which was fixed for 
Sunday (yesterday) 
night, and Sir Reu- 
ben SzLAPOWBKY has 


day nignt tne or- Mother, “Now, dear, sat tour grace, and run along to the nurbert.” dzlapowbkt nas 

chestra played a Mabel (who has just hem refused a seoond mmce-pie). “Thank Q-od for a faiscy good dined at home 
new “chopstick” dinner!” • three mghts run- 

waltz by a wdl-' ; ning, a thing 

known Rand magnate, which was encored has been nursing through a protracted [ which has not happened since his second 
several times. Though nearly everyone attack of double whooping cough, with marriage. Yesterday everyone turned 
present was more or less intimatdy a serenity which Cato himself might into the Park at an unusually early 
affected by the Unionist dShdcle^ the have envied. hour, but, although the weather was 

courage and cheerfulness displayed were o « o o delightful, evidences of demession were 

worthy of the noblest traditions of the Since writing the above yesterday, I everywhere noticeable, pretty ^ Mrs. 
plutocracy. Lady “ Squiffy” Blandamer am bound to confess that I have some- Nebdly Coates was in semi-mourning — 
shed a few naturd tears when the return what overestimated the wonderful powers her cousin, Sir Hugo Blimber, was 
of Mr. John Burns was announced on the of recuperation displayed by the best defeated by a Socialist in the Saffron 
dectorophone, but otherwise the forti- representatives of English society in the Hill Division on Friday; Lord Otho 
tude of the company was unimpaired face of the appalling calamity which has Boffin wore no buttonhole, and Mr. 
and unimpeachable, and indeed renoinded bef^en them. To-da^ I learn with Beotor MaoSleimer created a most pain^ 
meof ^e attitude of the French deep regret that Mr. Gwilym Folleot ful impression by wearing one black and 

during the Reign of Terror. Mt. had a rather serious breakdown at his one white spat. 


VOL. OZXX. 


E 




56 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON 


[Jaotabt 24, 1906, 


THE COWING OF THE NEW DEMOS. 

(A Faeuswell to the Beaten Side.) 

Demos has spoken from the judgment-place ; 

He should have heard you, but he howled you down ; 
This is the end— you get no further grace ; 

This is your patriot’s crown. 

The voice is changed from that which spoke of late, 
Which in the lone hour called you, not in vain. 

Laying within your hands the country’s fate. 

To stablisli her again. 

And they that put that burden on you then 
Wfeiy see her now, her path of peril cleared, 

Once more a name upon the lips of men. 

Honoured and loved and feared 1 

You leave a record which shall bear the light 
When History delves for Truth in after days. 

Not as the sudden mob condemns at sight. 

Or stints its grudging praise. 

Meanwhile the heart of gratitude is cold ; 

A young new Demos, born of yester-eve. 

Big-mouthed and blustering, overbears the old, 

Waiting for no man’s leave. 

Every inhuman name that he can spell 
He prints in red for aU to know you.by, 

Citing his gods to prove he would not tdl, 

Nor yet believe, a lie. 

He paints your lurid portraits on the polls : — 

“ Drivers of slaves that oust the white man’s brood ! ” 
“ Bigots that bind in chains our children’s souls ! ” 
“Filchers of poor folk’s food 1 ” 

Had you been Czars to drain the people’s blood. 

Or sought to earn a country’s dying curse. 

Dragging her remnant honour through the mud, 

He could have done no worse. 

His hooligans are out with stones and dirt ; 

And in the darkness you must hicie your head, 

Nor look for Chivalry to salve the hurt, 

For Demos reigns instead. 

Not much it helps to know that those, ere long, 

Who lent him aid and did a mutual deal, 

'Will find their henchman, grown a shade too strong, 
Stamping them under heel. 

Little it serves that they, your old-time foes, 

Who found him useful for their present ends. 

Must seek you soon and plaintively propose — 

“ Please save us fix)m our friends ! ” 

But let this solace keep your hearts resigned — 

That, tiU a second lustre's course is through, 

Tlie noblest heritage you leave bdiind 

Demos can scarce undo. 0. S. 

The Survival of the Deadest. 

Protection is every day receiving its death-blow.”— T7ie 
Lynn News, 

Election Oratory at Devonport. 

Demagogue.^" Ap-* what about this ’ere Aliens Bill ? The 
Tories have stopped sdl foreigners frcwti pQming ’ere, and this 
very evening I actually saw a Devon ipan pusmng a chipped 
potato cart! "^y it’s enough tg p^e the blopd of an 
Englishman boil in his veins.” [Loud che&rs. 


*“W^ I LOST.” 

[Note — ^The cost of telegrams under this head from defeated candi- 
dates specially invited to contribute will be refunded ; but they must 
cover not more than two reasons, and be terse at that.] 

A. WIRES : “ (1) I was easily the worse man of the two. (2) 
Chinese Labour.” 

B. wires : “ (1) I was too strong. Everybody voted for the 
weaker side. Gallant fellows. (2) Big L^ Cry.” 

C. wires : “ (1) Mislaid my notes every time. (2) Pen- 
dulum.” 

D. wires : (1) My opponent had no wife to help him. 

This in confidence. (2) Education Bill.” 

E. wires : “ (1) My adversaiy behaved far too honourably. 
I could make nothing out of him. (2) Trades Disputes BUI.” 

F. wires : “ (1) Spent all my time canvassing the ladies. 
Only found out too late that they hadn’t got the suffrage. 
(2) Japanese alliance.” 

[This telegram is too long. — En,] 

G. wires : “ (1) Kept forgetting people’s names. (2) Entente 
cordiale.” 

H. wires : “ (1) Family pride prevented my condescending 
to argiment. (2) Overbridge Trams.” 

I. wires : “ (1) Never could guess the babies’ sexes right. 
Ended by calling them all ‘ It.* Fatal thing. (2) No oSier 
reason. 

J . wires : “ You have addressed the wrong man. I got in.” 


PARABLES FOR PARTIZANIES. 

HI. — “PODGER FOB EvER!” 

He wore his neckgear, though not from choice, in a state 
of XLttstudded ease ; his left eye was blacked, and the small 
of his hack was jammed firmly against a sharp angle of the 
Jubilee Memorial in the Market Square. But still he waved 
the tattered remnants of what had once been a four-and-niae- 
penny hard felt, proudly, exultantly, over his head ; and his 
spirit was stem and high as he shouted “ Podger for Ever ! ” 

And PoDGEB, a dull and none too honest drysalter, bobbed 
and bowed on a balcony, as he wagged a fat forefinger at the 
crowd, and thanked it for returning him to Paxhament. 

And after the Borough Elector had adjusted his poultices 
and pkisters that night he fell asleep and dreamed a dream. 

He dreamt that Spring came, with its primroses and house 
painters ; and Podger stUl wagged a fat forefinger, and talked 
of tariffs. Summer came, wim its roses and blow-flies ; and 
Podger stood before him and talked of tariffs. Winter’s 
frosts and thaws burst the water-pipes ; and Podger sat by 
the fireside, and talked of tariffs. Boys grew up and became 
men; girls grew up and became Bridge -players. Ages 
passed, epons passed ; from London came a rumour that tiie 
Thames Steamboats showed a working profit, and the Ald- 
wych Island Site was let ; but still PoDGpi wagged a fat fore- 
finger in front of the Borough Elector, and taEted, not very 
eloquently, of tariffs. 

And the Borough Elector implored the Fates to forgive 
him, but was ruthlessly reminded that he had asked, in 
plain hut impassioned language, for an eternity oE Podger — 
“Podger,” in fact, “for ever.” 

Then, in the chilly dawn, he woke, and asked bimg ft lf 
whether Podger was really worth a black eye after alL 

Moral : — ^Try and cultivate a sense of Proportion befoio 
next General Election, 


The harking of a terrier in Kensington the other night lied 
to the discovery of a burglary in the next street. “ A Con- 
stant Reader of The Spectator'' thinks that the sagaciona 
animal must have got wind of it by wire-haired telegraphy. 




A NEGLIGIBLE QUANTITY. 

WELL, MY WEIGHT DOESN’T SEEM TO MATTER MUCH NOW!” 
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THE MAIDEN’S PROGRESS. 

[“‘Statistics show/ declares the Secretary of one of the largest 
women’s clubs in Kew York, * that between the ages of thirty-five and 
forty-five, more women commit indiscretions than at any other period .... 
all the world knows that the old fools are always the worst foola.* ” — 
Daily Sarpreas.] 

Wheit I became a debutante my soul, I ’d haye you know, 

Was whiter and brighter than newly fallen snow ; 

No shadow of a naughtiness, no thought tliat was not good 
Dared enter that centre of modest maidenhood. 

With awe I heard the curate’s word, and when the worthy vicar 
Sang (out of tune) “ That night in June,” my trembling heart 
beat quicker. 

It shocked me to discover how my elders would behave 
At dances. What glances ! What bold bad smiles they gave ! 
I shuddered when I saw them sitting out upon the stairs 
With tall men and small men in chaperonless pairs. 

I shrank away from such as they — ^my modesty the reason — 
And shyly hied to Mother’s side through all ifiy primal season. 

Before my second year had passed a subtle change began ; 
Grown older and bolder I rather fancied Man. 

A mild flirtation hdd a joy, a desperate delight 
That thrilled me, and fitted me with ecstasy and fright. 

, A dash of spice I found was nice, and though, of course, we 
know it 

j Was very sad and bad and mad — still I began to go it. 


My vices gained upon me ; fast they grew and faster yet ; I 

Half frighted I lighted my maiden cigarette ; 

I smoked it up the chimney so that Mother might not know, 
Hand shaking, heart quaking, and nerves all on the go. 

And as I blew the smoke into the chimney’s black abysses 
“Has girl,” I thought, “been ever brought to such a depth 
as this is ? ” 

Time fled. My evil habits grew, and with each passing year 
My scruples — apt pupils — ^were taught to disappear : 

I played at Bridge and billiards, and discovered that 
Chartreuse, 

When yellow and mellow, one ought not to refuse. 

And yet more strange, a further change — cannot tell what 
wrought it — 

In course of time the worse the crime the milder still I 
thought it. 

And now that I am fifty odd, the virtues which of old 
I cherished have perished. I ’m absolutely bold. 

I stick at nothing. Long ago the still small voice within 
Stopped crying and trying to* prate to me of sin. 

Not only vice I think is nice, but virtue an obsession. 

In short, the sum is this — I’ve come to years of indiscretion. 

The rumour that the Labour Party will be led in tlio 
House of Commons by Lady Warwick from behind the griUo 
is the talk of all the East-End dubs. 
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TRAVEL-TALK. 

{Overheard at Cook's.) 

Lady Violet de Pairme (Janguidly, to 
deferential assistant). Yes, one really 
must go away somewhere at this time 
of year. What places have yon got ? 
.... Riviera ? Pan ? Oh dear no ! 
Much too banal. One meets all the 
people one knows at home. So boring. 
I want somewhere absolutely novel .... 
Spain? Y"es, Spain might do. Show 
me a couple of months’ tour in Spain 
.... Yes, that seems a little more in- 
teresting .... Interpreter ? Oh, of 
course, they speak Spanish there, don’t 
they? .... Thanks, I thought so. No, 
I don’t know that I would care about 
going about with an interpreter. They 
jar on one’s nerves. Don’t you think 
they would understand Trench or Italian ? 
.... Yes, I know they would under- 
stand me in the big towns, but I want to 
go to somewhere absolutely novel. Have 
you any other places ? . . . . Sicily ? 
Yes, Sicily might do. Italian, isn’t it, 
or is it Trench? .... Thanks, I thought 
so. Would one have to eat Italian food, 
or could one get English food at the 
hotels ? . . . . Yes, but I don’t care to 
go to the overdone parts. I want some- 
where absolutely novel. ... In the 
south of the island, you say. Oh, Sicily ’s 
an island, is it ? .... Then that would 
mean another crossing somewhere, I 
suppose? .... Thanks, I thought so. 
How long would the crossing take ? . . . . 
I really don’t think I would care, though, 
to make another crossing in a small 
boat. And Italian food, too ! I never 
could endure garlic. Haven’t you any 
other places? .... Upper Egypt? Yes, 
that might do. Show me some places 
in Upper Egypt. . . . No, I don’t know 
that I would care about travelling up 
the Nile. Isn’t there any other way? 
So many pan^enu Americans on the 
boats, I am told. So loud. They jar 
on one’s nerves. . . . Charter a private 
what ? . . . . Oh, dahaheeah ! No, I 
don’t really think I would care about 
traveltmg on that kind of animal. So 
jolty. They would get on one’s nerves. 
Haven’t you any other places ? I want 
somewhere absolutd.y novel and fashion- 
able. . . . The Desert ? Yes, the Desert 
might do. D’you arrange about the 
caravan tickets, or is it caravanserais? 
.... ^Thanks, I thought so. Show me 
some places in the Desert. . . . Biskra? 
Oh dear no ! My friend Lady Saharah 
Sakdts went there last y^, and ^e told 
me it had become quite trippery. . . . 
Well, possibly it was Biarritz she went 
to. D’ you know which it was ? . . . . 
No, I suppose you would hardly remem- 
ber. I rather think it was Bifca. Per- 
haps you had better show me some other 
places. . . . Sidi- Caique? Yes, Sid> 


Caique sounds more tempting. Have iiiuidtv” invi i 

they any decent golf Hnks there? .... IDDY UMPTY IDYLL. 

Or an English doctor? Any good [For the Morse Code, tised by die 

motoring? Yes, I suppose the to jounce Election resulte, the words iddy 

roads would be bad, as you say, but if services ih preference to “dot” and “dash.”] 

it ’s no use to take over our motor, I don t rn n - • 

hvimn t.Tint. T wruilfl /•n.vp. mnoh thfi They were Walking am-in-aim along 


it’s no use to take over our motor, 1 don’t „. . 

Jtnow t^t I would eare mnch about the , were waging aiin-in.« 

Desert. D’vou think there would he the^hml^ent about 11 p.m. 
any Bridge 'going ? . . . . Aren’t there They had just h^me engaged hut 
- - -® - - ® - • • • eveu then: new-fonnd happmess had not 


any fashionahle people there this year, meir new-munu nuppmess m a nut 
thm? . ... Yes, 1 know quite well q^ei^^h their pohtical 

that I said I waited somewhere right enthusiasm; and hy puthng their he^s 
off the beaten track, but I want a pkce 

where one would meet nice peoplef and Code so as to he able to take it in 

find golf and English cooking. Surdy ^^hout consciously 

vott understand what I am looking for? stopping to decipher it. j • . 

Yes, yes, I suppose it is a little , te said as he ^ed into 

t to find these thinirs toother. loyely eW whiA at that moment 


difficult to find thesi things together, ^®^ "“Tfy ' T 

but, after all, your agency is for finding up by the lOOampere ^rch- 

out those sorts of places for us, isn't it ? Chdsea 

. . . . Then I suppose I shall have to ^ 

stayinEnglandaft^aH. Good morning! only yester-iddy-you promised to be 
° ® my own ickle — iddy umpty — ^my very 

own — umpty iddy — wife! You have 

THE EEAST OF FRIENDSHIP. “S^® happiest— iddy— mm in 

,7 the whole —umpty — ^world 1 Here s an 

[A wnteimMaemtZZane^notedthaf'by -Tjmpty- seat, let’s sit down. Now 
a curious inversion the less friendly our guests i x-u > i i 

liappen to be the more lavish is our display of PY umpty there s no one loo^- 

hospitality. Our intimates and dearest friends ^ 7 1 giv’e you one — iddy — kiss ? 


hospitality. Our intimates and dearest friends 
get pot-lncl:.”] 

When Bbown invites me home to dine 
In formidable state, 

I note the choice, expensive wine, 

The quantity of plate, 

The costly courses that they bring, 
The culinary feat 
Exemplified in ev’rything 
They offer me to eat. 

I heave a surreptitious sigh, 

Which indicates regret, 

Because I know that Beown and I 
Are merdy strangers yet. 

With worthy Eobinbon as host 
I have a plainer meal. 

The circling bottle cannot boast 
Such splendour in the seal ; 

We have a monster piece of beef 
On a gigantic dish, 

And often, to my great relief, 

We skip the soup and fish* 


“ Oh, John dear, no, you mustn’t really, 
don’t be so— -iddy iddy — otic! Well, 
just one. Do you really love your little 
—umpty— girl so much ? ” 

“ You know I do. I worship the very 
— ^umpty iddy— ground you walk on. 

I Yes, darling, I do ; these are not merely 
— iddy— empty words. I mean it.” 

“ I think you do, dear. TeH me, what 
did your kiddy — iddy* -brother say when 
you told him? Did he— iddy umpty— 
seem pleased ? ” 

“Did he — umpty — ? Rather! I 
should think he — iddy — ^well did ! And 
how does your sister Biddy — iddy umpty 
—like vie for a brother-in — umpty— 
law?” 

“Well, dear, I don’t want to make 
you conceited, hut she said if I hadn’t 
taken you she would have j umpty— iddy 

— umped at you herself Oh, dearest, 

look, that’s surely another- Liberal 
gain ! ” 


I gather, from these homely ways, ”7"] 

That I am getting on A Sinister Coincidence. 

(To use a plain, fam i li ar phrase) “ A Cast-ibont Tory ” calls attention to 

With worthy Robinson. the fact that on the morning of the MAn- 

But when I dine with dear old J<ms, 


thefonowg statemmt:-“Tlie Eoyel 

1 bottled beer and mntton hones, "T' 

J -J _T ’ iJr. to make enquiries as to the 


On bottled beer and mutton bones, 
And half a pound of cheese. 

There is no plate, the doth is soiled 
With unconsidered stains ; 

The cabbages are badly boiled, 

But nobody complains. 

When Jones, God bless him! offers 
me 

A meal of odds and ends 
(Without the least apology), 

I know that we are friends. 


Dr. to make enquiries as to the 

number of feeble-minded persons in 
Manchester and district ” 

“ Gentleman, about to marry, wishes to 
recommend bis Housekeeper for a simil^ post.” 
— Irish Times. 

Thebe is always something charming 
in this desire, so prevalent with engaged 
people, that others should bo “ as happy 
as we are.” 
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Farmer Hodge (who has just had his hair cut), “ You BB A FCBEIBER, I 'low ? 

'Assistant, “Yes, Sie, I am an Austrian.” 

Farmer Hodge, “ You speaks English veet well.” 

Assistant. “ Oh, yes, I have livei) some time ur England. I also speak Peencet, 
German, Russian, and Italian.” 

Farmer Olles. “ Well, George, thebe ain’t no doubts about it— these *eee Aliens 

OUGHTER BE KEP’ OUT. KNOWS TOO MUCH FUR US.” 


MF.TVrfi ABOUT MEMBERS. 

(With acknowledgments to a large number of 
contemporaries.) 

Mr. Lloyd -George lives largely on 
food. 

Mr, TTinston Churchill, when he 
wishes to know the time, looks at his j 
watch. 

Mr. John Morlet, although he hasi 
written a life of Gladstone and repre- 
sents Montrose Burghs, has rarely if 
ever been to the Nordi Pole. 

Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman has 
not slept in a cradle for more than half 
a century. 

Mr. Sydney Boston considers it tin- 
lucky to break a leg on a Wednesday. 

Mr. Haldane, besides being a personal i 
friend of Lord Rosebery, rarely ventures | 
forth without first putting his boots on. | 


THE KING-TROUT. 

He was the Monarch of the pool, 
Unmatched for size and beauty, 

Who taught the subjects of his ride 
Their dangers and their duty ; 

How lures may come in feathery garb, 

To Tront-life prejudicial, 

And bow to shun the cruel barb 
That stamps the artificial. 

Of food be claimed the lion’s share 
With self-assertive suction, 

And yet they loved him for his care 
And affable instruction. 

One day when lecturing on “ Man,” 

His cunning eyes a-twinkle, 

Said be: “To thwart his murderous plan 
I’ll offer you a wrinkle. 

“ Upon the bant his footsteps’ thud 
Descends in thunderous measure ; 

I stick my head into the mud 
And wag my tad with pleasure. 1 
He goes at last, I’ve had my fun, ! 

And so resume my dinner, 

With here a sedge, and there a dun, 

And now and then a spinner. 

“ But when the Mayfly decks the stream 
Oh, then be doubly wary ! 

His advent is the dazzling dream 
Of Troudets’ ‘Little Mary.’ 

No shadow to his glory clings. 

His robes display no shoddy ; 

I love the shimmer of his wings, 

The savour of his body.” 

An interruption happened here ; 

Its end was sad hut speedy. 

A forward Yearling dared to jeer, 

And called the King “ Old Greedy.” 
To what a tragic sequel led 
The punishment that followed ! 

The Monarch grabbed that Yearling’s 
head 

And then — oh, monstrous! — swal- 
lowed. 


He paused awhile, dismayed, and dwelt 
In horrified contrition, 

But soon observed how pleasant felt 
The course of deglutition. 

At last his meditations found 
In stem resolve an outlet : 

“From now henceforth may I be drowned 
n I ’R eat aught but Troutlet.” 

He kept his vow, until the prey 
Grew difiGicult to capture. 

Then saw a sight one summer’s day 
That filled his heart with rapture. 

A crippled Trout 1 He blessed his luck 
Behind the weed-bed’s tan^es, 
Swooped on the bait, and found he’d 
struck 

i A couple of triangles. 


Long was the fight, and strong the Trout, 
The tackle proved still stronger ; 

The youngsters watched him netted out, 
And feared their King no longer. 

Up spoke the leader of the crew, 

A malapert half-pounder. 

Though great in many ways, it ’s true, 
He was a greedy bounder.” 

He died : but still he lives on land 
In oft-repeated stories 
That tell the lure adroitly planned, 

And all the battle’s glories ; 

Each incident from A to Z, 

Each leap, and msh, and jigger ; 

And strange it is that, though he’s 
dead, 

His weight grows yearly bigger. 
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DISSOLVING VIEWS. 

A Sketch on Saturday, January 13. 

Scene — AldwycK TiiiE— about 9.30. A large crowd is waiting 
for the resvdts of the first day's 'pollings, which an enter- 
prising Morning Paper has undertaken to announce hy 
means of a magic lantern upon a screen. No results have 
come in as yet, hut the suspense is beguiled hy a cinemato- 
graph, which would be more entertaining if it were a trifle 
less indistinct. The 'presentment of a coquettish hut 
elderly spinster, g'inmacing and making great play unth a 
fan, and supposed to he sayi'ng “ Qive 'me your vote ! ” 
leaves the spectators cold, 

Consei^ative Spectator (to IMeral Ditto), You wou’t*ave it all 
your OTYU way, I can tell yer. ^ Look at tke number o’ seats 
you ’ve got to win afore you wipe out our majority ! If you 
git in, it ’s about all you ’H do. And you won’t stay in long. 

Liberal Spec, Don’t you worry yerself about us, ole pal. 
You ’ll soon see wbat ice ’re going to do, and that *s sweep the 
board, unless I ’m much mistook (the name of the Morning 
Paper suddenly blazes out in electmc letters above the screen, 
which bulges with impoHance, Then a message appears 
— “ Gravesend on the way. We will try to give you results hot 
as they come in. Are we up to date 9 ” The lights go out, and 
the scy'een turns grey). You ’U lose Gravesend for a certinty. 

[Gravesend result is thrown on the screen. 

Cons, (jubilant). Not much we ’aven’t. Parker’s won, easy. 
The country ain’t come round to O.-B. yet ! ’Ooray 1 
done, Gravesend ! 

I/ib. (slightly dashed). It’s ^‘No Change” any ’ow. You 
ain’t' got much to ’oiler for, so far. ’Ere ’s Dover earnin’ now 
— and if Wyndham ain’t turned out — 

[The Dover figures are announced. 

Cons. There you are again, you see ! Wyndham ’s in. And 
by an increased majority ! IE that ’s what you call sweepin’ 
the board 

Lib. (depressed). Well, you ’ve on’y kep’ the seat, after all. 
I never said the first day’s pollin’s would show much diEEer- 
ence. It ’s the counties I look to. (Salford, NoHh, result 
clears.) Now then, what d’yer say to that? A Liberal 
Gain ! ’Ooray ! ’Ooray ! Somethink like, that is ! 

Cons. You make the most of it, Cocky, it ’U be aU you ’ll git 
to-night. ^ We ain’t ’eard from London yet, and there ’s the 
six divisions at Manchester to come — they’U go solid for 
TarifE Eeform, and why ? Because they see ’ow Free Trade 
is ruinin’ their — (North-west Manchester result announced) 
Oh, well, Winston Ohurghhx, you *re welcome to ’tm. You ’ll 
find ’im a fair ’andful afore you ’ve ’ad ’im long, 

[An interval, during which the cinematograph re'presents 
various thrilling scenes from the home life of an inter- 
esting and popular young hero known to Fame as “ The 
Pat Boy of Peckham." The Fat Boy is shown reading 
the entey^rising Morning Paper, going through his 
gymnastic exei'cises, and taking tea 'with a friend of 
his own age, to the joy of the crowd, which applauds 
him enthusiastically. 

Amanda. The Fat Boy ain’t tryin’ to git inter Parliment, 
is he? 

Amandus. Not ’im. ’E ’d ’ave to grow a bit thinner fust. 

A'manda (puzzled). Then what are they sh owin’ ’is pictures 
for? 

Amandus, I dunno. Unless it’s because they think Hs 
food orter be taxed. 

[Sere the Fat Boy modestly 'makes way for announcements 
of further Liberal Gains, which are received with 
uproarious cheers. 

Lib. Good old South-west Manchester ! There ’s another 
win for the liberals ! 


Cons. No, it ain’t. That ’s a Labour Gain, that is ! " 

Lib. Well, what ’s the difference ? 

Cons. They’ll let you know that later on. Ah well. 
We nhall hear that BaIiFOUR ’s in pres^tly— 7iis seat ’s safe 
enough. 

[The Fat Boy reappears in the act of receivi'ng instruction 
from his Schoolmaster. 

Growd (with itspreyverbial fickleness). We don’t want no 
more Fat Boy! Take ’im ’ome, and give us some more 
vict’ries! 

[The screen obligingly responds with the announce'ment, 
“ BalK)UR Beaten." Demonstrations of delight. Shouts 
of “ I wouldn't leave my little ''ut for you ! ” Pore 
ole Joe I" dbc. Passengers on tops of passing buses 
stand up and wave their hats, and are frantically 
cheered by the crowd below, as they are borne on 'with 
the air of Homan Generals who have been accorded a 
triumph, 

A Spectator (whose previous remarks have been 'mostly in 
Yiddish). Goot beesinis 1 Balfour can go avay and blay now 
at de goUuL 

[He smiles with natured 'pride at the completeness mth which 
he has assimilated the humour and polities of his adopted 
country. Another interval, occupied by a cinemato- 
graph dimly illustrating “ Work and Play on a French 
battleship." 

A Young Badical (radiant, but raucous). See, they ’re ’aving 
a gime o’ leap-frog. That ’s to show their rejoicin’ over the 
lib’ral vict’ries. Good ole British Navy 1 

Gone. As it ’appens, they ain't British — they ’re Frenchies. 
And there won’t be no leap-froggin’ in the British Navy when 
they ’ear of this — ^you may lay yer life on that ! 

The Y. B. Cheer up, Matey. You ’ve got Gravesend and 
Dover — ^be content with them, and don’t be too greedy. 
’UUo, ’uUo ! Another Lib’ral Gain ! . . . And another 1 We ’re 
wipin’, the floor with you, we are 1 You ’U ’ave to change yer 
poHticB now and turn Lib’ral afore you go ’ome to-night. 

Cons. No, I shan’t — it won’t dter my views whatever 
’appens. Why should it ? 

Bystanders (sympathetically). ’E ’s right there. Let a man 
’ave the courage of ’is opinions, can't yer? 

Y. B. (waiving this point as the cinematograph starts on a 
somewhat irrelevant journey along the Canadian Pacific 
Bailway). Look at ’em all bein’ left be’ind, (He apparently 
alludes to the telegraph poles) There goes pore Balfobe, tryin’ 
to get rid of ’is Chmese pigtail ! ’Ere comes Joe — don’t ’e 
look down in the inouth ? There ’s the Official Receiver cornin’ 
next. Oo ’s this ? Why, it ’s Ole Bill Bailey, I dedaxe, orf to 
South Africa to fetch some Chin-Chin-Ohinamen to deprive 
the British workin’ man at ’ome of ’is job ! (fThe bystanders 
have hitherto failed to appreciate the precise point of these 
slightly cryptic sallies, bvl the reference to Ole Bill Bailey" at 
once establishes theYoimg Radical in the position of a popular 
humorist, and his further efforts are received 'with gro'wmg 
favour. The cinematograph vanishes abruptly, and another 
remit is annouriced. “ No Change." The circumsta'nce that the 

0 is printed a little apart from the followi'ng letters affords the 
Y. R. afresh opportunity to display his hu'mour.) what it 
sez ! “No 0 hanged.” No Conservative hanged. Well, they 
orter be anyway 1 (At first this witticism falls slightly flat, 
byl, after ckovl the seventh repetition, he is e'ncouraged bp findr- 
ing it received 'with a roar of laughter. More Liberal 'victories 
are shown on the screen and are received by a group of 
disgusted yomig Tories 'with cries of “ 'Elp ! 'Elp ! 'Elp ! " 
and ferve'nt ebrntting of one of the responses from the Litany.) 
You can’t ’elp yourselves, you can’t. ’Cause you ’ve none of 
you got votes. I’ai?e. I’ve a card in my pocket now 
invitin’ me to support the Conservative Candidate. Whidi 

1 sham’t do. Which — ^I — sham’t do! (A smart brougham 
passes on Us 'way to ^^take up" at a 'neighbouri'ng theatre.) 



Let ’im througli, ’e’s come to'drive pore Faiot ’ome ’e ’as. 
[Hie Liberal inajo7nty in the crowd is vastly dive7ied by this 
keen thrust 

A Seedy Terson with no sense of humour. Go ’ome yerself, 
instead o’ makin yerself ’oarse forkin’ rot ! 

Y: R. I see what you are. You’re a Member o’ Parliment 
I in disguise — a aristercsrat, that ’s what you are. 

S. P. {furious at this imputation). ’Ere, lemme git at ’im. 
I ’ll mike ’im prove them words. Callin’ me a aristercrat ! 

Bystanders {intei^osing). No, no. No voilence ’ere! ’E 
didn’t mean nothink by it. 

Y. R. It ’s awright, ole sport. I was wrong. I see now 
* as you don’t belong to the Gentlemanly Party. 

S. P. (mollified). I accep’ yer apology as ’andsomely as 
what you ’ve orfered it. Shike ’ands. [Peace is restored. 

Cons, (as nineteen Liberal and no Conservative gains are 
announced). 1 ’vc ’ad enough of standin’ about ’ere. I ’m for 
—but you ain’t out o’ the wood yet— things ’U go better for 
us o’ Monday. 

Y. B. Hor-hor I You ain’t down’earted — oh, no. But I 
s’y — we are moppin’ you Tories up, and no mistike, eh ? I 
expect Oamel-Baknterman is larfin’ fit to split by this time. 

Amandus (to Well, I’ve enjoyed myself a lot 

better than if we ’d gone to a music-’all, ain’t you ? 

Amanda (who hasWt). I never was partickler partial to 
them biographs meself 

[The last result for the Evening is announced^ and the 
cj'owd gradually disperses, with the pleasant anticipa- 
lion of enjoying similar gratuitous entertainments for 
several nights to come, F. A. 


A Forgotten Iteform. 

[“ The worthy Lord Basjnatine died in 1833, the year after that-eort of 
thing was rendered impracticable by the passing of Ihe Reform BiU.” — 
Daily News.’] 

Tms was something like a reform, and it is a thousand 
pities that the application of this particular section of the 
Act should apparently have gone out of fashion. 

[“ The match between the M.C C. eleven and eighteen of Middelburg 
and district ended in a victory for the winners.” — Reuter.] 

Here ’s a cheer for the victors, the victors who win, 
And a cheer for the vanquished who lose ; 

Who won or who lost, does it matter a pin ? 

Let us cheer for the news that is news. 

A OOEKESPOEDENT encloses the following communication ' 
which he has received from the Hon. Sec. of a working men’s 
club : — 

“ Dear Sir, — We shall be very pleased if you will consent to be a 
honorary, subscriber to our club.” 

This sounds a litde Hfce the “ Free Food ” which you can 
have by paying for it. 

Time— 11 p.m., Jaotaey 13th. 

Slightly Bilamous One (to perfect stranger). ’Ere, is your 
name Balfour ? 

Perfect Stranger. No, it ’s not. 

S. H. 0 (coaxingly). Go on ; say it is ! 

P. S. All right. My name ’s Balfour. 

S. B. 0. (ttnumphanily). Then ’ow’s ’ObuidgeS 
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THE WORM TURNS. 

[“It is all very well to abuse sdioolmasters, but wbat can you expect 
at the price ? In the best preparatory schools £120 a year, resident, is 
considered adequate pay for a first-class man, and things are not much 
better in the public schools. How can a teacher fail to become narrow 
when he cannot afford to buy books, to travel, or even to belong to a 
good club? As to his being outwardly conventional, what profes- 
sional man dare be otherwise ? *’ — from a aehoolmaater who has 
heen spending his holidays in digesting a volume of Kappa’s articles on 
Education^ republished from “ The Westminster Gazette.”'} 

A HARMLESS if Hot necessary pedagogue, 

I am, in self-defence let this be said, agog 
To leam how I my post may best adorn ; 

But having read the things that men like “ Kaepa ” write 
I feel I can no longer hope to map aright 
My course. Why was I born ? 

For I am one, of such there is no sparsity, 

Who did not do so badly at the Varsity, 

And on the whole I get on well with boys. 

Moreover, just to touch on matters physical, 

I ’m nqt a dipsomaniac or phthisical. 

And life has had its joys. 

In short, I always thought until quite recently 
That I was really doing very decently 
Except so far as filthy lucre goes. 

(And as to that, I may perhaps interpolate 


That I have had but little cause to chirp o’ late 
At what my pass-book shows.) 

Well, to resume (confound these trisyllabic rhymes), 

I could not think of any very shabby crimes 
That rendered me unfit to teach our youth ; 

In fact I was a mass of sdf-complacency. 

Now to my mentors I must make obeisance, I 
Have learnt at last the truth. 

A whitewashed tomb (such is the charge I see composed), 
Full of dead Bohns and other matter decomposed, 

I set to work to stunt the growing mind. 

As for the usher’s interests and views, he has ’em 
Only for show," he knows no real enthusiasm. 

And there is worse behind : 

In matters such as science and astronomy, 

In fetters and political economy, 

ignorance is crass. Sir, simply crass 1 
A thin veneer of smug respectability 
Fails to conceal my inward imbecility, 

In short I am an ass. 

Ah well, it may be we are aU past praying for, 

But in tins world one gets what one is paying for 
(That seems a fairly obvious remark) ; 

And I for onej although esgposed so cru^ingly, 

Still mean to draw my salary unblushingly, — 

That of a third-rate derk. 
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.MUSICAL NOTES. 

We are not surprised to learn that the ! 
resounding success achieved by the visit 
of the Leeds Chorus and the London 
Sympbony Orchestra to Paris, under the 
.talented conduotorship of Sir Charles 
Stanford, is about to lead to several other 
similar manifestations of the desire to 
promote international or mutual under- 
standing. Foremost amongst these is the 
patriotic attempt of the Teutonic colony in 
our midst to facilitate a pacific settlement 
of the Morocco imbroglio. To this end 
funds have been raised to enable the 
massed German bands of the Metropolis 
to proceed forthwith to Algeciras, where 
it is proposed to serenade the represen- 
tatives of the different Powers continu- 
ously during the Conference. The pro- 
gramme has not yet been finally fixed, 
but we have the best authority for stating 
that it will certainly include the Kaiser- 
marsch, the Deleasse^isette suite, and 
a new Triple Alliance concerto by Riohaed 
Strauss. Lord Aweibury, who, as one 
of the pioneers of the Anglo-German 


entente f will join the expedition, has 
arranged Mendelssohn’s “Bees’ Wed- 
ding ” for the occasion, and will, it is 
hoped, contribute an oibligato accom- 
paniment on the honey-comb. 

Another musical excursion, from which 
the happiest results are anticipated, is 
that contemplated by the M^chester 
Halle orchestra to Birmingham with a 
view to bringing the benighted denizens 
of the Midland capital into unison with 
Cottonopolis on the bumiQg question 
of the hour. Herr Dumpeedinok has 
kindly consented to conduct the orchestra, 
and Mons. Hilaire Bfjxoo will be the 
principal vocalist. Mr. Chamberi^n is 
taking a lively interest in the visit of 
the musical l^ncunians, and a recep- 
tion committee, presided over by 1^. 
L. S. Amert, is preparing to give them 
a warm welcome. 

Simultaneously with the tour of the 
Manchester band an expeditionary 
orchestral force has been mobilised at 
Birmingham, under the leadership of 


Mr. Jesse Collings, to serve the double 
purpose of filling the regrettable gap 
caused by the absence of the German 
bands from London, and of accelerating 
the repentance of those metropolitan 
boroughs which have deserted the banner 
of Tariff Reform. The Aston Villa Choir 
will form part of the force, and, though 
complete particulars are not yet avail- 
able, it is understood that no foreign 
instrumentalists will be employed, and I 
that, at Mr. Chaplin’s suggestion, a | 
special preference will be shown to per- 
formers on the Corno Inglese. 

Another Infant Prodigy. 

“ Mr. Belloo was bom in France, but 
at the early age of three months he was 
brought to Hngland and educated in 
the orthodox way at Oxford.” — Daily 
Mail. 

An “Earnest Inquirer” writes: “I 
see a book by Mr. Walter Crane adver- 
tised, entitled Ideals in A^rt. Should it 
not be “I deal in Art?” I may be 
wrong, but I do not think so.” 
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PAIRED. 

I KNEW I was In for a romance directly 
I keard tke bell ring. I opened the door, 
and a strange man fell over the mat, and 
dropped into the hall settle. 

“I o-came,” he began to pant, “ab- 
bout yonr vote.” 

“ Not at all,” I said. “ Have a drink, 
won’t yon?” My flat is on the eighth 
floor, and there is no lift ; so I always 
have to begin like this. 

“My name,” he went on nervously, 
“ is Tompson. I just came to see whether 
you could promise to vote for our man, 
Mr. Blewe, to-morrow.” 

“So Mr. Blewe is the man to vote 

forr’ 

“Mr.* Blewe, and more work, higher 
wages, a united Empire, peace with all 
the world, economy, reform, less taxes, 
more ” 

“Please,” I said, “just a moment. I 
can’t keep up with you. A united 
Empire, peace with all the world, more 
work — say, I don’t quite like that. 
More work ; let ’s leave ttiat bit out.” 

“More work for the working man. 
Why, that ’s the foundation of Mr. Blewe’s 
policy!” 

“ Ob', I see. For the working man. 
Right you are. It sounds grand.” 

“ Then we can rely upon your help ? ” 

“Wait a bit,” I said cautiously. 


“What’s Mr. Blewe going to do for 
my profession? Let’s have that quite 
clear.” 

“ What is your 

“ I am in tile wool trade.” 

Mr. Tompson beamed at me. He 
seemed glad that I was in the wool trade. 

“Why, my dear Sir,” he said, “that 
is the one trade of all others that j 
policy will assist. Vote for Mr. Blewe, 
and yon ’ll be a millionaire in no time.” 

“But look here, with such a pro- 
gramme as yours your man is absolutely 
certain to get in. You needn’t trouble 
about my vote. Wouldn’t it be rather 
kind if I gave it to Mr. Reddb, just to 
cheer the poor man up a bit ? I mean, 
where one ean be chivalrous — ^without 
hurting the cause— ^ — ” 

“ We want every vote we can get,” he 
said, “owing to the lies and misrepre- 
sentations of the other side.” 

“Ah, I see. Well, then 

“ W^, then, we can rely upon yon ? ” 
I considered for a moment. 

“ Would you mind coming back in a 
I little while?” I asked him. “Imustthink 
this out. The flite of nations seems to 
hinge on me. It ’s rather trying.” 
“Well,” said Mr. Tompson, “I have 

two or three people to see up here ” 

“That’s right. And then come in 
again.” I took him to the door. “ It ’s 
a fine day,” I said ; “ mind tiie mat.” 


“ It ’s a beautiful day,” he said, f^ng 
over the mat. 

Barely had Mr. Tompson left me, 
when there came another ring at, the 
bell. I threw open the door. 

“ How are you ? — have a drink,” I said, 
automatically, “Oh, lord,. I beg your 
pardon.” 

“My name is Jennings,” she said 
with a smile. | 

“Anyone of the name of Jbisnings,” 

I be^ idiotically, “ is sure of a welcome 
in this house. That is — ^I mean 

“No, we don’t know each other, or 
anything about each other. I’ve come 
to ask for your vote and influence on 
behalf of Mr. Relde.” 

I puUed myself together. “My in- 
fluence,” I said, “is small, but my vote 
— come in, won’t you ? ” 

“Thank you.” 

“So Mr. Rbdde is the man to vote 
for ? ” I said, when we were seated. 

“Mr. ItooE, and higher wages, 
more work, peace with afl the world, 
econcany-; — ” She paused a moment. 

“ A united Empire,” I prompted. 

Miss Jennings gave me a beautiful 
smile. 

“Why, you know!” she cried. “You 
are on our side ? ” 

I smiled back. 

“Less taxes, reform—” I went on. 

“ How you have studied the question ! ” 
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she murmured. “Then you will vote 
for Mr. Redde ? ” 

“ Wait a bit,” I said cautiously. 
“ What ’s Mr. Redde going to do for my 
profession ? Let ’s have that quite dear.” 

“ What is your ” 

“ I am in &e iron business.” 

Miss JENmfGS beamed at me. She 
seemed ddighted that I was in the iron 
business. 

“ Why,” she said, “ that is the one 
business of all others that our policy 

will help. Vote for Mr. Redde, and ” 

“ I shall be a millionaire.” 

“Yes,” said Miss Je^uungs simply. 

“ But look here,” I said ; “ with such a 
programme as yours your man is abso- 
lutely certain to get in. You hardly 
need trouble about my vote. Wouldn't 
it be rather nice if I gave it to Mr. 
Blewe? You see, the poor man — of 
course his agent will vote for him, and 
perhaps one or two relations — I think it 
would be a friendly act, seeing that the 

cause is safe ” 

Miss Jenndjgs interrupted me. 

“We want every vote we can get,” she 
said, “ owing to the lies and slanders 
of the other side.” 

“Ah, I see. WeQ,then ” 

“ Well, then, we can rdy upon you? ” 
I considered for a moment. I began 
to fed rather a brute. Because, you 

know There was a ring at the door. 

“ Excuse me,” I said ; and I went and 
brought the returned Mr. Tompson in. 
Miss jENmGS gave a little shriek. Mr. 
Tompson fell over a mat, and said 
“Bother.” j 

“Mr. Tompson, Miss Jennings,” I 
murmured, “ Miss Jennings, Mr, Tompson, 

Mr. Jennings, Miss ” 

“ Ernest ! ” cried Miss Jennings. 

“ I knew his name was Ernest,” I said 
to myself. 

“ Hilda ! ” said Mr. Tompson. 

“Hilda,” I repeated softly. I wasn’t 
a bit surprised. 

They both looked at me. 

“I will go and vote,” I said; and I 
went out and sat on the hall settle. 

“ This is a romance,” I said to myself, 
“and I’ve done it.” But it was very 
cold in the hall. 

By-and-by the door opened. 

“Well?” I said. 

“Please we’ve jjaired; for the re- 
mainder of the Session,” said Hilda. (I 
must cedi her Hilda now.) 

“We’re awfully indebted to you,” 

said Ernest. “But for you ” 

“ Rot ! ” I said. 

“And look here, I want you to vote 
for Hilda’s man, will you ? I’m sure if 
she thinks ” - 

“No, no, Ernest dear. He must vote 
for yours.” 

I stood up and coughed. 

“ I ’m afraid I haven’t got a vote,” I 
explained. 


% 




A 









Bcd / our , “Here, 1 Sir! Help! Wiut on earth is it? Another of these awful 
Labour Members ? ’* 

C.~B, “Not exactly, my dear Arthur; this is just a Clea2T Sweep ” 


EVERY MAN’S WIFE HIS OWN AGENT. 

I. 

Mrs, Oeorge PendLuijs to her friendy 
Mrs, Henry SavUle (Jan, 7). 

. . . Yes, hasn’t George made a hit ? 
Sweet and Twenty is the book of the 
season. . . I am so glad for the poor 
dear boy’s sake. Oh, I do hope he will 
work hard and make lots of money. 
Literallyy Mabel, I haven’t a thing to 
wear — and here is winter well on and 
I have no furs — ^and the drawing-room 
is so shabby. . . Worst of it is that 
George is so full of siHy notions. He 
will not take his chance. He talks about 
the dignity of literature and the self- 
respect he owes himself as an author — 
and aH that kind of thing. MLabel, dear, 
isn’t it frightful! — However, I’m 
determined that George shall use his 
chance. I mean to see that he gets all 
he can from the sharks; so I have 
appointed myself his private agent — 
Mr. Herbert Beauce-VM?, if you please. . . 

IT. 

The Editor of “ The Kingsway ” to 
Mr, Oeorge Pendluys (Jan, 11). 

. . . would be pleased if he could 


quote his terms for a short story of 5000 
words to appear in the Easter Holiday 
number of The Kingsway. Copy to be 
delivered within four weeks from date. 
Cheque on publication. . . 

III. 

Mr. HerbeH Beauchamp to the Editor of 
The Kingsway'^ (Jan. 12). 

. . . and in reply beg to state that 
Mr. Pendluys is at present on a motor 
tour with Lord Windermere and party. 
My instructions are absolute that Mr. 
Pendluys is not to be troubled with 
correspondence during his period of re- 
laxation; but on his return to town I 
shall have pleasure in submitting your 
letter to his consideration . . . 

Enclosure No. 1. Printed extracts 
from Press notices of Sweet and TwenJty 
— ^now in its 15th thousand. 

Enclosure No. 2. Portrait of Mr. Pend- 
LUYS (non-copyright), with biographical 
and personal notes. 

IV. 

Telegram (Jan. 13). 

To Beauchamp, The (drove, Chdsea, 
Please wire present address Pendluys. 

Kingsway. 
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V. XII. 

Telegram (Jan. 13). Mr. Ferlert Beauchamp to the Editor of Telegram (Jan. 23-11 A.M.). 

To Kingsicay. ^'Tlie Kingsway” (Jan. 21). Pendluya. 

Impossible instructions absolute Pend- ... I am directed by Mr. George Awaiting reply urgent. Kingswat. 
LUTS returning next week. Beauchamp. PjarnLuys to state that he is quite unable xv. 

Yj to meet you in the noatter of a short Telegram (Jan. 23 — 8 p.m.). 

The Editor of “ The Kingsway ’> to Mr. Kingeway. 

Eet^erb Beauchamp (jamU). t£t wiU ^keJp him fuUy dining with Authors’ dab 

. . . We are anxious to have a con- employed for years to come. Should ^ morning. Beauchamp. 

tribution from Mr. Pendluys in our you be still anxious, however, for a story xvi. 

Easter Holiday number, which at from his pen he can furnish you with Telegram (Jan, 24 — 1 p.m.), 

latest must go to press in six weeks, one of the required length by April, 1908. To Kingsway. 

Could you therefore inform us whether Terms thirty guineas. Cheque on sign- Sorry cannot entertain proposal. 


liSx , Pendluts has a suitable story by I ing of contract. 

him, and also give us an idea-j 

of his terms for such ? ^ 


’Mr. Herbert Beauchamp to the 
Editor of “The Kings- 
way (Jan, 17). 

... I regret to say that, in 
consequence, of the great de- 
mand for his work, Mr. Pend- 
LUTS has nothing written that 
would be at all suitable. The 
opening chapters of a new 
serial which he has been com- 
missioned to write for The 
Maflboroughy the plots of a 
series of detective stories for 
The Orb, and the rough draft 
of an article for The Quarterly, 
are all that I can find among 
his papers. Regarding possi- 
ble terms, I am only author- 
ised to state that Mr. Pend- 
LUYS lias lately refused very 
tempting offers for stories of 
the length you mention. He 
is now shooting with the Duke 
of Killieorankie in the High- 
lands . . . 


Telegram (Jan. 18 — 11 A.M.). 
To Beauchamp, 

Please wire Pendluys offer 
of fifteen guineas for story. 

Kingsway. 



Pendluys. 

xvir. 

Telegram (Jan. 24 — 2.30 P.M.). 
To PendLuys. 

Offerthirty guineas. Kingsway. 

XVIII. 

Telegram (Jan. 24 — 4 P.M.). 
To Pendluys. 

Awaiting reply telegram 
most urgent. Kingsway. 

XIX. 

Telegram (Jan, 25 — 10 A.M.). 
To Pendluys, 

Offer thirty-five guineas 
reply prepaid. Kingsway. 

XX. 

Telegram (Jan, 26 — 2 p.m.). 
To Kingsway. 

Pendluys lunching American 
Ambassador Carlton reply 
later. Beauchamp. 


Lady Canvasser. “And will toue Husband be in?” 
Wife (stolidly). “ I dtjnno, Mum. Theee ’s no bounds to ’im ! ” 


XXI. 

Telegram (Jan. 25 — 4.30 p.m.). 
To Kinysway. 

Terms impossible. Pendluys. 

XXII. 

Telegram (Jan. 25 — 5.30 P.M.). 
To Pendluys. 

Offer forty guineas cheque 
by hand by return. Kingsway. 


-5.30 P.M.). 


Telegram (Jan, 18 — 2 p.m.). 

To Kingsway. 

. Impossible instructions absolute Pend- 
luts daily expected, Beauchamp. 

X. 

Telegram (Jan. 18 — 5 p.m.). 

To Beauchamp. 


xiiT, (Jan. 26— 10.30 a.m.) 

The Editor “ The Kingsway ” to Mr. To Kingsway. 

Oeorge Pendluys (Jan. 22). special consideration accept terms 

... As already intimated, we are story cheque awaited. Pendluys. 
very anxious to include you in our 

Easter Holiday number. We are making -n -it * . tt" 

special efforts to render this a great Pendluys l^oMrs. Henry 

success, and anticipate a circulation of bavzLLe (Jan. do.) 

200,000 copies. . . ^We enclose proofs . . . You will rejoice, Map^t. dearest, 


T- - j ^ portion of our March number, from to know that our little scheme is quite 

and notes m our which you will see that we are publish- the loveliest success. The very latest 
March number? KTvriswAv :x — j • i i. tt.. 


Maxell number King-sway. ing your portrait and a special article, triumph of Herbert Beauchamp is td 

XI. and indirectlyare promising our readers draw forty guineas from a wretched 

Tehqram (Jan. 19—10.30 a.m.). ?? contribution from your pen. . . magazine 'for a poor little story that 

^ ^ Cannot you meet us m this matter? already had been declined all round, 

lo Ktngsway. We are prepared to offer you the very Picture the blushes of my poor dignified 

Can use portrait and notes in March exceptional terms of twenty-five guineas, boy ! Do come round, dearest, very soon, 

number. Beauchamp Kindly wire reply, and help me choose my winter fors. * 


Telegram (Jan. 19 — 10.30 a.m.). 
To Kingsway. 
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CMimiVARIA Officer of Health, for the County of Devon and Soiaeiset killed oighty-«even 

uriAKiyAKlA. London draws attention to the dange.rs stags. Their offence is not known. 

The Kaiser is ddighted to see from that lurk in ice. It cannot be too widely 

the way the General Election has gone known that a simple safeguard is to boil The municipality of Nice has organ- 
that his appeal to Englishmen to sho^v the ice before taking it. ised a ti oop of canine scavengers. Dogs 

more friendliness to his country has have hi en trained to drag a cord with 

not been without effect. The possibility of angling in the a brush at the end of it through the 

London parka is again mentioned by sewer-pi pes. Alarmed at the possibility 

It is denied that Mr. Balfour, on hear- several papers as something of a novelty, of being pressed into the service, num- 
ittg that the ei-Secretaiy of State for As a matter of fact, for many years the hers of (Whshunds are returning in hot 
India was also out, sent him a wire, finest stickleback fishing in the country haisfee from the Riviera every day. 

“Alas, my poor Brodder! has been enjoyed at the Round Pond, 

^ Krmsington Gardens, and only last A sleeping-car recently fell fifteen feet 

The new Liberal paper, Thf9 Tribune, ir.onth a brute almost an inch in length from lihe elevated tracks at St. Louis. 


did not start by showing a pro^Der regard I ?vas safely landed by a youngster. 

for the feelings of its inferiors. ^ 

Its first appearance was adver- ^ ^ 

tised in London on the backs | - . / / / / 

of ah bus horses — among i / // /'/' 

whom are many Conserva-| ; ^ i' / ' // • 

tives— without distinction of 

PoMcs. ; 


The Tribune, in its “ Amuse- ' 
ment Guide,** classifies plays ' 
under the headings of “ Cos- ^ 
tume Plays*’ and “ Musical [ 
Plays.” We think this is a ! 
trifle harsh. A certain amount j 
of costume is stiU worn in' 
musical plays. 

A contemporary has been 
publishing a series of explana- 
tions under the tide, “ Why I 
Lost.” It is satisfectoiy tOj 
learn that in no single instance ; 
was the def^t due to any I 
shortcoming in the candidate. ■ 

The other day it was ru-: 
moured that the Russian | 
Government, in order to i 
diveii; attention from internal : 
disorders, intended shortly to - 
embark on another war. This ; 
rumour is now strengthened. | 
The Czar has announced his ' 
intention of holding a second 
Peace Conference. I 


- •■I' 


vo-z 


^ r-. -rri 


fili 


NO/SLAVEt^' / mi 






'This just shows the danger of sleeping 
while on duty. 

In America, np- to -date 
I ■ • , burglars are bringing into 

7 play a knowledge of electricity 

, and chemistry, and it is felt 

■ ' that, seeing how arduous is 

^ the training which is now 

, / necessary in order to enable ' 

i them to practise their craft 

with any degree of success, 

I their sentences should he 

' lighter when caught. 

1^'/ Dancing is now recom- 

mended as an aid to health. 
W, From high-jinks to hygienics 

is of course a short step. 


Many horses were amused, 
the other day, to see a horse- 
shoe attached to the back of 
a motor-car for luck. 

OoloneVs Wife (to Tenant). 
Now I hope you ’ve voted for 
the Colonel. Bfe would be very 
angry if he knew you hadn’t. 

Tenant (mysteriously). Can 
you keep a secret? 

ColoneVs Wife. Oh, yes. 

Tenant. So can L 




Peace Conference. First Sandwldman. I wonder how some op them Chinese A new light is thrown on 

■ ‘Slaves’ would like this job at a bob a day?” the question of our trade rela- 

“The Kildonan Gastle 1 —— tions with Canada by a lead- 

arrived last week at Southampton with “Mr. Alfred Sutro,” we read, “saysfing article in The Montreal Daily 
one of thelargest cargoes of birds, beasts, that Mr. J. D. Rooeefellbr would lend Witness, as quoted by The Western 
and reptiles ever brought to thiscountry,” himself admirably Jis the subject of a Daily Press. “Great Britain,” says 
says a contemporary. It does not say ^eat drama.” We further beHeve that the Canadian writer, “buys from us 
much for the efficacy of the Aliens Act it is a fact that Mx. Rockefeller has about twice as much as we sell to her ! ” 
that the beasts and reptiles were allowed consented to lend himseU in considera- He does not add on what basis the bills 
to knd. tion of the enormous interest which the are made out, but it certainly looks 


to knd. tion of the enormous interest which the 

loan would ensure. 

According to TTie Lancet, the empbyees ' 

on the Underground Railway, instead We are requested to state that the 
of presenting a dull putty-coloured com- Horace SmIth, aged ten, who was bound 
plexion as was formerly the case, ^e over kst week at B^gston for robbing 
slowly hut surely assuming a healthier an antomatic machine by using brass 
tone and colour. It is even thought curtain rings instead of pennies, is 
that several who had given up all hope not the police magistrate ox the same 
of being married may go off this season, name. 

The annual report of the Medical From July to the end of last year the 


very suspicious. 

Of Bus Horses. 

(Aa used to advertise the “ Trihime.**) 
These weary workers, it is plain, 

Can never now become extinct ; 
Henceforward they must still remain 
To man inseparably linked. 

If ‘Vanguards drive them off, why then 
They re-appear as sandwich-men ! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Soprano (Macmillan), Mr. Marion Ora-wfcod’s latest noyd, 
is of curiously iiregul^ quality. It opens bnsHy, making 
the charmed reader acquainted with two diiStinctly new ^d 
interesting characters. One is the Bonanni, the fat prima 
donna ; the other, Logotheti, a Greek financier, transplanted 
to Paris. The latter is a fine realisation of the sensuous, 
cultured Greek, bringing the hereditary ^ instinct of ^ a 
thousand years into everyday life at Paris. My Baronite 
recognises in this creation one of Mr. Grawtord’s ' most 
ambitious and most successful efforts. The accoimt of the 
Greek’s rough wooing of Margaret Donne, the budding prima 
donna, is done with vivid realism. It is all excellent, the 
story briskly rattling on its way up to the time Margaret 
attends rehearsals previous to her debut. Then Mr. ORAWiORn 
seems suddenly to grow aweary of the puppets of his imagi- 
nation, dawdles on through some uninspired chapters, and 
■finflUy disposes of the whole affair by a melodramatic plot of 
abduction. He hints at intention of continuing the story. 
He had better begin again at the end of Chapter XVI., j 
bestowing upon charity the four chapters that stand in the 
printed book. 

In The Winnhig of Winifred — pity that “Winsome” is 
omitted as epiUhet to the heroine’s name— Mr. Louis Tracy has 
given us a Eomance of Bonnie Scotland Yard which will find 
favour with those who, remembering Dickens’s masterly por- 
trait of Mr. Bucket, delight in stories where the main interest 
is centred in the professional detection of crime. In ^s 
cleverly plotted novel, written in plain, unvarnished fashion, 
we are introduced to a grave-faced, elderly man, who, while 
seated in a comfortably furnished room of &e Chief Police 
Office, has a peculiar way of peering at a visitor through his 
spectacles. This is one of the chiefs of the Criminal Investi- 
gation Department. Also we make the acquaintance of 
detective Winter, “ whose process,” as TponoRE Hook sang 
about a tax-cohector of the same name, “ is summary” when 
dealing witih such scoundrels as harass the Worried and 
Wirtuous Winifred. It is published by F. V. WnriE & Co. 
but, as it is essentially a story about a police affair, it shouldi 
have been brought out by Constable. 


A delightful book of Devonshire Poetry— quite a big tin 
of Devonshire Cream — ^is Up~Along and Down-Along, by Eden 
P siiiLPOTTS, with illustrations by Claude A. Shepperson, R.I. 
(Methuen & Co.). The first poem (inspired probably by “ La 
vie est breve, Un peu d’amour,”) arrets our attention and 
gives us the key-note of the composition. Mr. Shepperson 
has set himself to illustrate the second line, “ A H’l suckin’ ; 
a li’l Bleepin’,” which, taking it out of Devonian dialect, 
means that the babe is alternating refreshment and rest. 
Mr. Shepperson represents a poor woman seated most un- 
coEofortably, not to say dangerously, on a rocky proj^tion, 
as she dasps to her breast with her right arm (invisible) 
a queer-shaped bundle, presumably her infant, whUe from 
under her left arm appears a something white, which may 
be either a dead ferret, a seagull, or an old rag. Should 
the woman lose her balance, then down go mother, baby 
and all, into the valley, hundreds of feet below! But to 
“ Cockcrow,” the second poem, the illustration of a landslip 
is admirable. It is, indeed, a fine specimen of Mr. Shepperson 
at his best, as are also “A Devon Courting,” No. HI., and, 
but for its mystification of figures. No. VI., “Hymn to 
Pomona.” Surely Mr. Eden Phillpotts does not wish us to 
believe that even the most private love affairs are conducted 
in so questionable a manner in any respectable Devon 
orchard? Are not aU Devonshire orchards models of 
■ respectability ? Every one of titiem is a Paradise before the 
fall of the apple. Isn’t it so, Mr. Eden? 


In The Silent Passenger (John Long) G. W. Appleton gives 
us a sensational story, humorously told. It is decidedly inter- 
estmg until the complications become somewhat puzzling. 
But the tone of the hero, pleasantly recounting his adven- 
tures in the First Person Singular (which description repre- 
sents him exactly), is so buoyant throughout all the tragic 
difficulties, that ihe reader, inoculated with the author’s 
cheerfuhiess, cannot withhold his sympathy, but sin- 
cerely wishes him a satisfactory issue out of his many 
troubles. A great point in his favour is his fidelity to the un- 
I known “ lady of his love.” In spite of evil report “ his Heart 
is true to Poll.” The Baron is sure that any lover of mystery 
will grapple with this story, and stick to it up to the climax. 
If then he is able to give a correct pricis of this sensational 
plot, the Baron will regret that, in the appreciative student of 
Mr. Appleton’s work, Ihe public will have been deprived of 
the services of a first-rate detective. 


SouLTwilight (John Long), the title that Lucas Cleeve has 
chosen for her latest novd, is not, to the Baron’s mind, a par- 
ticularly happy one, if indeed it be happy at all. Its meaning 
is for from dear, nor is it elucidated by the story that the 
authoress has set hersdf to teU. A wife “ with a hunted look,” 
and her husband, who, after her stupid, mischief-making, self- 
imposed confession to him, “ sits motionless with half-dosed 
eyes,” are the two principal characters. “ They two alone in 
the dark, he and she.” Fancy that! The story is only 
another well-arranged variation on the old original theme 
of the moral excise penalty imposed upon illidt passion 
that has been smuggled into the Jiome, labelled “Love.” It 
is well told ; and although there be a waste of words, yet are 
there oases in the desert most refreshing to the earnest travdler. 
Lucas Cleeve presents us with two powerfully drawn types, 
Goralie Maxwell, “ in society,” and George Conyers, out of 
it. This writer’s ladies have a way of “extending both 
hands ” to visitors ; lAllian does it, Goralie Maxwell does it : 
it is effective now and then : specially in strongly dramatic 
scenes, of which there are seyewd striking specimens in this 
novel ; otherwise such action 
is merdy theatrical gush, mean- 
ing nothing. Why Lillian’s 
faSier, a philosophic muddle- 
head, who seems somehow to 
have strayed out of an early 
Meredithian novel, and then lost 
his character, should be brought 
in, it is difficult to determine: 
he does not hdp the story, rather 
impedes its narration. The Baron 
I recommends Soul-Twilight, not 
las Lucas Cleevb’s best, but as 
[one of her second best, and 
' worth the reading at that. 


Looks Kather Black. 

Last Friday at Marylebone Police Court an dectrician was 
sentenced to six months’ imprisonment for stealing, among 
other things, a pair of trousers which the thief averred he 
had found in the cellar. An unimpeachable witness, the 
butler, testified that the artides of dothing in question did 
undoubtedly bdong to his master, Mr. Justice Walton. 
Whereupon observed Mr. Plowden, “ The Judge does not 
dress in the cellar, I suppose ? ” The Butler did not reply. 
He neither affirmed nor denied. So perhaps the Judge did 
dress in the coal cdlar, when studying Coke, or examinmg 
cases of Lyttleton. ^ Whatever may become of the coals, so 
prudent a butler will never get the sack. 


Mono FOR TmA and future Paruamentb. — **Lcihar omnia vincit,” 
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of the coast-defence forts with 6-m. and is expected that they will soon sober 
UrlARIVAKIA. guns has caused a dear old lady to down. 

The victory of the Liberals is really write and ask whether these are the new 
more extensive than many persons short rifles of which she has heard so We understand that the sentence of 

imagine. Not only did they poll more much. imprisonment passed on Willett, the 

votes, but they are also said to have ^ ^ Pirate King, carries with it the loss of 

broken more windows, thrown more It is not the intention of the Admiralty, his title, 
mud, and told — ^well, fewer truths, than when the Dread>ioiujht is launched, to 

all the other parties combined. issue details of this new battleship. We “Photographs of sweethearts on finger- 

^ are, however, at liberty to state that she nails ” is, according to a contemporary, 

Mr. Justice Grantham has enunciated is hir larger than a torpedo-boat. Society’s latest fad, and we are all agog 

a theory that the diminution in the with excitement to know whether it will 

number of criminals in gaol just now We understand that, to avoid the incon- spread to toes. 


We understand that the sentence of 
imprisonment passed on Willett, the 
Pirate King, carries with it the loss of 


is due to the excitement about 
the Election. The huge 
Liberal majorities are cer- 
tainly difficult to account for. 

And there is no doubt of 
one thing, namely, that the 
Liberals understandthelabour- 
ing classes better than their 
rivals do. The Tariff Re- 
formers made the great mis- 
take of offering the British 
Workman more work. 

It is a nice question whether 
beribboned dogs are always a 
help to a candidate. A feature 
of at least one Election was a 
desperate fight between two 
of these quadrupeds, both of 
whom were decked out in blue 
favours. 

In a wrestHng match at the 
Lyceum, last week. Smith de- 
feated Smith. Here we have 
the General Election in a nut- 
shell. 

The National Liberal Club 
proposes to give a banquet to 
the Liberal and Labour Mem- 
bers. To preserve order, we 
understand policemen will be 
placed between the friends 
wherever they would other- 
wise be next to one another. 



A popular Bradford cab- 
horse who had been con- 
demned to be shot took part 
in a procession to the place 
of his execution. He is re- 
ported to have thought it a 
nice funeral. 

The French Authors* So- 
ciety is preparing a scheme 
which, if extended to Eng- 
land, should make theatre- 
going, even with us, a plea- 
sure. Attached to the theatre 
will be roomy corridors, large 
smoking - rooms, telephone 
call - rooms, reading - rooms , 
and restaurants, and it will 
not be necessary to see the 
play at aU. 

On the site of a Roman 
encampment at Warborough, 
Wiltshire, an ancient ring 
has been found which, from 
its inscription, is believed to 
have belonged to Bdereied, 
King of Mercia. As there is 
no record in history of ^ His 
Majesty ’s having lost it, it is 
thought that he must have 
intentionally buerried it. 


Parliamentary Intelligence. 

There is, we understand, no 
foundation for the rumour 
that Mr. Bottomlei has 


addition to a Labour The L.0.0. recently voted a sum of money fob putoinq up sign- ^ ^ throughout 

Bo&nnfl TO pomT Tma wat to the nearest river-pier. Economy being peiix 


Po-rfv wa a-PA a-n-naron+l-o- +n BOARDS TO POINT THE WAT TO THE NEAREST RIVER-PIER. HjOONOMY BEING 

O®* the day, why NOT MAXE USE OF OUR PUBLIC [STATUES-- 

have a Belabour Rarty. Oolong such as one of those eouiiid the Gladstone pedestal in the Strand ? 

Saunderson has been presented ; ; 

by some admiring Orange-men with a [ venience of overcrowding, King j^oNSO 

stout blackthorn. suggested that the representatives of “ Parti 


the session with Mr. Marks. 


A Novel Situation. 


The London County Council’s steam- committee of six to watch his courtship. 

boat policy has resulted in a loss of 

£51,205 to the ratepayers. And it is A lady who made a provision in her 
now stated that the efficiency of the ‘ wiR for the erection of an artistic monu- 
L.0.0. will be seriously impaired by the ' ment in London has been declared by the 
election of a number of its members to ' Court to have been of unsound mind. 


suggested that the representatives of “ Partridge Wyandotte Hens, Pullets, 
the various newspapers should elect a oross-bred wishes a situation as Indoor 
committee of six to watch his courtship. Servant or Hotel Incubator and Foster- 
Mother .” — Irish Times. 


the House of Commons. Nothing is 
said about the effect of this change on With reference to the half-a^ozen 
the efficiency of the House of Commons, carriages which jumped the rails on 

the District Railway last week, we are 

The announcement that the War informed that, being new carriages, they 


The Servant Problem— >A Solution. 

W ANTED — Competent Young Nurse, for 
one child, good chance; man kept. 
[Daily News Advertiser (Vancouver). 


A Idttle Liate for the Pair? 
“Agitator wanted. Capacity about 600 


Department intends to re-arm the whole ' were naturally young and frisky, but it 1 gallons.” — Glasgow Herald. 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

I THiiTB: if I were intoxicated with, success I should never 
go to Maubice Pestoeeby in the hope of having a fresh 
garland twined in my hair. I should as soon think of 
putting my head under a pump ; so temperate he is, and so 
potent a cause of temperance in others. To breathe his 
atmosphere is to be reduced from boiling point, or raised 
from zero, to a steady mean of 55° Fahrenheit. With too 
much imagination to take up tacitly his heritage of Con- 
servatism, and with too nice a sense of humour and too 
catholic a gift for seeing things from all points of view to 
make a perfect Radical, he has reached, through much 
searching of the heart, to the detached status of a Cross- 
bencher ; of what the Americans, with their happier feeling 
for euphony, have styled a Mugwump. To him, then, I 
went, as to a dweller in Gilead, for philosophic halm. 

“ Well,” I said, “ the pendulum has swung to some purpose.” 

“Pendulum,” said Peenderby, “is hardly the word. It 
implies a simple reaction in obedience to Nature’s unchallenged 
laws. "What has happened to you, in the fine, figurative 
language of Mr. Hoeridge, the better man than Arthur 
Balfour (Manchester has said he is, and what Manchester 
says to-day, England, etc., etc.) ‘ is not a defeat ; it is not a 
rout ; it ’s a dehddeJ And you have yourselves largely to 
thank. In 1900 you refused to give Nature a chance of running I 
her natural course ; you preferred to make your now notorious 
khaki appeal. I don’t blame you. After all, your side has so 
small a repeti;oire of appeals to popular passion. The Empire is 
about the only one ; while the others have a score of them — 
free breakfasts, no taxes for the poor, abolition of the rich, 
universal suffrage for man and beast, and aU the rest of it. 
Well, in 1900 you presented your solitary appeal, the last 
that is likely to he made in our generation to the patriotic 
instincts of the race, with any hope of success. But it meant, 
as I say, the damming of Nature’s course. Nature does not 
like dams, and she has had her revenge. The thing has 
burst, and the ancient landmarks, even the back-to-the-land- 
marks, such as Heisry Chaplin, are swept away.” 

“ But what about our successes in foreign policy ? ” 

“ My dear man,” replied PaBiirDERBy with a quiet note of 
pity in his voice, “have you yet to learn that a Government’s 
virtues are accounted a gift of fortune to the country at 
large ; only its sins remain its own. In point of fact, the 
last two years, the period which has seen your greatest 
diplomatic triumphs, — ^the entente with France, and the 
second Japanese alliance — ^have been fatal to your chances. 
They robbed you of the one argument on which you might 
have rested your claim to be returned to power, namely, the 
fear of foreign complications. They left the coimtry free to 
rivet its attention on its pockets and its stomach.” 

“Then you think,” said I, “that Free Trade has been the 
single issue at this Election ? ” 

“I tliink nothing of the kind,” said Prendeeby. “Short 
of a referendum there is no human means available for 
accurately gauging the nation’s views on any single issue. 
Our so-c^ed appeals to the country are usdess for this 
purpose, because they are allowed to determine the fete of a 
Government; and that means that all sorts of extraneous 
issues are introduced.” 

‘‘And why,” T asked, “don’t we adopt this elementary 
device of the referendum 9 ” 

“ For the good reason,” said PaEsmERBY, “ that English politi- 
cians have always regarded the opinion of the nation as the 
last thing to be directly consulted as to what is good for it. 
We make a point of mixing our issues so as to confuse its 
judgment. If, and when, ^e average British citizen attains 
to the inteUigenee, say, of a Norwegian, we shall adopt the 
referendum. Members will be elected on general principles, 
and then, if anew question suddenly arises, such as this of Tariff 


Reform, the Government of the day will ask for the nation’s 
special mandate, without resigning or dissolving ; will accept 
its verdict for or against, and go on governing as usual. 
As it is, with our present antiquated system, we cannot tell 
whether this last Election has turned on Tariff Reform, or 
Education, or the Trades Disputes BiU, or Trams, or Chinese 
Labour, or any of a dozen other issues, or just an amalgam 
of the lot. But of one thing I am confident, that, apart 
from the victories of your friends and mine, and perhaps a 
few others, this Election has not turned on the personality 
of candidates. You remember a Radical called Cobden Blogg 
of our year at the ’Varsity ? ” 

“The Non-Coll. man that made noises at the Union? ” 

“ The same. Well, he got in for some borough with a new 
lower-middle-dass electorate at one of the earliest polls. The 
man he threw out had a touch of true statesmanship, and was 
regarded by the best judges on both sides of the House as 
likely to have a brilliant career. On the day after the Election 
I happened to meet Blogg, flushed and perky, just outside the 
National Liberal Club, where he was about to enter and receive 
the acclamations of the hall-porter. One may sometimes trace a 
certain modesty in a victor’s eye, when he attributes his triumph 
to the virtue of his cause, lather than his own. No such sign 
of humility tempered the elation of Blogg. He had the air of 
a man convinced that his personal valour had done it ; that 
the people, by an unerring sagacity, had chosen the better 
candidate. I thought again of the recorded words of Mr. 
Hoeridge, in his hour of triumph: ‘I have aimed at the 
Leader of the Unionist Party, and I have laid him low I ’ 

“ Ten days later, when the Liberal majority was well over 
300, I met Blogg again. I fancied I detected a hint of 
chagrin about the sg^uare setting of his resolute jaw. ‘ Our 
numbers,’ he said jocosely, ‘are getting almost unwieldy. 
Some of us gave the party too good a start ! ’ He carried 
it off with the jaunty good humour of a giant who cannot 
always control his strength to a nicety. But I could easily 
guess what hitter reflections underlay this confession of 
superfluous force. I could see how annoyed he was t^t his 
own triumph should lose its distinction through the success 
of Just imybody who had stood for the popular cause. 

; Thoughtless people would come to bdieve that he, no less 
! than his party, had been borne to haven, with scarce a voice 
in ^e matter, by the same impersonal flood-tide that wrecked 
their adversaries on the rocks. 

I “ I confess I derived a sneaking pleasure from the damaged 
1 conceit of Cobden Bix)GG. On the other hand there are some 
new Liberal Members (I speak of my personal Mends) with 
enough of individual charm and distinction to carry them to 
victory any day on their own merits ; and ‘in the very act of 
congratulation I Imve felt that it must a little blunt the 
sharpness of their joy to reflect into how strange a eolluvies 
of odds and ends this same flood-tide has washed them. 
Curiously enough, I have not found them so sensitive to their 
surroundings as I coidd have wished. However, time will 
tefl.” 

“I can hardly doubt it,” I said. “The future, indeed, 
looms full of promise. When the first sharp shock of defeat 
is over, I shaU find it a very true ‘ bliss to be alive.’ ” 

“ ‘ But to be young were very heaven ! ’ ” added Preeidebbt, 
and sighed. 

“There I differ,” I said, almost cheerfully. “For the first 
time I draw solace from the feet that I am past my prime. I 
want to assist at the next Act or so of this drama, but not to 
live to see the end. 

“And now, my dear Pbendeebt, I go ; but I shaU’shortly 
return to get your answer to a conundrum whose solution has 
so fer been beyond me. I desire particularly — assuming that 
Free^ Trade has been, as the Free Trade Party asserts, the 
dominant, if not the sole, issue at this Election— I desire 
particularly to know how it is that, while you, with your 
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Nemiia Player (deprecatingly playing card) “I really don’t know what to play. I’m afraid I’ve made a fool of myself.” 
Partner (re-assuringly), “Tjecat’s all right. I don’t see what else you could have done! ” 


intelligence and wide reading in economics, stiU find the 
arguments for Free and Fair Trade almost evenly balanced, and 
hesitate to aUy yourself with either camp, I find that the yokel, 
the bus-condxLCtor, the bagman, and tiie bargee have found 
no sort of difficulty in making up their minds on this abstruse 
question at the first time of hearing, but have readily 
brought their intellects into line wili. the policy of the 
Liberal leaders. ^Please think this out, my dear Prenderbt ; 
and so farewell.” 

I went my way, somewhat relieved, but not completdy light- 
hearted. To speak truth, I Mt that Pbendebby had need- 
lesdy dissimulated his sense of humour. Had I not known 
him well I might have doubted whether, after all, he had 
been so abundantly dowered with this priceless gift. Perhaps , 
title occasion did not encourage facetiousness. With men of | 
his temperate mode of thought, flood-tides and the like often I 
make for depression. But this should correct itself. I 
would give him another chance at a further sitting. 0, S. 

Scene — Early closing distrid:. 

Candidate (rather tired of lieeMing, to Scots audience, exclu- 
sively male and nonAeetotal). Well, gentlemen, I am enjoying 
this Meeting very much, but in view of the fact that it is now 
9-30 and some of you will have some little — er — shopping to do, 
I propose [Oeneral rush for doors, 

AcooBDiKa to The Nottingham Evening News the recent 
fire at Trent College “ is supposed to have originated from 
the burning of a mistress put to air before a gas-stove in 
the music-room.” We are very glad to learn that no one, 
not even the lady who was being aired, suffered the least 
injury. But it was a ri^y experiment. 


THE OAiTDIDATE’S GLOSSARY. 

(For Use at Future Elections.) 

“ Gentlemen ” means Your supporters. 

“ A section of political hooli- I /tti .i » 
gans” ... f” The other man’s. 

“ One who has ever at 1 xr 

heart f » 

“ An individual (laughtei*) ) rr- 
who shall be namdess ” j ” 

se rionsly^ ^ „ That he is a liar. 

ThathehascaUedyouone. 

“Enthusiasm for thecause” I „ That your side has 

i smashed his windows. 

“ Bounders with brickbats ” I „ That his side has smashed 

“ In seconding resolution can ^ yours, 

both sides .... strictly \ 

lonotmibk” ... .:.J *c»»£™dulbi..l 

A»W«ri«rI»rjo.£ 

“ A result by no means with- ] rv 4 ? v 
out encouragement ” ... J ” One for him, 

Itefllected Glory. 

First Woman, Who cares for you ? It not so long since 
you was pulled up before the Bench for assault, and fined. 

Second Woman, You mind what you *re saying. My Bill 's 
a Hem. P. now 1 


That your side has 
smashed his windows. 

That his side has smashed 
yours. 

If we could only prove 
those five shillings ! 
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A PROFESSION OF FAITH. 

“You don’t mean to tell me yon have 
given up art!” I asked, in surprise. 
Considering the season, the day was an 
ideal one for his profession, yet he was 
not sitting heside his chalk masterpieces 
on the pavement at the comer of Burgess 
Street, as was usual at this hour, but 
lolling c(5nifortably on one of the benches 
in the TothiU Square Recreation Ground, 
communing luxuriously with his pipe. 
I had not seen him for some months, 
and it struck me he had grown rosier 
and stouter. “ Surely they liave not 
had the heart to move you on ? ” I asked 
again. 

“When’ll there be another Gen’ral 
Eleckshun — d’you 'appen to know?” he 
said, ignoring my question. 

I told him that, considering the 
Government’s majority, diere was no 
likelihood of one for some years to 
come. 

“ An’ you don’t ’appen to recall when 
it’ll be the Book er Wellin’ton’s cen- 
teenery ? ” 

I told him that I believed it would 
not occur until 1952 or thereabouts. 

“ That *s bad,” he ruminated. “ Then 
I shall just ’ave to make shift with 
funerals. They’re alius dyin’ — ^that’s 
one comfort.” I sat down at the other 
end of the bench and waited. 

“Changed my perfession since I see 
you,” he explained, shifting his wooden 
leg to an easier posture. “Young man 
what used to do my drorin’s got pinched. 
Gent’s dressin’ case. Paddin’ton Station. 
Six months they give ’im. So, o’ course, 
I ’ad to make a change. Sold the pitch 
for two quid to a chap what does ’is own 
drorin’s.” 

“Then what are you doing now?” I 
asked. “ Bootlaces ? ” 

“Bootlaces!” His contempt was 
terrible. “What d’ yer take me for? 
Bootlaces!! Not much. I’ve been workin’ 
the crahds. No, I don* mean what you 
mean. I don’ ’old with doin’ things 
you’n be ashamed of doin’ if you’re 
twigged a-doin’ of ’em. My sister 
Beller been an’ married into the second- 
’and clothes line. Yaux’aU Bridge way. 
She put me up to it— and that there 
Nelson centeenery. Remember the day; 
all them crahds was in the Square ? I 
was a Greenidge pensh’ner that day. 
Just stood under the Column — ^you know, 
like I ’d forgot where I was. An’ cried, 
an’ every two or three minutes I ’d pull 
myself up straight, wooden leg foremost, 
an’ take me ’at in me ’and an’ saloot, 
with the tears a streamin’ down me face. 
Close on two quid, I made, inside of 
two hours. Never said a word, mind 
you. They just come sidlin’ up an’ 
dipped it into my ’and, like they was 
ashamed. There was a Erenchie there, 
too. Tried to kiss me, ’e did. An’ no 


end of old lydies with their shiHin’s 
an’ sixpences, Orlright -it was.” 

“I suppose they mistook you for one 
of Nelson’s crew ? ” I said. 

“ Shouldn’t wonder if they did— now 
you come to mention it,” he agreed. 

“ But die General Election ? ” 

“ Oh— that. When they was showin’ 
the figgers —for ’oo ’d won ’ere in London, 
you know. ’Eaps of people waitin’ 
abaht. I was there, night after night, 
I was. In the crahd. An’, as they put 
up the figgers, I ’d keep my eyes open 
for any benevolent old gent as was 
dancin’ with joy, like lots of ’em did — 
an’ I’d say to ’im, ‘I’m a bit short- 
sighted, I am. Would yer be so good 
as to me ’oo’s won ? ’ An’ when ’e 
tol’ me, I ’d lift my ’at in my ’ands an’ 
say, ‘ ’Eaven be thanked ’ * twice over — 
reverent like — ‘ that I ’ave lived ter see 
this day ! ’ Ten ter one ’e ’d part at 
that. An’ if ’e didn’ I ’d go on ter tell 
’im— sobbin’ quiet like, that I’d been 
! a life-long victim to cheap foreign labour 
under Free Trade, or that I could 
remember the awful times we used ter 
suffer under the cnde old days er Pro- 
teckshun, accordin’ to which side ’ad 
won. Beller put me up to the patter — 
she’s a wonder is Beller, an’ nothin’ 
shorter. Did it pay me? I should 
smile. I on’y wish they’d ’ave a 
General Eleckshun every three weeks 
er so.” 

“1 didn’t know you were short- 
sighted,” I commented. He only shook 
his venerable locks at me reprovingly. 
“ They carn’t ’elp dyin’ though — all the 
time — some of ’em.” 

“ You mean Members of Parliament ? ” 
I asked, somewhat puzzled. 

“Don’ mind ’oo they are, so long’s 
they ’re well enough known to draw a 
crahd. I’m got up all in black, wif a 
’at-band. Shabby, but very cleau — pore 
but honest, like it might be. ’Angs 
abaht ahtside the church — or the ceming- 
tery — ^like I wanted to get in, but too 
’umble-minded. Cryin’ ? What do you 
think? An’ a talkin’ to myself. ‘So 
good he was to me,’ like that. You 
don’t ’appen to ’ave ’eard of anyone as 
is likely? Bein’ ill?” 

I could not think of anyone at the 
moment. 

“ On’y fault I ’ve got ter find with it — 
it means such a lot er ’angin’ abaht an’ 
waitin’. I ’ad ’oped there might a been 
somethin’ to be done wif the Dook er 
Welt^in’ton — ’tween now an’ Benkolidy. 
Beller’s got a Chelsea Pensh’ner’s rig- 
out as does me a treat. Anyway, it ’s a 
sight better ’n settin’ all ’unched up on 
the col’ paveiuings. With always the 
chanst of someone cornin’ along a-arstin’ 
of you to do somethin’ right ojff out of 
your ’^d. Wotsay ? ” 

I said I thought there was no douht 
about it. 


HTTEBCEFIED COBBESFONDENCE. 

Mr, Winston Churchill to Lord Elgin. 

Dear Ei^gin, — ^If you will call at my 
house to-morrow morning at ten, I shall 
be pleased to give you my instructions 
regarding the Government’s Colonial 
Policy for the coming year. 

Yours faithfully, 

Winston Churchill. 

Mr, H, 0, Arnold-Forster to 
Mr, St, John Brodnek, 

My dear Brodrick, — Words cannot 
express my feelings on hearing of your 
defeat. However, although you will not 
he amongst us, whenever the defects of 
the War Office come up for discussion 
in the House I shall think of you. 

Believe me to be as much yours as 
ever, H. 0. Arnold-Forster. 

Sir Benry Garrvplell-Banrte)'man to 
Lcyrd Bosehei^, 

MydearRosebbry, — ^In your regrettable 
absence we have done as well as might 
have been expected. 

I am writing to say that I am on the 
look-out for a new Junior Lord of the 
Treasury, Freeman-Thomas having been 
defeated. If, therefore, you care to 
accept the position pro tern, (until, in 
fact, Thomas finds another seat) I shall 
be glad to recommend your name. 

Yours, H. Campbell-Bannerman. 


“THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE.” 

{From our Spec',al Correspondent at Biarritz. 

Dated Jan. 26, 1900.) 

To-day lias been a day of events. At 
10.30 1 motored on my 80-h.p. Pantard, 
disguised as an Archduke, to the Villa 
Mouriscot. A queue of 130 journalists 
were waiting at the gates to send in 
their cards. I thought the number of 
gendarmes present, twenty and a ser- 
geant, ridiculously inadequate. We got 
through the gates with little difficulty. 
They were only of cast-iron, not wrought. 

Wliile spinning up the avenue to the 
house I was snap-shotted five times from 
behind evergreen slinibs, and once by 
The Daily Tit-Bi^s representative dis- 
guised as a cork-tree. The disguise 
was very tolerably carried out, but a 
u i fi -i I 'll -gra I I y pole only half-hidden 
in the branches was slightly injudicious. 
We gave him a clear four inches. 

My motor was at the door of tlie ViUa 
almost before tlie gendarmes at the gate 
had picked themselves up. Hinging 
my sable cloak and some gold to the 
flunkeys, I strode through the haU. I 
quickly noted that the grandfether-clock 
was occupied by the corre^ondent of 
Le Eig-Lif. A beginner. iStther vieux 
jeUf this device. 

A major-domo advanced towards me, 
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and Trith an imperious wave of the 
hand I bade him conduct me instanter 
to the Royal presence. He demurred. 
“ The young Princess and His Majesty 
were alone in the di-awing-room and on 
no account to be disturbed,” he said. 
However, I pacified him. 

Striding onwards, I reached the door 
of the drawing-room. It was closed, 
and the key was in the lock. A muffled 
whispering through the crack of the 
door tantalised me greatly. I took out 
part of a panel with my centre-bit. It 
was a not unhandy piece of work. 

The Royal pair were there, as the 
enclosed film will show. I had to give 
a somewhat lengthy exposure, on account 
of the subdued lighting of the room, 
The fumes of chlorofonn wafted to me 
from the prostrate major-domo were a 
little trying. 

My interview — ^if one might so term 
it — ^was prematurely cut short through 
the crass stupidity of the Eig-IAf man, 
who rang twelve chimes on the grand- 
father-dbck instead of deven. The 
Royal couple started up hastily, and I 
became entangled in the skeleton-legs 
of my camera, thus falling an easy prey 
to King Alfonso. 

I escaped from prison after lunch, 
with the loss of my gun-cotton hand- 
kerchief. 

Later , — I hear that 2000 tons of 
barbed-wire fencing and a battery of 
pom-poms are being hurried down the 
Ene fo)m Bordeaux, but you may reckon 
with certainty on a further communica- 
tion from your devoted correspondent. 


INTERLUDE. 

^ “Non, si male nunc, et olim 
Sic erit.” 

Now that the chains of office fdl 
From your unfettered hands, 
North Berwick and St. Andrews call 
You to their yellow sands. 

No Fiscal Bogey there shall shock. 
No faithless clique betray ; 

Nor any spiteful motions block 
The order of the day. 



THE LAST SHOOT OF THE SEASON. 


(Pheasants coining very high over tall trees!) 

Gun {after tweUe successive misses). “Beastly things must be out of ilujgb. Ougite to 

BE SHOT PROM THE OXHEE SIDE.” 

Loader, “ What other side, Sie ? ” Gun. “ Sxr, of oouese ! ” 


No Party Whips the strokes shall tell ; 

No need on either side 
Of the shrill summons of a beU, 

Or closure, to divide. 

No standing orders for your stance ; 

No Terrace for your tee ; 

No Speaker’s eye to catch the glance 
That on your ball should be. 

Your fault alone if you must fear 
The influence of the Press, — 

Not the whole world, one tiny sphere 
Is all you need address. 

Tighten your grip ! Standfast! Correct 
What points correction need ; 

To keep the honour, recollect 
You must retain the lead. 


Then when all faults have found a cure. 
When Fortune’s ceased to frown. 
When all your drives fly far and sure, 
And all your putts go down. 
Approach St. Stephen’s Green, to match 
SkiR against strength, and win I 
And don’t forget the wise old catch, 

“ Up never, never In.” 


Political Intelligence. 

At a meeting in Radnorshire someone 
bored the gaspipes, with the result that, 
according to The Morning Leader, “ gas 
was escaping.” As a rule at political 
meetings the escape of gas is the cause 
and not the result of the boring. 


a/LoTe Commercial Candour. 


“ The Editress of the , No. 1 out on 

Friday, will ^ire £10 in prizes to the news- 
agent who (Splays her journal to tlie best 

advantage The will be the best 

sell of the week.” 


Another Hew Paper. 

It is rumoured that a rival to The 
Westminster Gazette is about to be 
started entitled The Exminister Gazette. 
It will be edited by Mr. Balfour and 
sub-edited by Mr. Lyttelton; while 
among ihe contributors will be Mir. 
Bbodbiok and Lord Stanley. It will be 
printed on very green paper. 
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“OUT-HERODINQ * HEROD/” 

Certainly, with. Nei^o at His Majesty’s Mr. Steiphbn Phillips 
has gone one better than with his Eerod at the same theatre. 
So also has Mr. Beerbohm Tree. A sjjlendid spectacle. But 
a play, in the full sense of interesting and thrilling plot 
dramatically carried out, it is not. Women and men may 
come and go, may talk much, and so admirably dehver the 
lines that poet Stephen Phillips has given them as justly 
to win the heartiest appreciation of a highly intelligent 
audience, and to receive thoroughly well-merited applause; 
but, with the exception of three notable situations, two of 
which are most powerful, there is very little dramatic action 
in this play. Though there be great dramatic effect, dramatic 
continuity and development of character, yet are these not 
'‘butchered,” but sacrificed, with grandest ceremonial rites, 
“ to make a Roman holiday.” 

It is difi&cult to see where Mr. Stephen Phillips has given 
Mr. Tree, as Nero, any one really fine scene. Mr. Tree’s 
make-up is most artistic ; as years progress, sensuality and 
cruelty hne his painted face, and he looks what Nero was, a 
monster of depravity, in whom the light of conscience had 
been extinguished for ever. 

Mrs. Tree, as Agrippina, Nero’s mother, has a distinctly 
fine part, and plays it admirably. It may not be a perfect 
performance, but whether some apparent imperfections are 
to be considered as attributes of the character, or not, is 
a question that cannot be determined off-hand after only 
witnessing a premiere. 

The most sensational situation is the sudden death, by 
poison, of young Bntannieus, Mr. Esme Peboy, whose fell, 
headlong down the marble steps, absolutely struck terror 
into the audience. “ Oh, what a M was there ! ” ^ It will be 
ever memorable in histrionic annals. Fine, too, is the end 
of this Act, where Nero, the conscience-stricken fratricide, 
confronts his mother, and makes her responsible for his 
guilt, as the curtain falls on a scene of wild disorder. 

The strongest dramatic effect in the play is powerfully 
impressed on the audience by the acting of Miss Oonbtanoe 
Collier as Poppcea, and of Mr. 0. W. Somerset as Tigellinus, 
llie crafty Minister, when they, in deadly silence, fearfully 
await the three signals that shall announce the death of 
Agrippina. Here was genuine acting : it was perfect. On 
this finely devised and superbly rendered situation the 
curtain descended. 

Mr. Lyn BtaDiua, whose Bill Sikes was so admirable, has 
not much to do except to be rough and ready, as Guglidmus 
Sikeius would have been, in the capacity of Bums, Nerc>s 
Minister of War. 

Miss Dorothea Baird played Acte, a graceful captive 
Princess, where and why taken prisoner it was not easy to 
ascertain from any hints dropped in the general conversation. 
Miss Constance Collier looked the Roman lady, played the un- 
fetithful wife, and died effectively as an invalid, after a long and 
inearplicable iUness. Perhaps she was poisoned. Nero knows : 
nobody else does, except, perhaps, Mr. Stephen Phulips, As 
Bo^cea's soldierly husband Ofcho, Mr. Basil Gill was excellent ; 
he had one short scene with his treacherous wife, of which both 
of them made the most. Otho is a sort of Uriah the Hittite, 
sent on active service by the Emperor, who is passionately 
enamoured of Poppcea, and who, speaking in the old-fashioned 
language of melochrama, “must and will possess” her. 

I do not know if the ladies who take the small “ speaking 
parts,” and those who swell the crowd, are pupils of the 
dramatic school in which Mr. Tree teaches acting in all its 
branches, but anyhow they are most promising pupils, and 
do thorough justice to their able instructor. Arioria floreat 
Academia. 

To c^efully criticise Mr. Coleridge Taylor’s music and its 
execution under the skilled direction of Mr. Adolf Sotmid 


is, after this one hearing, well-nigh impossible. It is diflScult 
indeed to say more than that it seemed exactly to illustrate 
the situations. There was not too much of it : it was appro- 
priate : and it appeared to be used as an accompaniment to 
action precisely when it was wanted. 

The curtain finally descends on a grand scene of Rome in 
flames. Nero has indeed “ painted the town red,” and some- 
what recalling the boy “ on the burning deck, whence all but he 
had fled,” and saved themselves, he, like the lunatic incendiary 
at large that he is, paces up and down a terrace playing the 
lyre, and the fool at the same time, as a fit Hanwellian accom- 
paniment to the awful catastrophe brought about by his 
Colney-hatched plot. It is a weird, maniacal, but dramati- 
cally xmsatisfactory, finish. The conflagration stiU rages as 
the audience go out. 

On the occasion of this most interesting and successful 
premiere the last to leave the house was the popular dramatist, 
descendant of so unworthy a Roman who was as poet, play- 
wright, and artist, only an Imperial amateur, and sad was 
it to note the look of chastened sorrow and deepest regret 
on his intellectual countenance, as Mr. P. Nero q^uitted his 
stall, and walked silently out into the comparativdy chilly 
night. 

Mr. Tree, who has sent to Poet Phillips a laurel crown 
which he declined to wear as being “too big for him,” may 
rest upon the laurels which have not been made into a crown, 
and congratulate himself, his wife, and company, on a 
remarkable and quite exceptional success, a very “ Blaze of 
Triumph ! ” 

THE HIGHER UFE. 

[Canon Barnett, writing in The Tribune, pleads for University 
education for the working man. “ Here,” he says, “ is a call for legis- 
lation. Oxford and Cambridge might be compelled to put a fair share 
of their resources at the service of workmen.’^] 

What, what has become of the laboui’ing men who used to 
support the pubs, 

The dockyard crew and the plumber too, and the caddie who 
carried our dubs ? 

0 whither has vanished the ox-like Hodge with the neck of a 
Highland buU, 

And the muscular band who dug up the Strand whenever the 
Strand was fuR ? 

Stout Hodge has left the acres of mud that he tramped in his 
hob-nailed boots ; 

No longer he weeds the turnips and swedes — ^he’s taken to 
Sanskrit roots ; 

And the lass that he loved m the long ago has lost her 
faithless man — 

Poor milkmaid Jane awaits him in vain— he ’s wedded forever 
to ap. 

There’s nothing the plumber will drain to-day — ^not even a 
pint of swipes ; 

He sports his oak and refuses to smoke becauses it reminds 
him of pipes ; 

And he ’d sadly regret all the years he has spent in learning 
to solder and plumb 

Were it not in the fates that a knowledge of grates should 
assist him to pass IM. Hum. 

The burglar’s at home in his college rooms; he’s used to 
living in quods ; 

And he ’s quite at his ease with his cribs and keys, so he 
hopes for a first in Mods. 

Through the darkest passage he finds his way, as cool as a 
lump of ice, 

And his purple past should fit him at last for playing the 
rdle of Vice. 
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PARTURIUNT DENTES 

Phone in the dentist’s torture-chair, 

With drumming fists, erectile hair, 

And tapping of the boots, 

I lay, and watched the long hours go, 

While nerve on nerve our Common Foe 
Grappled, and wrenched, all quivering, from its roots. 

I was not merry. Postured thus. 

One rarely feels hilarious ; 

And, as that icy screw 
Plied its dread office, I confess 
I wept ; and in my bitterness 
I cursed my day. And cursed the dentist too. 

When lo ! as oft, when skies are gray. 

The sparkling Regent of the Day 
Leaps from behind a cloud, 

So on my tortured being broke 
The sudden rapture of a joke. 

So rich, so radiant, that I laughed aloud ! 

My jaws were gagged. My mouth was fuR 
me ! ) of roils of cotton-wool. 

The sound, I must admit. 

Had less of laughter than the note 
Known as a ratde in the throat. 

The operator nearly had a fit. 

Pale to the lips with sudden dread, 

He loosed the gag, and raised my head, 

And gave me drink to quaff. 


I told him that I had but thought 
Of something funny. It was nought. 

I said, “ Confound you, can’t a fellow laugh? ” 

He scorched me with a fiery eye ; 

And said that I could sob, or sigh, — 

Such was the common lot ; 

But that the noise of one that laughed 
Outraged the canons of his craft ; 

And, as he grimly urged, “ I ’d better not.” 

Thinking a dentist, when annoyed, 

Is quite a person to avoid, 

I left him with a sneer. 

To cast abroad my jeu d'esjprit, 

With view to pay the ruffian’s fee, 

And stimulate a doting Public’s cheer. 

0 Readers, when I wandered thence, 

My heart was fat with confidence ; 

I hnew that all was well ; 

Yet am I now, if truth be told. 

E’en as that pessimist of old, 

Who said he never nursed a young gazello. 

For “ oh, the heavy change ! ” (It shows 
That after all one never knows.) 

I would have bet my money 
That humour in a dentist’s chair 
Ought to be humour anywhere — 

And, now I’m out of it, it isn’t funny. Ddm-Dum. 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

(Being Reflections, hy a Tom#, 

on the IHeeeyjtricitiea tj 7 Vf .'i 
Nomenclature ) 

0 England, why count upon claiining 
The nations’ continued respect, 

When euphony’s laws in the naming 
Of Members you grossly neglect ? 

It may be that I have, unduly 
Developed, the musical bump. 

But surnames like CnooKS or Gilhooly, 
They give me the hump. 

1 haven’t the smallest objection 

To hearing a spade called a spade 
By the violent friends of Protection 
Or the truculent foes of Fair Trade ; 
My appetite’s normal ; on porridge 
My fast ev’ry morning I break ; 
ButwhenBALFOUR was ousted byHoRRiDGE 
It made my heart ache. 

When political bruiser meets bruise?:, 
And one of the parties is “ dovmed,” 


A querulous tone in the loser 
Won’t help him to win the next 
round. 

But when you are in for a licking 
Because of the pendulum’s swing, 

If the name of your victor’s MoMicking 
It adds to the sting. 

I regard the encroachment of Labour 
Without one disquieting qualm ; 

The return of my gasfitting neigh- 
bour 

I treat with a dignified cahn ; 

The humours of Samuel Oerri^e 
In Gaste I have always admired ; 

But the advent of Hobridge and Beb- 
RIDGE— 

That makes me feel tired ! 

Some Parliaments, history teaches, 

Have earned a continuing fame 
By their length, or the strength of their 
speeches, 

By glory, or even by shame. 


But this, while there ’s mustard in Nor- 
wich, 

And while there are pigs in Alhlone, 
By the triumph of Berritxse and Horbidge 
WiU surely be known. 


Kems about Members. 

Mr. John Burns, although he is now 
a Cabinet Minister, still continues his 
old habit of entering his house at Batter- 
sea by means of the doorway. 

No one who knows Mr. James Bryce 
would suppose that his favourite recrear 
tion was walking backwards up a spiral 
wire. 

I It is not generally believed that Mr. 
“Lulu” HajSwurt is a member of the 
Russian Secret Service. 

Mr. Austen Chamberlain is some years 
the junior of his father, Mr. Joseph 
Chamberlain. 






THROUaS ! 





THE REASON WHY. 

[Sir Eenrt Campbell-Bajitrebman's language 
has been desca:ibed as windy.] 

We ’ve had some windy nights of late, 
Sir H. O.-B., and now they state 
That you 're another, when you prate, 
And when you rail. ‘ 

But we ’ll excuse you for that same ; 

If you are windy, why, small blame, 
’Tis Nature’s fault, for by your name 
You We half a Gael ! 


THE BOOK OF THE DAY. 

A Belated Review. 

We do not say that we came to this 
great volume with any prejudice against 
it, but we admit to a dislike of the cover. 
Now, however, we are bound to say that 
it is undoubtedly the book of the day. 
More— the book of the year. Scarcdy 
a moment passes, since it has been in 


our possession, but we have found our- 
selves turning its pages, every one of 
which has some message for us, some 
helping phrase, or some familiar picture 
from which it is hard to tear the gaze. 

We never saw a book with such a 
wealth of pictures, many of them in 
colours and fascinating in their realism ; 
just like life. It must surely inaugurate 
a new era in illustration. But neither 
artist’s name nor author’s is given. We 
should doubt if either text or drawings 
could be the work of one man ; a syndi- 
cate rather ; but surely honour shoyild 
be given where honour is due. Think 
of a volume of 1223 pages, and not a 
dull line, and yet no hint as to author- , 
ship or editorship ! ^ And at this day, 
too, when so many journalists seem to 
exist merely to draw attention to books 
and authors. 

We read all the literary papers, but 
not one has said a word of Ihis volume. 
It is allowed to pass unnoticed, in spite 


of its huge circulation and encydopaBdic 
information. We see the praises of this 
novelist and that poet, this biographer 
and that traveller, but nothing of the 
book before us. Must the brightest and 
best lights be always hidden under 
bugh^ ? 

It is a book for old and young alike. 
The young are indeed pampered by it, 
after the new fashion. If any one doubts 
this, let him look at page 1003. 

Travellers often give lists of the three 
or four books which they take with them 
on their perilous journeys and read and 
read again; but we Imve never seen 
this work mentioned. And yet there is 
nothing so various, so packed, as this, 
nothing that would so bring to their 
minds memories of home or plans for 
the future. 

We do not say it is perfect. There are 
many cases where the interest suddenly 
stops and others where, in our opinion, 
the mot juste is lacking; the style is 
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jerky ; now and then the tranflition from 
one subject to another is extraordinarily 
abrupt, as when the writer, having ex- 
hausted all he has to say on art, turns 
swiftly to the consideration of physio. 
But when an author takes all life for his 
province he may be pardoned if he does 
not spend too much time in passing 
gradually from theme to theme. Looked 
at as a whole it is a very remarkable 
book, and we shall dip into it again and 
again. 

It is a Stores List. 


WORKERS m THE CAUSE. 

(A Beminiacence of the Elections.) 

“iREiiiE,” said Alice suddenly, inter- 
rupting a duologue on hats. “ I suppose 
you are going canvassing ? ” 

Ieeke opened her eyes wide. 

‘‘ Oh, no, Alice ! And please, please, 
don’t ask me ! I simply couldn’t ! ” 

“ But you mustn’t say ‘ couldn’t.’ It 
is your duty to canvass. The Cause 
wants workers — ^lots more workers. And 
you have a motor-car.” 

“ But, Alice ! I really haven’t got the 
nerve. How could I go poking my head 
into strange people’s houses, and saying, 

* Vote for ’ ? By the way, which is 

the one they have to vote for ? Ramsey, 
isn’t it ? ” 

“ Ire 2 ?e ! That ’s the other one ! How 
can you ! Every vote given for Ramsey 
is a vote given for Home Rule.” 

’* Oh, is it ? I must remember that. 
It seems so silly not to know.” 

“ And you Tmll go canvassing ? ” 

“ But I can’t ! I don’t know anything 
about politics. Fancy if they should 
want me to argue with them ! ” 

‘‘There isn’t any need to argue. I 
don’t ever. AU you have to do is to put 
on your best hat and look nice, and ask 
them if tiiey have quite made up their 
minds which way they are going to vote. 
It they say they are going to vote for the 
Liberal, you can just talk to them a bit 
about the weather, and then get away as 
quickly as you can. If they are going to 
vote for the Conservative, you ought to 
stay a little longer, and remind them that 
next Thursday week is the polling- 
day. That’s all. lYou see it’s quite 
simple.” 

“But what if they say they are not 
going to vote at all ? ” 

“Oh yes, of course, I had forgotten 
that ! That ’s the most important thing 
of all. You must then show them one 
of Mr. Wilmington’s photographs.” 

“ Wilmington ? Who ’s he ? ” 

“ Irene ! You ’re too dreadful ! Why, 
that’s our man!” 

“ Our Tnan ? Oh yes, I see 1 The 
Conservative candidate, you mean ? 
That’s right, isn’t it? We are Con- 
servatives, aren’t we ? ” 


“Really, I think, perhaps, after all, 
you had better not go canvassing. You 
might make some bad mistake.” 

The prospect of canvassmg became 
suddenly attractive. 

“ Oh, no, I don’t think I should. It 
seems quite simple. I fancy I shall 
rather like canvassing. It will be all 
right so long as I remember our man’s 
name. What did you say it was, again ? ” 

“ Wilmington.” 

“Of course, yes! I knew it began 
with a W. And hadn’t I better get up 
a few of the arguments? They might 
want to argue with me, you know ; and 
it ’s just as well to be prepared. me 

about Mr. What ’s-his-name’s politics. 
Is he a— what is it that the papers have 
been making all this fuss about ? Oh, 
I know, is he a Free-Trader or a Protec- 
tionist ? ” 

“ I’m' not sure, I never quite know 
what the two things mean. I fancy Mr. 
Wilmington doesn’t quite know himself. 
Hadn’t you better leave that question 
alone ? ” 

“ Oh, no, but I can’t. It ’s the ques- 
tion of the day. Everybody is certain 
to discuss it. And I never can recollect 
whether it’s the Free-Traders or the 
Protectionists that want to shut up all 
the public-houses. Which is it ? ” 

“I don’t know. You had far better 
learn something that people can under- 
stand. ‘A Petdeham man for Petde- 
ham ’ goes down excellently. ” 

“Tlmt sounds rather nice, I must 
make a note of that. Let me see, which 
is the Petdeham man — ours or the other 
one?” 

“ Ours, of course!” 

“ Thanks, Yes, so it would be. Ah! 
and there ’s another thing that I heard 
somebody talking about. They kept 
on saying how important it was diat the 
Liberals should get a working majority. 
What is a working majority ? ” 

“I think it must mean a majority of 
working-men — of labour members, you 
know.” 

“ Oh yes, of course ! I shall remember 
that. Is there anything else I ought to 
be up in ? ” 

“You’ll find that quite enough. I 
always think that, when one goes can- 
vassing, the less one knows the better. 
If one knows absolutely nothing, then 
one can’t say anything that’s wrong, 
can one ? ” 

“There’s something in that.” 

Three days later, Alice met her new 
recruit motoring home, her face radiant 
with triumph, and the back of the car 
adorned with a huge biH — “Vote for 
Ramsey and Free Trade.” 

“ Fancy, Alice ! ” she cried, exult- 
ingly. “I’ve canvassed a whole street. 
No end of people promised to vote for 
me. Isn’t it gi-and ! ” 

' “ But, Ir^ ! How could you ! 


You’ve been canvassing for the wrong 
man ! Ramsey is the Liberal ! ” 

“No, Alice ! He isn’t, really ^ is he? 
Are you quite sure ? ” 

Alice nodded grimly. 

“However covld you make such a 
terrible mistake ? ” 

“ Oh, don’t ask me ! I don’t know ! 

I really haven’t an idea how I came to 
do such a silly thing. I made sure our 
man’s name began with a W.” 

“ So it does. But Ramsey begins with 
anR.” 

Irene’s face lightened. 

“ There ! ” she exdaimed. “ Then it 
wasn’t my fault, after all ! You know 
Dr. Tanner? The man who will pro- 
nounce his R’s like W’s.” 

“Yes, I know him. He’s the most 
dreadful Radical in the whole town.” 

“Is he? Well, it’s all his fault. I 
met him just as I was starting out ; and 
I told him I was going canvassing. 
When he asked me for which side, I 
found I *d lost the paper out of my purse 
with our man’s name on it. What was 
I to do, Alice ? I couldn’t go on can- 
vassing without knowing who for. So 
I told Dr. Tanner that, if he would teU 
me what the names were, I would teU 
him which was the right one. Then he 
said, ‘ Was it Wamsey ? ’ I knew that ' 
it began with a W ; so, of course, I said ' 
it was Wamsey, and asked him to lend i 
me a pencil to write it down. Then he 
said he had something that would do 
much better; and he went into his 
house, and fetched out a lot of little 
cards with ‘Vote for Ramsey* on them.” 

“Well, you saw then that Ramsey 
wasn’t spelt with a W ? ” 

“No, I didn’t. You see, I was so 
excited. And Dr. Tanner was most nice. 
He hdped to fasten that big placard 
on the back of the car, and hung two 
little ones on the side. Then I went 
canvassing. I was enormously success- 
ful.” 

“ You ’ve made a nice muddle of it.” 

A complacent smile crept into the 
comers of Irene’s mouth. 

“I do hope you’ll be able to put it 
all right again. Because I really think 
I made rather an impression. Every 
man I saw I got to promise to vote for 
Ramsey. One man said that, if all the 
Royal Family were to come and argue 
with him for an hour, he wouldn’t go 
back on his word. He was quite earnest 
about it,” 

“It seems rather a pity you went 
canvassing at all, doesn’t it ? ” 

“ Well, you made me. We were talk- 
ing sensibly about hats at the time, and 
I told you I didn’t understand canvassing. 
Whereas, hats, now ” 

“That reminds me. I’ve just seen 
the most delicious new design in ” 

\Lep handling a topic they really do 
understand. 


•CHARITABLE. PERSONS 
ARE APPEALED TO TO MAKE 
VACANCIES RJR. SEVERAL 
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TTn? vnrnvTn ■DA'DTTAnyrxnxTrnA'ov Members in tbe “Birmingham zone,” which is kept in an Aerated Bread Garage 
THE YOUNG P^l^ENTARY are Ihe htdge of the on the Clock Tower. Mr. Winsto.n 

JdAJNH-BOOE. Labour Party, while waistcoats of OHURCinLL comes on the back of his Vul- 

So many of the legislators who have chameleon skin are worn by Balfonrites. ture, but this is somewhat frowned at. 
been returned to the Parliament which Mr. Jesse Collings rides a cow. Mr. 

is just opening are young or inexperi- ^ ^ Burns is landed at the Terrace 

enced that Mr. Funch^ always paternal Food is provided in the House. Nose- steps by a private Thames Steamer, of 
and philanthropic, has spent considerable bags are not forbidden, but it would be which he is both admiral and crew, 
time in collecting for their guidance a idle to pretend that they are encouraged. Others use four-wheelers. The Labour 
number of hints and cautions. Only The food provided in the House, no Members are having a motor ’bus built 
by properly understanding these can flatter to what Party you belong, is for them, of which it is untrue to say 

success at St. Stephen’s be assured. taxed. In other words, you have to pay that Sir Charles Dilke will be the 

•pw for it. No tea is served anywhere but driver. Odd how these rumours get 

iJRESS. ^ Terrace, wet or fine. Hence, about! ^ 

There is no hard and fast line to be when the weather is very bad, tea is Journalism. 

drawn here. In the House, as in the rarely drunk, even by the Chinese Members are not allowed to be visited 

street or the home, dress is largely a Labour Party. It is against the rules at intervals in their places in the House 

matter of personal taste. None the less to have meals brought to you during by printers’ devils. Journalist M.P.’s 


it is customary in the House 
to retain one’s coat even on 
hot nights, and when wear- 
ing spats, to have them of the 
same colour on each foot. At 
the Local Government Board 
the blue serge of a strenuous 
life is de rigvsur, and suits 
of this material may be ob- 
tained at low rates of the 
Mayor of Battersea. Under 
an artificial light, blue be- 
comes black, thus bringing 
the wearer into line with even- 
ing decorum. In the dog- 
days white duck trousers may 
be worn with impunity as a 
tribute to the memory of Mr. 
Bowles. In regard to hats 
the example of Mr. Keir 
Hardib makes it dear that to 
wear a deer-stalker does not 
involve the stigma of owning 
a deer forest. 

The larger Tories are ad- 
dicted to frock-coats. It ' is 
understood that a number of 
these excellent garments, all 
in good condition, from the 
wardrobe of Mr. Chaelin (who 
no longer has any use for 
them), wiU be on sale shortly 
in the Lobby. Tariff re- 
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THOUGHTS FOR NON-THINKERS. 

CBEDir NOT HIM WHOSE TONGUE SPEAXETH. WONDEBS. 


win have to despatch their 
copy from the outer doors. 

It has never been considered 
good form to review a book 
during the progress of a 
debate; but anything may 
happen in the new Parhainent. 

Forms of Address. 

The Premier should be 
addressed as Sir Henry, or, 
when terms of intimacy are 
established, as Bannerman. 
There is no need to say 
OampbeiI/-B ANNE B M AN every 
time. Do not say C.-B. 

Mr. Bbodriok is not likely 
to be in Parliament just yet ; 
hut when he comes do not 
call him Brodder. 

Mr. Akers - Douglas is 
known to his intimates as 
“ Bob,” and among the theat- 
rical profession as “Old 
Akers,” but while he is official 
Leader of the Opposition 
undue familiarity is to be 
deprecated. 

Before speaking to Mr. 
Chamberlain bow almost to 
the ^ound, and apologise for 
existing. This will make the 
interview easier, and, for Mr. 


formers add an orchid, hut this is not debates. If you are very hungry you] OHAMBERiiAiN, more home-like. 
compTilsoiy^ ^deed notog is com- must ratch the Spear’s ^e and ask ^ ^ ^ 

pulsory : the House, hke the country, is leave to retire for refreshment ; or pair 

free. with an equally hungry Tory. careful to distinguish between Mr, 

The Lord Chamberlain is said to be t Chamberlain and the Lord Chamberlain, 


contemplating a general order making 


Locomotion. 


who are really different persons. 


his own very high collars the rule ; but It s not the thing for any Member Do not refer to Balpoto (on his 
until that happens Members may wear to walk to the House ; but it is abso- return) either as a Ohamberlainite or a 
what they Hke. The fold-over is at lately forbidden to London Members, Balfourite. He is more subtle than that, 
present first favourite. By turning this in all of whose constituencies are many R yon see a friend in the Strangers’ 
pattern inside out it may be made honest hard-working cabmen. Here Gallery, do not attempt to converse wi^ 
serviceable for a second day. A bureau again personal taste dictates. One 1^ from th ^ floo r of the House while 
for the sale of collars and handkerchiefs Member will come in his brougham, Mr. Winston Churomill is speaking, 
has beenopened just behind theSmKER’s another in his motor car, a third in a R is not considered good form to 
chair. Before leaving this subject it hansom, a fourth on motor skates. The remove your boots during the course of 
may be as well to remind new M^bers Prime MnnsTER is always drawn by a sn all-night sitting, 
that special furs are associated with pair of high-steppers, harnessed together — — — 

different Parliamentary groups. Thus, with a hyphen. The Member for the New Eeadings op Old Lines. — “ Jour- 
while astrachan is invariably affected by Ayr Burghs descends in an aeroplane, neys end in mothers’ meetings.” 
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OUR THEATRICALS. 

The first thing, of course, was a Com- 
mittee Meeting. We met at Mrs. Somer- 
ville’s, the lady who organises Exten- 
sion Lectures, and knows all the 
really brainy people for miles round. 
Smithers was there, naturally ; he comes 
of a theatrical family, having a cousin in 
a musical comedy somewhere on tour in 
Wales. Then there was Britantcia Hoxtox, 
who gives Wild West recitations to the 
poor of the parish, after they have been 
fed and lectured on sanitation by Mrs. 
Somerville ; and young TuR^’HAM Gbeex, 
who, having been born with the artistic 
temperament, as he frequently explains, 
is incapacitated for any remunerative 
employment; and last, but least in 
one sense only, little Miss Gipsy Hill, 
who possesses twenty-seven entirely 
different photographs of Mr. Forbes 
Robertsok. Why George liad been 
invited to take part I could not explain : 
certainly his qualifications for the stage 
were not so obvious as those of the 
others. But there he was, in his usual 
disgustingly high spirits, talking thirteen 
to the dozen to Gipsy, until Mrs. Somer- 
ville, somewhat tardily as I thought, 
called him to order. Mrs. Somerville, 
in her composite capacity of hostess, 
business-manager, chaperon, censor, ad- 
vertising agent, and, as a rule, leading 
lady, did all the calling to order, though 
Bartholomew, the curate, was nomi'naEy 
in the chair. He had been installed in 
that position, not because he invariably 
went to see Mr. Bensok’s Shakspearean 
Company whenever it visited the neigh- 
bourhood, but because he represented 
the Good Object. And the Good Object 
was important. 

We were a talented company (excepting 
George), yet _we could not trust the 
neighbourhood to turn up in any force 
to see us act, without the Good Object. 
So little diffused, I regret to say, is the 
love of Art for Art’s salre. 

Well, Bartholomew, having been for- 
mally requested by Mrs. Somerville to 
say a few words, remarked that we were 
all gathered together in the sacred cause 
of charity, and that charity covered a 
multitude of sins. Thereupon George, 
with that lack of reverence that dis- 
tinguishes him, gave vent to an entirely 
pointless guffaw, and Mrs. Somerville, 
rising in the awkward silence that 
ensued, with a large manuscript in her 
hands, began by saying that, having 
talked the matter over 'with her husband 
— dear old Somerville was not present, 
but we aU knew him and appreciated 
the pure formality of this opening — she 
had arrived at the conclusion that, 
having regard to the Good Object, we 
ought not to be unduly frivobus. At 
this moment a maid entered the room 
with tea. {Hear, hear /) 








mm. 




Smart Girl (to lieen Motorist). *‘My sistee has bouqht a beautiful motor-oae.” 
Keen Motorist. ‘^Really! What kind?” 

Smart Girl. ** Oh, a lovely sage gbeest, to go with her frooxs.** 


Mrs. Somerville, sinking for the nonce 
the manager in the hostess, seated her- 
self at the tesrtable. Amidst the hubbub 
of smaR talk that followed I just caught 
a whisper that Mrs. Somerville had 
added to her other functions that of 
authoress, and was about to read to the 
company a play specially -written for the 
occasion. Somebody said quite loudly, 
“How awfully clever of you!” And 
then George and Gipsy, who were sitting 
together in a remote comer (Hstening 
to George’s verbosity) and could not 
possibly have had any notion of what 
was meant, turned round and echoed 
“ How awfully dever of you 1 ” in unison. 
The thought that George was leading 
that sweet young girl into disingenuous 
paths distressed me so much that I was 
able to pay but little attention to the 
play when, after tea, Mrs. Somerville did 
read it. But it was certainly not 
frivolous. The speeches in it were so 
lengthy that I was much reeved to find 
that she had allotted to me only the task 
of prompting. I was also pleased, for 


the moment, when I heard that she had 
cast George, of all people, for the hero. 
Mrs. Somerville’s weight is somewhat 
excessive for heroines, and the fellow 
who has to make love to her always 
looks a good deal of an ass. I pictured 
I myself seated in the wing on the night, 

I prompt-book on knee, chatting to Gipsy, 
and pointing out to hei^what by that 
time, however, I trusted would he suflB.- 
ciently self-evident — ^namely, how ridi- 
culous a person George really was. 

But from this delightful dream I was 
quickly awakened. Mrs. Somervuie, 
presently handing out to everyone their 
parts, said sweetly to Gipsy, “ I am going 
to retire in your fevour, dear, I shall 
have quite enough to do without playing 
juvenile bad — and you know George 
quite well already, don’t you? ” What 
could have induced Mrs. Somervillb to 
make such a departure from established 
precedent I could not imagine. Only 
the Good Object prevented my resigning 
my piomptership on the spot. 

(To he coniimied.) 
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stir up strongly 
Serve in a dark 


BOOKS OF THE limJTE. ; SSi 
Foods We are Fed up With, is the room, 
title of a very appetising little brochure ' A tasty little dish for light lunchers, 
from the joint stylos of Mr. Eustace , eq[ual in nutritive value to quite three 
&ACKS and Dr. Brazilia Nutfield, j ust | times its weight of curried hot-house 
issued by the well-known international : grapes. 

firm of Lachaise, t 

Son and Beookwood. J 


Its object is to^ 
revolutionise the • 
dietary of the grow- 1 
ing manhood of the ! 
nation. Our grossly, 
carnivorous ideas of : 
feeding — our im- ; 
mutable bacon, our i 
sanguinary rump- ! 
steaks and cuts I 
from the joint, our i 
unspeakable “cold! 
’am or cold beef, | 
Sir,” — are un-' 
doubtedly relics of 
an abandoned (or 
about to be aban- 
doned)^ past. For 
them is to be sub- 
stituted a meal - 
scheme which to 
the casual inquirer, 
it is true, may seem 
somewhat — some- 
what autochtho- 
nous, but it ’s not ! 
Not by a long 
choke. Invidious 
as it is to choose 
amongst such a 
gdaxy of alluring 
dishes, nevertheless 
the attempt must 
be made. 

Bbeakfast. 

Pea-nut Porridge. 
— Shell one im- 
perial girkin of pea- 
nuts, and smite 
them thoroughly 
with a boomerang 
until they reach the 
consistency of over- 

makes an excellent 
early-morning exer- 
cise.) Stiffen with 
a few cornflowers 



IN THE 


SWISS HIGHLANDS. 


Brovni . “This is bather a peettt figure. You start on the left foot, cut a drop 

THREE — THEN ” (Bltmp.) 

LiitU Girl (unmoved). “ Oh, rHAT^s why it*s palled a drop three, 


and boil at a temperature of 913® F. 
Serve up hot. 

Lonoh 

Should be a light meal, e.g . : — 
Curried Baisins. — Take as many 
raisins as you can buy wholesale for 
2id,, noting especially that they are 
plump and pleasant-looking. Stew in 
a pot (either pint or quart, or better, 
half-and-hal^ with plenty of well-puffed 
rice, a few pine-nuts, a noggin of French 
mustard and a soupgon of Chili saltpetre 


Dinner 

Should be eaten directly after vigoro, 
but before table-tennis. 

Horse-chestnut Sausages. — Take as 
many horse-chestnuts as you can knock 
down with a fives-ball in half-an-hour, 
and annoy them with a fret-saw until 
they get “that worried look.” (If the 
chestnuts show any signs of mange, this 
should first be removed with a manger- 
doth.) Then proceed to wallop them 
conscientiously with a physical exerciser, 


striking alternately over right and left 
shoulders, and adding from time to 
times pinches of tourmaline, formaline 
and lanoline. Moisten with half a tot 
of King’s Peg (see below). 

As a substitute for the obviously in- 
admissible sausage-skia, we have found 
a disused tennis - 
ball to answer ad- 
mirably, the mix- 
ture being intro- 
duced through a 
hole in one end, 
which is afterwards 
vulcanised. Masti- 
cate slowly. 

King*s Peg. — To 
a basinful of barley- 
water add spoonfuls 
of cod -liver oil, 
candied ped and 
ketchup. (Be sure 
that the mualirooms 
were grown in 
tunnels with good 
ventilation.) Let 
the mixture come 
quickly to the sim- 
mer-and-jack, and 
gra+e into it small 
quantities of spek- 
boom, disselbooin, 
and any other boom 
that may be iu 
fashion at the 
moment. 

N.B. — It is not 
of any use for hrown 
boots. 

Or substitute the 
entrancing 
Terehh'dh Treacle. 
— ^Take three young 
terebinths, prepare 
them thorouglily 
with a gouge and 
then pass them 
through a barrel- 
organ. (Grind to 
the tune of “ I 
loants yer^ ma 
honey, yus I do.'') 
Stew the gi-indings 
in their own juice 
with the addition 
of halt a pint of 
Seccotine (or Stick- 
phast, according to 
appearance 


Mb. Brown ' ” 


taste) until the „ 

resembles that of a bran-mash, men add 
quite a lot of buBs-eyes to give proper 
texture and taste. Spread thickly but 
firmly over moderately yellow slices of 
brimstone. This dish has been called 
“A foretaste of Paradise.” 


Ctuarrelluig Already? 

“ Mr. Asquith spoke at Morley last 
night.” — Daily Paper of Feh. 3. 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

IT. 

‘‘Have you seen jovir Spectatm^9'' I asked of Peesdeebt, 
on my second visit. 

“ Have I liad my morning batli ? ” he replied. 

“ Very well/’ I continued ; “ then you have seen its state- 
ment that ‘the victory was in every sense a Free-Trade 
victory — ^the men who really wanted Protection hut who 
voted for Free Trade because of Chinese labour are a myth.’ 
What have you to say to that ? ” 

“ Mr. SmvcHEY, of the Specfafor,” said Peekdeeby, “ is no 
ordinarj^- man, though his modesty will not permit him to 
recognise this glaring fact. He is possessed by a first-class 
daemon, in the Socratic sense ; or, if the thought is too pagan, 
I will say that he is inspired by the breath of the patron 
saint whose name he bears — ^the adorable, the imperishable 
St. Loe. He hears voices in the air which prompt him, when 
composing paragraphs on Tariff Reform, to regard his own 
state of profound and intelligent conviction as the common 
possession of his fellow men. Allowing for differences of 
age and weight, he reminds me a little of Pelleas— not 
Melisande's Pelleas, but him of TenisTSOn’s idyll, the lover 
of the shallow-souled Ettarre, 

‘ For as the base man, judging of the good, 

Puts his own baseness in him by default 
Of will and nature, so did Pelleas lend 
: All the young beauty of his own soul to hers, 

I Believing her.’ 

“ Now Mr. St. Loe Straohey (who honours us hoth with his 
friendship) is a Free Trader by* sacred conviction, derived 
from a close and assiduous study of economics. And when 
he says that ‘the men who really wanted I^otection but 
who voted for Free Trade because of Chinese labour are a 
myth,’ he simply means that no extraneous appeal, set forth 
never, so aUui-ingly on coloured posters, could have seduced 
him (St. Loe) to a denial of his faith on the fiscal question 
(witness the bogey of Home Rule, which left his Unionist 
marrow absolutdy unchilled). He does not stop to ask how 
many of the electorate were in a position to lay their hands on 
their hearts and say that they ‘wanted’ either Protection or 
Free Trade in the sense in which you want a thing because 
you are convinced of its desirability. But out of that sheer 
loftiness of spirit which attributes its own virtues to the race 
at large he has overlooked the probability that, of the voting 
community which has returned a Free Trade Government 
with so overwhelming a majority, the numbers that have 
actually had the time or meutal ability to give a day’s intelli- 
gent consideration to the subject do not exceed some 6% all 
told. This is, T dare say, a gross exaggeration, and the figure 
should he far lower still ; but we will stretch a point and 
place it as high as 5% . 

“For me, not having been able for the List eighteen 
months to devote more than two hours yer diem to the 
weighing of arguments for and against Free Trade, I do not 
regard myself as a fit person to pronounce a decision on the 
question. My inclination, at present, is towards tlmt Con- 
servative principle which enjoins us to leave well, even fairly 
well, alone. But the vast majority of my countrymen, ike 
95% who have been at the mercy of statistics compiled to 
taste, or of counter-catchwords, such as ‘Your raw food wiU 
cost you more,’ or, ‘ Work for the unemployed,’ have escaped 
that reticence of judgment which should be the prerogative 
of the cautious student, and have apparently given their 
verdict without hesitation, strong in the courage of other 
people’s opinions. I say ‘apparently,’ since we have no 
means of determining what has been the dominating issue at 
this^ Election. The thought that my fellow-workers, as 
distinct from the unemployed, whom, I am glad to know, 
they far outnumber, might selfishlyjprefer cheap food to an 


increase of labour, would seem to furnish a suflSicient reason 
for the country’s decision in favour of Free Trade. But 
I am too well assured that the heart of the working-man 
is located in the right spot to believe that he wo\3d be 
constrained by any motive but that of the purest altruism. 
What actually must have liappened to the simple voter 
in a coimtless number of cases is this: finding himself 
unequal to the task of forming an independent judgment 
Ion the abstruse niceties of the fiscal question, he has 
looked elsewhere for some comprehensible indication of the 
right way in wliich to exercise his privilege of a free and 
enlightened elector, and just such an indication has been 
abundantly afforded by the Chinese ‘Slavery’ poster. A 
child could take it in. 

“Speaking impartially, as a Cross-bencher, I must say 
that if tlie new Government acquhes the sobriquet of ‘ the 
Slavery Government,’ it has itself to blame for importing this 
alien appeal into an issue which it stoutly alleged to be a 
I Free Trade issue, one and single.” 

“ But you see,” I said, “ that Mr. Bierell, Comptroller of the 
Liberal Publication Department, repudiates aU responsibility 
for this poster.” 

“ Yes,” said Peexdeeby solemnly, “ bnt not till it had done 
its deadly work. A number of in-egulars, without authority 
from Colonel Bireell of the Commissariat, had poisoned the 
enemy’s wells, and it was only after the fiscal battle, when 
he came upon the dead lying there, untouched by the bullet, 
“unsmote by the sword” (see Byrox on Sennaeherih), that he 
protested his innocence in regard to this sad breach of 
military etiquette. 

“ If 1 did not know well that Mr. Bireell is the proud and 
happy possessor of a Nonconformist Conscience, I must have 
suspected him of adherence to certain so-called Jesuitical 
principles ; to a belief, for instance, that the means, especially 
if employed irresponsibly, justifies the end. As it is, I fear 
the memory of this ‘ Slaverer ’ poster may cause him pain 
when he reflects that the majority which is to enable him to 
pass his BiR for the Better Training of OhRdren in the 
Paths of Truth has been, in part at least, secured by the 
brilliant success of a Palpable Lie. 

“ And yet I am not sure. I fancy that some of us have 
misjudged the Nonconformist Conscience. It may have in 
it a stronger element of elasticity and resilience than we 
supposed.” 

“Mr. Bireell,” I said, “who honours us both with his 
friendship” (I ought to say that with me, and even with 
Pbeeueeby, this consideration is allowed to weigh in a man’s 
favour), “has stated tliat his Education Bill is to be the Bill 
of the Session.” 

“ The Rt. Hon. Mr. Bireell,” replied Peekdeeby, “ who, like 
Mr. Stracbey, is named after a patron saint — in tliis case the 
great Chnrcliman St. Adgustijje— is a man of humour. To find 
humour allied with a Nonconformist conscience is to find a 
rare and almost invincible coalition. They exist togetlier in 
the person of that gi-eat master of militant anti-sacer- 
dotalism, Mr. L[X)yj>-George, but here in a, more boisterous 
form. His conscience lacks the sweet reasonableness, his 
humour the lettered subtlety, of his coReagne. Yet in him 
Mr. Bireell wiU. find an assessor who at least reflects his own 
gifts. And just as Mr Haldaxe, in his task of reforming the 
British Army, will have the advantage of being spurred 
on by the spontaneous intervention of General Terauohi, 
Japanese Minister of War, so for the work of supplying to 
the nation’s children those forms of religion on which their 
parents are popularly credited with insisting, the Cymric 
specialist may be trusted to volunteer all, if not more thaTi 
aR, the assistance that the actual Minister of Education may 
require. 

“Meanwhile the position of the Child itself, the Unconsulted 
Object, bandied about Rke a cricket-baR between opposing 



THE ALGEOIEAS SEANCE. 

The Assembled Powers, ** WELL, NOTHING SEEMS TO BE HAPPENING ! ” 
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teams, can liardly fail to appeal alike to Mr. Bierell’s Immonr 
and to the memory of his own exploits (as yon and I have 
been privileged to watch them) on the tented field/’ 

“ Let ’s hope that he will not be too good a Minister,” I 
said, “ not too much in earnest. For this new Parliament, 
we want all the hnmonr that ’s available in the House.” 

“And out of it,” added Pbendeeby, “I sometimes wonder 
what is going to hapj m with certain partisan wits of the 
Liberal Press, who for the last ten years have steadfastly 
refused to find any source of laughter in the performances 
of their own Party in Opposition. WiU they still confine 
their shafts to Tory butts, now almost too broken up to 
support their impact? Think what chances they have lost 
in all these years, because they loould sacrifice their art to 
their politics. We want more humorists with enough of 
jealous pride in their art to admit no rival passion ; to insist 
on seizing the bright occasion as it serves, without respect 
of party or person ! ” | 

I agreed. Yet I could not but re^et that this ideal of 
humour detached from party passion did not seem somehow to 
have secured a very apt exponent in the person of Peenbeeby. 
StiU, he was improving; he had partially thrown ofE the 
baneful effects of the flowing tide. And on this reassuring 
thought I rose to go. 0. S. 


score Lese Hajest§ P 

“ We must be armed,” said the President of the Eeichstag, 
“ so that we can knock on the head any one who attempts 
to disturb the peace.” Could he have been alluding to the 
Kaiser himsdf? 

^^Here we are again 1” or, Xlie Acrobatic G.-B. 

“ Tbere was a crowd of people on Slough Station to ^^eet 
Sir Hexry as he passed through the window of the railway 
carriage with a number of enthusiastic Liberals .” — Sunday 
Times, Was this a new way of evading the difficulties which 
the closed door opposes to our exports ? 

Society Gossip. 

Titmabsh Redivivus, in describing a recent social function, 
says liuat Mr. Chamberlain was looking remarkably well, with 
the usual orchid in his button-hole, and in his necktie a 
Whole Hog-garty diamond. 

Lost by a Length, indeed ! 

“Lost, on the 24rth, Lady’s Dark Brown Fox Pur, deep ^pe 
and long ends, from Loughborough Road to top of Arkroght 
Street .” — Nottingham Evening Post. 
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A JOTJRNAUSTIO ENIGMA. 

Mr. Punch, Sir, — ^Has it ever struck 
you how uiifairly Fate discriminates 
between the male and the female journal- 
ist ? While I and mes confreres — ’m 
sorry, but I couldn’t help it ; I ’ve been 
reading The Ladies^ Fleasaunce — are 
drinking the bitter beer of life in Fleet 
Street, Felicia, aptly named, who does 
the “Park Lane Pars” in the above- 
mentioned journal, and is, I imagine, 
typical of her class, is going it like this 
5 cuU at random from her own account 
of her expensively complex life) : — 

“ Le grand luxe is as the very breath 
of life to us jaded moderas, in this rush- 
ing, gushing, unblushing age. We 
must have our electric landaulettes for 
tovrn,” — made an absurd mistake the 
other day ; I thought I saw her on an 
L.O.C. electric tram, — “and our 1000 h.-p. 
Blowhards for fin de semaine jaunts to 
our 'petites maisons ornees in the sylvan 
solitudes of” — ^I’velost the place — “of 
Shepherd’s Bush?” — ^no — “of Suirey. 
Another indispensable toy, the motor- 
boat, has come to stay, and, of course, we 
cannot do without our trim 2000-ton 
yacht, upon which to give nos intimes a 
taste of invigorating mal-de-mev annually 
at Cowes.” 

Again: “We flit feverishly,” — poor 
soul ! — “ as the mood takes us, from our 
in the Highlands,”— she can't by 
any chance mean Swiss Cottage, hard by 
the Highlands of ’Appy ’Ampstead? — 
“perhaps to a smxg pied-a-terre ” — stop ’ 
is or is it not a kind of potato? — “in 
Paris,” — ^it can’t be a potato then, of 
course. 

“Oiir” minor habits are also expen- 
sive. “The visits of the manicurist are 
as much a matter of course as those of 
the modiste, and where our grandfathers 
and grandmothers were content with a 
petit dejeuner of herbs, we toy delicately 
with a covdis de dindonneau a-la Savo- 
Cecil at the latest smart restaiuant,” — 
do we ? I lunched to-day on Saucisse 
Ilia Qua Sais-je? — “and this although 
we have a French chef de cuisine idly 
awaiting our pleasure cliez nous" — if 
Feliol\ wants to give work to the un- 
employed, why not ask me to dinner? 

“Oiu dress must be, of course, Ic 
dernier cri ” — well, there I can for once 
cry quits with her; my hat is quite 
le dernier cri in my street, and I am 
repeatedly asked for information as to 
where I effected its purchase. 

But assez (enough !) It would not be 
kind to you to continue ; since you, no 
more than myself, contribute to The 
Ladies' Fleasaunce. But I want to 
know why Felicia should be paid, as I 
assume she must bo to keep ahead of 
her expenses, — ^1 have said nothing of 
Bridge debts and a racing establishment, 
— a salary of £90,000 per annum, while 


I should be seriously obliged if you 
would lend me half-a-crown till Saturday* 
Yours respectfully, 

Jack Inkquilil. 


THE RAT AND THE DORMOUSE. 

A Rat, who owned (as he would boast) 

A ducal Mayfair mansion. 

Once to a Dormouse acted host 
To give his mind expansion. 

He ’d met him on a walking torn-, 

And thought him, for his station^ 
Clever, though somewhat of a boor. 

And needing education. 

The footsore Dormouse seemed half-dead 
Upon his fljTst arrival : 

The Rat prepared a sumptuous spread, 
Which soon produced revival. 

On Stilton cheese and ahnond cake 
And finest cooking sherry^ 

The Dormouse grew quite wide-awake, 

In fact a little merry. 

Daily the Rat strained every nerve 
To fill his guest with wonder ; 

In halls and galleries he ’d serve 
Choicest of kitchen plunder ; 

But stiU the Dormouse seemed unmoved 
For aU the court he paid liim. 

Which, thought the li^t, should be re- 
proved. 

And thus did he upbraid him : 

“ My gems of aii; I *d hoped to set 
Before a willing learner — 

Rubens, Murillo, Tintoret, 

Canova, Cosway, Turner. 

We’ve feasted where the rare Beauvais 
Shows Warrior, Saint, and Cupid, 

And yet you yawn, Sir 1 Let me say 
You seem a trifle stupid.” 

The Dormouse, with unwonted fire, 
Promptly rephed as follows : 

“ Think not, dear Rat, I don’t admire 
Madonnas and Apollos ; 

Nor fancy that I undemte 
Your larder’s costly treasures ; 

I merely feel the irksome weight 
That marks excess of pleasures. 

“ Your palace is a dream of wealth, 
Lucullan is your kible ; 

But through it all I feel that health 
May soon become a fable. 

In boundless luxmy I pine, 

I yearn for plainer diet ; 

Forgive these rustic tastes of mine. 

My life has been so quiet. 

“And then, though very welcome are 
To one so truly rural, 

These Martyrs, lean and singular, 

These Cupids, plump and plural ; 
These frames, where needle vies with 
brush 

The Scripture tales to garble, 

{These Nymphs, whose charms might 
cause to blush 

Their own immodest marble — 


“ I miss the hedgerow and the bank 
Whereon I love to scramble, 

The Hemlock and the Dock-leaves rank 
The Dog-rose and the Bramble, 

My tiny Ivy-mantled run 

Where seldom daylight passes, 

The nests, completed or begim, 

Of interwoven grasses. 

“ Peace and the Simple Life for me, 
With honesty to link ’em ! 

My' one and only care shall be 
To live within my income. 

Goodbye! And should you have to 
dodge 

Your debts or indigestion 
I ’U welcome you at Dormouse Lodge, 
And ask no tactless question.” 


CABINET CREATIONS. 

Nowhere is the popularity of the new 
Ministry more apparent than in the 
modes of the moment, and fair politicians 
of all parties have no choice but to bow 
to the decree of fashion and seek en- 
listment in the ranks of the majority. 
Starting at the head and forefront of 
the matter, what woman can refuse the 
added fascination to her coiffure of the 
O.-B. curl, that bewitching little tendril 
which droops elegantly over either ear, 
and may be obtained at all high-class 
hairdressers ? 

A tremendous vogue is in store for 
the Burns bolero, an exquisite confec- 
tion in gold gauze and battersequins, 
which, though originally intended for 
the budding dibutante, will also find 
universal favour with the hardly-notice- 
ably passes. 

The Asquith accordion pleating bids 
fair to outrival all other nets, tissues, 
and transparencies for ball or Bridge 
gowns, and should be worn over a slip 
of Gladstone glace with a detachable 
Fowler friU. 

The Crewe coat is quite the cosiest 
and smartest garment imaginable for 
motoring, while in view of the stormy 
and changeable weather in front of us 
the Winston wideawake worn in con- 
junction with Lloyd-George gauntlets 
and a Morley mackintosh will be found 
invaluable. 

Quite quaint and dainty too ai*e the 
new Labour skirts for morning wear, in 
corduroy or coarse hop-sack, while the 
silk neckerchief which forms a charao- 
teristio featui’e of the garment can be 
either knotted loosely round the throat 
or tied in a Buxton bow. 

To turn to more intimate, though 
equally important, details of the toilette, 
we predict an enormous demand for the 
Haldane Hair Restorer, and the Birrell 
Balsamic Soap Substitute will probably 
be the greatest achievement of the forth- 
coming season. 
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THE SCHOLASTIC SHARK. 

School novels continue to arrive. Tlie 
latest is The Betiding of a Twig^ in whidi 
Mr. Desmond Coke has written a story 
(and a Very good story too!) of life at 
Shrewsbury, dlustrated with photographs 
of the scenes described. Jealousy 
amongst those foundations that have not 
yet been similarly immortalised is said 
to be growing acute. Before long we 
may doubtless expect some suchannounce- 
ments as the following : — 

Eton. — Sound middle-class education 
for the sons of Peers. Competent and 
experienced literary staff. The Uslierion 
Letters, the success of 1905 and still 
selling, were written from here. It is 
computed that at least three fourths of 
the heroes of popular fiction “ look back 
upon a boyhood at Eton and Oxford 
CoUege.” Vide The Family Herald, 
'passim. 

Harrow. — The HiU-top School. Oui* 
note, “ Athleticism and Sentiment.” 
This is well brought out in The Hill, 
one of the most successful school stories 
of recent years. Read it before making 
a decision. Conversation a specialite. 
See also Brothers (l^y the same author), 
and the early poems of the late Lord 
Bybon. 

Send your boy to King’s College, 
I.O.M. The Roslyn of Erie, or lAitle 
ly Little, a book which has been de- 
! scribed as “the most successful school 
story of the century.” Romantic situa- 
tions. Appropriate scenery. 

Wellington. — Have you read Hugh 
Bendal, the most successful school story 
of this generation ? With the exception 
of the bullying (which is greatly over- 
drawn), it gives an excellent picture of 
life at this famous institution. After 
reading it you can judge for yourself. 
We expect your verdict. 

United Service College. — ^Manly inde- 
pendence. Huge vocabulary. Unfet- 
tered humour. Mr. Rudyabd Kipling, 
author of Stalky Go., probably the 
most successful school story ever pub- 
lished, writes : — 

“What I call ‘The College’ in my 
novel is the United Service, and no 
o&er.” 

Rugby. — The birth-place of the school 
novd. More literary association to the 
square inch than any similar establish- 
ment. Your son can make toast at the 
same fire before which Flashman toasted 
Tom Brawn. Only bread now used. - 

Scholarships.-^ow offered in many 
first-class public schools to boys of 
literary ability. Free tuition. Hand- 
some retaining fee on leaving. Candi- 
dates must show promise of becoming 
successful novelists, and will be expected 
to publish at least one school-story a 
year. Particulars from aH agents. 
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THE DIPLOMAT. 

Alan (to hits sister, 'uoho is tcorrying him to be aUowed to pZai/ horses). “ No, Flo. But I 'LL 
TELL YOU WEA.T— YOU STAY WHERE YOU ARE, AND SB TBJ 3 EoSSE IN TBB 


COLOUR-SCHEMES. 

The success achieved by a London 
drapery firm with their ‘'All-White” 
Sale has led to some novel extensions of 
the idea in other quarters. 

We hear that Mr. Beeebohm Tree has 
ear-marked one evening this month for 
an All-Red performance of Nero, into 
which several new and thrilling murders 
win be introduced as special turns. In 
the dress parts of the house gentlemen 
will be expected to appear in golf-jackets. 

For the night of the Boat-Race ^ an 
elaborate All-Blue progra mm e is being 
arranged by the gemal manager of the 
Alcazar, and everything possible will be 
done to render the items in harmony with 


the idea. It was suggested at first that 
special invitations should be extended 
to defeated members of the late Govern- 
ment, but it was afterwards seen that 
this would be a little too pointed. The 
question of accommodation had also to 
be considered. 

Sir HfiNBr Cami®ell-Bannerman’s pro- 
posal for an Ad-Shades dinner, we are 
sorry to hear, is being received in a 
somewhat chilly spirit. 


Trade Honesty. 

A SUBUEBAN draper announces : 

OUB GENUINE SALE NOW ON. 
Q. What was the last one like ? 
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THIHGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Owr Curate (pho is going to describe tons Tiia little holiday in Lovely lAieeme). “My dear 
FRIENDS— I WILL NOT CALL YOU ‘ LaDIES AND GeNTLEMBN/ SINCE I KNOW YOU TOO WELL ’* 


THE CARE OF THE BABY. 

(From Answers to a Housewifery Examination 
Paper.) 

The baby must have notbing at all 
only milk up to the age of eight months, 
it must be steriolised or boiled, as this 
will kill its girms and make it more 
digestible. 

The effect of the baby drinking tainted 
milk is that; the milkman might have a 
disease, and when a baby drinks tainted 


milk it will not be digested, and when it 
lives we want it to be healthy or else it 
will be ill. 

The baby must be waslied every day, 
as its skin is made of very fine little 
holes called pours, and if dirt gets into 
them it dies. 

The chief causes of the high class 

death rate among little children in B 

is^ people leaving them in the house 
without a fireguard or matches, and they 
get scalded by leaving the pan or kettle 
on the fire with their children in. 


THE NEW RAIMENT. 

(By a Liberal MiP.) 

[“ Can there not he found men and women 
possessing the requisite gifts who will gladly 
devote to the promotion of ethical clothing 
something of the time, the energy, and the 
thoughtful deliberation so freely lavished upon 
other national objects ? ” — Lady PoHsmovJth in 
“ The Tribune,^* Jan. 27.] 

WnEisr in my salad days I ran 
To pay a visit to my tailor, 

I thought no more of Ethics than 
The bosun of a North Sea whaler. 

By birth and breeding disinclined 
To emulate the ways of slatterns, 

I used my taste but not my mind 
111 choosing fashionable patterns. 

Unto the ordeal of the tape 
I unconcernedly submitted. 

Content if my corporeal shape 
Alone was adequately fitted. 

I took, of course, some interest 
In colours, textures, and in tissues. 
But never in my folly guessed 
That dress was fraught wdth nobler 
issues. 

But now I see that, on the whole, 

I The path of life becomes less festive, 

I I tune my clothing to my soul. 

And make my very spats suggestive. 

Thus, when I don iny Harris tweeds 
It is because my heart is softer 
And metaphorically bleeds 

With f^ow feeling for tlie ci*ofter. 

Or if I muse on Ireland’s wrongs 
And on the feuds that have convuhed 
her, 

My grief is not expressed in songs, 

But in my heaviest frieze Ulster. 

No longer lavislily attired 
I lend a lustre to the Lobby ; 

My raiment now is ail inspired 
By Herbert SPBifCER— not by “ Bobby.” 

There ’s toleration in my ties. 

My waistcoats all are altruistic, 

My aquascutum signifies 
An inclination to the mystic. 

Self-help ’s the keynote of my hose. 
Humility my shirt-front teaches. 
Content my dressing-gowns disclose, 

And piety my collar preaches. 

And 0 my sisters, unto you 
Let me address one word of warning : 
Bid Fashion’s giddy modes adieu. 

Let Ethics govern your adorning. 

Take, in regard to hats and shoes, 
Maroeixa as your guide, not BeokY; 
And study, ere your frocks you choose, 
'Uie works of Bentham, Mill, and 
Leoky. 
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THE LEADER. 

Oh, flouted by Tlie Standard and The Post, 

And haK rejected by the raging Globe, 

Leader, lay down your ancient pride and boast, 

Lay all your chaplets down, and in your robe 
Veil, meekly veil, your once reiiown&d face, 

And sink for ever from yoiu* pride of place ! 

What boots it to liave led and to desire 
To lead your dwindling armies to the fray ? 

How shall it profit you to set on fire 
The twice-polled City and to win the day, 

If in the House you droop, unwept, unsung, 

Before the clamour of a brazen tongue ? 

They wiU not own you — this is all their cry — 

Lead, if you will, but them you may not lead, 

Who scorn the hand that ruled them, and defy 
Their shattered darling in his utmost need, 

E*en the suave grace that once was their delight 
Is mocked by those who have survived the fight. 

And yet you did your best : you did not say 
That white was white, or black was truly black ; 
Your eagle eye discerned them both as grey, 

And grey you proved them with your wonted knack, 
Still waving, *mid the turmoil’s dust and vapour. 

Your scorned half-sheet of unconvincing paper. 


For this you marched and with your soldiers feU ; 

And he who rashly lured you to your grief 
Has now your sword, and means to use it well ; 

Lo, the suivivors hail him as their chief. 

And all their song is of heroic Job, 

Who fought, while Artetub feared to face the foe. 

You shall return, but, ah, how changed will be 
The scene where once you gloried and were great ! 
Behold upon the Speaker’s right you’ll see 
O.-B. and those who did not fear their fate ; 

And on the left J. C., — once hight Jack Care, 
Undaunted by the ruin he has made. 


The following advertisement, placed in The Bazaar under 
the deceptive heading of ‘‘ Pigeon Loft,” seems to point to a 
bad case of simony : 

“ Nuns , — ^Two fine healthy pairs of black nuns. Exchange one really 
good pair of bronze archangels, or sell 10s. the lot.” 

“ What we want in Parliament is men who will look after 
the welfare of their country, and not men who, when July 
comes round, go ofi shooting the partridge and the deer.” 
{From sjpeech of Welsh Radical Candidate, subsequently 
returned at head of poll.) 
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AROUND THE WORLD. 

(With apolcgies to “ The Tribune'*) 
Sarto Eesartus. 

M. Carolus DDR.\Nr, the well-known 
French painter and director of the Villa 
Medici, will, as he stated at the last 
reception at the French school of painting 
in Rome, shortly commence a portrait of 
the Pope, of w’hom no good portrait as 
yet exists. M. Carolus Duran intends 
to paint Prus X., no matter what he may 
actually be wearing, in a w^hite tunic, a 
cream-silk robe, with a moire belt, 
“tinted with bluish shades,” and the 
hands “ of a diaphanous blue.” Such 
were the exact terms which the French 
master used when giving me this mfor- 
mation, except, of course, that he spoke 
French, which I have translated, I 
trust accurately, for the benefit of readers 
of the Radical press. I believe that this 
is the first instance of a sitter with 
blue hands since Lear painted the 
“ Jumblies.” 

Bitter Irony in Brussels. 

I heard to-day a most interesting piece 
of secret information concerning the 
Committee of the Sugar Conference now 
sitting in this city. Every member of 
I this Committee, without exception, is 
i forced by doctor's orders to use no 
i sweetening matter but saccharine, which 
I they all carry in neat pocket bottles. 

Politics at Pitcairn. 

The greatest excitement prevails in 
Pitcairn Island over the results of the 
English elections, which are brought 
every evening by special shark postal 
service, an invention of the Prince of 
Monaco, the great pelagic expert. The 
sharks are trained very much in the 
manner of carrier pigeons, and are all 
numbered and registered. As the news 
comes in by cable at Auckland, the 
nearest point to Pitcairn, it is mitten 
out on waterproof sheeting and tied to 
the shark’s dorsal fin. The fish is then 
dismissed with a blessing, and he makes 
for Pitcairn like an Arrow. As he 
reaches the harbour the pier-master, 
who has seen him coming, owing to the 
disturbance of the surface of the water 
by his powerful 100-porpoise power 
strokes, leans over the pier, and with an 
instrument known as a “snatcher” 
deftly seizes the message as the fish 
darts by and commences its horneward 
journey. The whole island was illumi- 
nated in honour of the defeat of Mr. 
Brodriok— why, I have no notion. 

The Penalties or Peace. 

The members of theiVmsterdam Society 
of Architects, “Ardiitecturaet Amicitia,” 
disapprove of the regyilations drawn up 
for the prize competition for the erection 
of a “ Peace Palace ” at the Hague. They 
have therefore decided to submit a pro- 


posal to the International Congress of 
Architects in London that the general 
miles for such competitions should in 
future be fixed by that body. The 
reason deciding them to ask the assist- 
ance of England is understood to be a 
frenzied admiration of some of London’s 
architectural gems, particularly Cannon 
Street railway arch. The Czar is said 
to have severely criticised the original 
plan of a Peace Palace on the ground 
that it contained no armoury ; he says 
that all the best Hague Conventions are 
in favour of such an inclusion. 


THE OTHER SIDE OF THE 
QUESTION. 

[“ Golfers were much in evidence the other 
day at the Royal Horticultural Society’s Hall, 
when Ml*. Martin Sutton, of the weJl-known 
Reading firm, delivered an address regarding 
patting greens and how to improve them He 
pointed out that on up-to-date greens a perfect 
suiface IS demanded, and said that the eradica- 
tion of the worm is now an absolute necessity.” 
— Daily Paper.) 

Wednesday, Januai'y 31. — The usual 
fortnightly meeting of the Amalgamated 
Society of British Womns (Sunnlngdale 
Branch) was held on the ninth green, 
at 6.30 A.M. The Minnies of the last 
Meeting having been read and con- 
firmed, the Chairman said . — 

“ I FANCY, gentlemen, that you 
Need no reminder or assurance 
That modern golfers, as a crew. 

Are getting quite beyond endurance, 
But some of you may not have heard 
What is, I think, their latest word. 

“ ‘ If time perfection you would reach, 
You must have levd greens to putt on.’ 
I ’m quoting from a recent speech 
Attributed to Mr. Sutton, 

In which, in most emphatic terms, 

He jumped upon the race of worms. 

“A velvet surface might, he said, 

In course of time he cultivated, 
Provided that we worms were dead, 

Or totally eradicated I 
Then and then only would he seen 
The true, ideal putting green. 

“ Some subtle means we must contrive 
To teach this fellow not to spurn 
Our absolute prerogative. 

Our undisputed right to turn ! 
Necessity demands that we 
Should rise to this emergency. 

“ To know precisely what is best 
To do, req^uires consideration. 

The course I would myseK suggest 
Is ” 

[At this 'point, owing to the sudden 
arrival of one or two early birds, 
the Chairman’s speech was abruptly 
terminated, and the Meeting broke 
up in disorder. 


CULLED FBOM THE COURTS. 

Seamy-side Stories pithily narrated. 
(With achnouledgments to ‘^The Evening News.") 

Tempus rUGIT. 

It is unfortunately the province of the 
law to interfere to a certain extent with 
the liberty of the subject, and the 
experience of Samuel Johnson, a Brixton 
gentleman, is only a case in point. 

Samuel (who, by the way, is no rela- 
tion to the great lexicographer) had 
apparently mistaken a gold watch in a 
jeweller’s window for his own, and so 
certain was he that the timepiece in 
question was his own property that he 
had gone the length of breaking the 
window to get it. Samuel will have 
leisure now to reflect that you cannot 
“ take ” time without “ doing ” it. Three 
months. 

A Successful Operation. 

As Detective-Inspector Sherlock was 
strolling down Norfolk Street yesterday 
afternoon, his pity was aroused by the 
appearance of a poor hump-backed man. 
The soft-hearted inspector perfomied an 
operation on the spot and removed the 
hump, which tmmed out to be one of 
those ingenious automatic machines 
which keep a certain hospital for one 
minute, the proper place for which was 
Charing Cross (Dndergi’ound) Station. 
To-day the patient is reported to be 
doing well, hut will not be out and 
about fur at least six months. 

A Bootless Quest. 

The poet who sang “Blow, blow, thou 
winter wind, thou art not so unkind as 
man’s ingratitude,” has probably voiced 
the sentiments of Robert Bateson better 
than he could himself. It appears that 
a gentleman who lives in Cromwell Road 
found Robert in his hall at the witching 
houi- of night, with his boots in his 
hands. Robert avers that, having been 
unemployed for some time, he was 
looking for a job, and that it was 
entirely out of consideration for the 
household that he took his hoots off, as 
be knew only too well what it was to 
lose his night’s sleep ; and as for the 
spoons, &c., found in his pockets, why 
someone must have put tliem there on 
puipose— that was all ! The magistrate 
thought that this was a reasonable view 
to take of the case, and dismissed 
Robert— in charge of two kind but firm- 
looking men, w4o will see that he is 
not exposed to such indignities for the 
next few months at any rate. 


Teaching the Old Idea. 

P RESTON GIRLS’ HIGH SCHOOL.--Ap- 
plications are invited for the post of head 
mistress of the above school. . . . Salary £250 
a year, with a capitation fee of £1 per head 
on all pupils over 50. — Spectator, 
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LOVE’S ASSURANCE. 

Jack had promised to come. 

In spito of the opposition of her 
father, of his threats, his cruel and 
heartless "words, Jack had promised to 
come and see her. She crushed the 
little note between her fingers as she 
sat awaiting him in the di^y lighted 
drawing-room. He might be here at 
any, moment now. Ihe note said 
nine o’clock. The big chiming-dock on 
the mantelpiece was on the point of 
striking. How brave he was, how fear- 
less ! Her father had dared him to call 
again, had even threatened him with 
violence, and Jack had laughed in his 
face. And when, her father in his 
sternest tones had asked him how he 
dared to pay his addresses to her, quite 
in the old-fashioned conventional manner, 
Jack had replied, with perfect self- 
control, that love dares anytliiiig, even 
the stentorian threats of a Director of 
the Iniquitable Accident Assurance Com- 
pany. And in answer to her father’s 
hrutal allusions to his poverty and total 
unfitness for business, he had wagered 
he could make a thousand pounds any 
day of the week. How proud she was 
of him I 

Hark 1 What was that ? 

Surdy the front door had been opened 
and closed. Could it be he ? 

She rose from the sofa and listened. 
Yes, ^ here were his footsteps. The 
drawing-room door was opened eagerly. 

“Jack!” 

But it was not" Jack who stood before 
her, it was her father. 

He was breathing heavily, his evening 
tie was loose, his hair disordered, his 
fingers still warm and red from a recent 
conflict. 

“Father!” she cried. “What does 
this mean ? ” 

“It means,” replied he, rather scant 
of breath, “ that I have kept my word. 
I warned him not to come.” 

“ Oh, father, you have not hurt Jack ? 
You have not dared ?” 

“ Yes — have dared. I said I would, 
if he called here again, and I am a man 
of my word.” 

The girl swayed unsteadily, and 
dropped on to the couch. 

Her father came towards her, gesticu- 
lating wildly. 

“You ought to know me by this 
time,” he said, “and that what I say I 
will do— I will do. This will be a 
lesson to both of you, and show you that 
obedience — implicit obedience, where 
my^ wishes are concerned, is the best 
policy.” He did not mean to talk shop. 

“ Where is Jack ? ” asked the girl tear- 
pdly. “ What have you done to him ? ” 

The man became grim. 

“I caught him coming through the 
door, and immediately forbade him to 


enter the hall. He refused, and the door 
closed behind liim. I warned him not to 
provoke me by his insolent disobedience 
— ^that I would thrash him to within an 
inch of his life. He laughed. My blood 
boiled within me, and I struck him.” 

“ Ah 1 ’* came from the girl. 

“ One blow led to another. He dared 
me a second time, and I believe I broke 
one of his ribs.” 

“Well,” asked she — “and then?” 

“In tj^ng to evade a lunge, he 
caught his foot on the corner of the 
organ stool, and sprained his ankle.” 





THOUGHTS FOR H0N-THIHKER8. 

Be sure tou raise no more spirits than you 

CAN CONJURE DOWN. 

“ Go on,” said the girl, rising, pale, 
resolute. “ TeU me all — all 1 ” 

“ He scrambled about, groaning fear- 
fully, uttering your name at intervals, 
and then made a sudden lurch as if to 
dose with me.” 

The man paused. Then he said, still 
without a touch of remorse, “ I did not 
know I was so strong. I broke bis arm.” 

“Oh, Jack, Jack,” cried the girl. 
“ AU for niy sake. Wiere is he ? ” 

“ Briggs has taken him to the hospital 
in a four-wheeler.” 

“And when he comes out we will be 
married.” 

“ What 1 ” yelled the man. “ Do you 
defy me, too, you ? ” 

“Yes. When you pay him the thousand 
pounds ” 

“ What thousand pounds ? ” 

“ Or five thousand pounds Ifco hush the 
matter up,” continued the girl. 


“What do you mean?” roared her 
father. 

“That Jack, knowing your violent 
temperament, insui-ed himself in your 
Company this morning. Read his note.” 

Her father read and spluttered. 

“ What would the other directors 
think,” she asked, “of this conspiracy 
to defraud ? ” 

“Ish-ssh.” 

“A cheque for £5,000 would do a 
great deal to mitigate the pain Jack must 
be suffering now,” urged the girl. 

It did. 


THE COMPLETE PARAGRAPHIST. 

A REPRESENTATIVE of the Echo de Paris, 
calling on M. Paderewski at Lausanne to 
^ question the tiuth of the rumour that 
he had retired permanently into private 
life, was denied admittance to the 
virtuoso’s villa, and any information, but 
ascertained none the less that M. Pade- 
rewski may be expected to make his 
public reappearance shortly, leads a 
hermit’s hfe, practises the piano ten or 
twelve hours a day, has almost finished 
the score of an opera, has composed 
several pianoforte pieces, has a picture 
gallery of royal photographs every one 
signed, grows wonderful gi-apes which 
find ready sale on the Paris boulevards, 
and has several prize sheep of the 
Slandringliam breed, presented to him 
by King Edward. 

The question is, what more would 
the journalist have learned if he had not 
been kept at bay ? 

Fired by this example of success, a 
representative of M7\ Punch hurried to 
Whittinghame to inquire into the report 
that Mr. Balfour’s intention was not to 
re-enter Parliament at any price. 
Arrived at his destination our myrmidon 
lost no time in being ejected by the 
lodge-keeper. His report, however, is 
that Mr. Balfour is happy although 
harried, eats well, sleeps well, drives 
with his old freedom and success, putts 
accurately, wishes he was in Mexico with 
Alexander Herd, plays Chopin every 
evening, is writing a book on the shifting 
foundations of the Conservative Party, 
tends the flowers in his hothouses, care- 
fully abstains from growing orchids, lies 
on the rack regularly for an hour before 
retiring to bed in the hope of increasing 
the length of his legs, being persuaded 
that had they only been longer, his 
Party would have won by great strides. 


The Painful Path of Duty. 

L ost I— BIu© Enamelled Locket. The finder 
will be rewarded by bringing it to Bose 
Hill Cottage, Queenstown. 

Virtue is here rather less than its own 
reward, for Rose HiU, we are informed 
by a QueenstoTO coiTespondent, is quite 
steep, and the cottage is near the top. 
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OUR THEATRICALS horribly, and I was beginning to derive book in hand. I am not in the least 

much enjoyment from my duties, especi- like George (thank goodness !) and I 
ally as, when the date of the performance was in evening dress. ‘^Alonzo! ” said 
Mt duties as prompter were very light drew near, the company became more Gipsy, obedient to my signal to finish 
at rehearsals; not that the members of tolemntof my endeavours to confine them the scene at any cost — but the rest of' 
the company were any of them word- to a fiiirly free paraphrase of the text. the line was drowned in the tumultuous 
perfect, but because they unanimously Well, the most striking scene in the applause of the audience. I took her 
resolved that any attempt on my part to play was where George, who was sup- in my arms, as George had to do, I 
call attention to their short-comings was posed to have been killed, suddenly wanted the tableau to be as effective as, 
absurdly premature. Mrs. Somerhlle, burst in upon the heiuine, very much under the trying circumstances, it could 
as the author, would occasionally protest alive. Personally, I think the scene be. “ Ring down, somebody,” I shouted ■ 
when somebody skipped half a page of was a mistake. 1 am unable to see the over her shoulder — and the curtain came 
one of her heautiful soliloquies — she necessity for reviving George, of whom down in its customary instalments, 
liad made the play nearly all soliloquy the audience must have had more than And yet neither she nor George were - 
in order to avoid overcrowding our enough. But Mrs. Somerville had or- a bit grateful to me. At the supper at 
small stage — but she was always met dained otherwise, and according to her the &mervili;es afterwards, to which 
by the assiunnce that it would* be all stage-direction — after soliloquies, the the whole company and a few others 
right on tlie night. I have since learnt piece consisted largely of stage-directions were invited, the hero and the heroine, 
that this is the orthodox formula on — Gipsy, who was alone upon the stage seated together as usual, practically 
these occasions, and is considered to be (soliloquising) was to start violently as ignored me. Barthox^mew the curate 




highly humorous. At any rate, its | 

continual repetition - 

rendered my office 
veiy much of a sine- 
cure. Under these 
circumstances, I 

need hardly have 3 

been so constant in - '^1 

my attendance, but 
the Somervilles, at 
whose house the re- 

hearsals took place, ' 

did us all remark- 

ably well eveiy ■ 

evening, and oE V 

course Gipsy was 
i always there. The 
whole crowd, as 
Smithers called us— 

I Smithers, as I think ' 

I mentioned, had a 

cousin on tour some- 

where at the Back / ^ ' 

of Beyond, and 

therefore affected 

the slang of the 

profession — was — 

always invited to dinner before every 


At any rate, its | the hero re-appeared. 









I was casting up the receipts. “I am 

— happy to be able to 

announce,” he said, 
“ that the Good 
Object ” 

r “AVhat was the 

S ) Object?” inquired 

'Y guests. 

' Mrs. Somerville 
smiled a mysterious 
smile, and looked 

^ George. I followed 

^ her glance. Both he 
Gipsy blushed. 
“I have another 
announcement to 
make,” said Mi*s. 




AFTER THE ACCIDENT. 

“ Toujoijes la Politesse.” 


^5^ An Irish resident 
at Bangor, whose 
hand 1&. Lloyd- 
George shook, has 
made a vow not to 

‘wash that hand for 

We understand that a depu- 


dways invited to dinner before every We had anlved at this point on the a month. We understand that a depu- 
reiiearsal, and the Somervilles’ dinners night of the performance— and Gipsy tation of soap-boilers will wait upon the 
are exc^ent. Of course I should did start violently. Unfortunately there President of the Board of Trade to ask 
have enjoyed mine more if Mrs. Sombr- was no George. I gave her the words, him to use his infiuence to dissuade his 
viLLE hadn’t made that fool George in a loud voice meant to he reassuring — admirer from the full perfonnance of 
take Gipsy down every night, just be- ''Alonzo! Alive! Oh!” The house his vow, as they fear that this form of 
cause they had some rubbishy love-scenes roared. Of course she was not intended hero-worship may be catching. 

together in the piece. Old Somerville to say these touching words in quite the 

usually kept the port circulating for a same tone of voice as I used in giving j a-u xx- 

long time before we joined the ladies in them to her from the book. But as Aiding and Abetting, 

the drawing-room — on the stage, I mean there was no Alonzo sbe did not say [“Through his horse being frightened ly a 
—and then the fumitui-e had to be thematalL She went hack to the cue pa^gmotoi-cax Ifc.— - was ^wnoutof 
moved, and lists of properties drawn up, for Alarm's entrmce, and. started^^_^j^ ^ 

all over superfluous brutality 

t least i that makes the motorist so unpopular a 


and important questions discussed; such — started TOlently, I mean. Still no t • xt.- i • j jj a v x vx 

as whether Gipsy ought to wear a Panama Geioiiqe. Though growing hot all over, supOTuous brutehty 

or what she called a|lainsaaor-so that I was not displ^ed._ This at least, I A®* “ak® Hxemotonst so unpopular a 

it was usually rather late before we got thought, wiR disillusion her. George 

under weigh. Somerville, being functus lias forgotten his entrance. It was true. 

officio, was by that time fast asleep Someone rushed up to me, and hoarsely From a provincial paper we cull the 
amongst the heap of chairs and tables in whispered, “George not dressed — can’t following tragedy: — “Some toys that 
the comer, punctuating th^ love-making come.” I rose to the occasion. Gipsy, squeaked when extended with the breath 
of George and Gipsy with rhythmical poor girl, was already starting violently amused the pygmies very much, until 
snores. This always put George off for th© third time. 1 walked on, prompt- on© burst with a bang.” 
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THE EDUCATIONALIST. 

Who doiitts my wisdom ? Dares to cjall me tlincl 
In things relating to the youthful mind ? 

Who says there ’s aught pertaining to the urchin 
I have not made elaborate research in ? 

Who thinks to question my superiority ? 

I am an educational authority. 

Blue books, white papers, annual reports, 

Official documents of endless sorts 
Weigh down my over-crowded shelves, revealing 
Their master’s one pursuit from floor to ceiling ; 
While education journals, quite unable to 
Find other haven, litter floor and table too. 

The complicated rites are known to me 
Whereby you register in Column B : 

I can express a B.Sc. (Otago) ^ 

In terms of Tokio, Jena or Chicago, 

Or tell the value of a London Bachelor 

Who ’s done her training at the Mary Batchelor. 

I know the County Council schemes in Herts 
For teaching people pedagogic arts ; ^ 

The value of S.ie scholarships and prizes 
They offer Pupil-Teachers in Devizes ; 

The income from the penny-rate in Cumberland, 
And how to be a P.-T. in Northumberland. 

I’ve studied every section of the rules 
Prescribed for building secondary schools ; 

I know the minimum of ventilation 
That satisfies the Boai-d of Education ; 

How many cubic feet a dining brat must get. 

And, if we have a kitchen, how much that must get. 

My words are greeted with prolonged applause 
When I discuss the Cowper-Temple clause ; 

Men mark with deference my views on state-aid, 

The whisky money, tenure, grants and rate-aid — 
Indeed, I have become so dominant a swell 
I could give points to BirreIoL and Morant as well. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The General Election being over, any crying need for the 
knowledge of the elements of sdf-defence is over too ; and 
yet there are occasions when some one, in Mr, Weller's 
phrase, has got to “be whopped for this ’ere,” and there is 
no better modem substitute for the old-fashioned whopping 
tihan Ju-jitsu, the principles of which are descidbed^ by a 
plurality of authors (four in aU) with singular charm in Hie 
Game of Jvr-jitm (HA^FnL & Co.), with many pictures to add 
to the exposition’s usefulness. One cannot look with any- 
thing but respect upon even civilian methods of agm-ession 
and defence in the nation which has caused the Russian 
Bear so frequently to make upon the mats the two knocks of 
submission. 


Bose at Boneypoi (Methuen) runs somewhat short of the 
average measurement of the six-shilling novel, which is a 
pity, since the quality is excellent. My Baronite is least 
attracted by the heroine, who, bolting from the ascetic house- 
hold of her husband’s maiden sisters, goes in search of nature 
in a quiet country hamlet. At Honeypot she finds a good 
deal of it, of sorts, mostly sordid. A drunken, dissolute 
husband, a slattenily wife, two exceedingly undesirable 
children, and a group of malevolent village gossips, are 
among her daily companions. These form Qie background j 


to the finely-conceived character of ion*!/, the gamekeeper, 
a fellow-lodger in the cottage where Bose fondly believed 
she would be “ close to the heart of nature.’’ In the absence 
of her sailor-husband, conveniently at a foreign station, Bose^ 
being young, pretty, piquante, and ruthlessly selfish, enslaves 
Lorry, At a certain stage of the acquaintance a less clever 
artist than Mistress Mary Mann would have drowned, shot, 
or otherwise disposed of the absent husband. She spares 
him to come home and carry off his versatile wife from the 
almost outstretched arms of the long-suffering Lo?'^/. It is, 
after all, only a slight sketch. But it brings out in fine lines the 
figure of a gentleman, albeit arrayed in rough shooting suit. 


The Braeelridges, by Sarah Tytlbr (John Long). This 
pleasantly written novel is free from anything like sensa- 
tionalism, unless the powerful description of a railway accident 
and its dramatic result — not altogether a surprise to the 
reader — may be so accounted. About the literaiy style of 
this clever authoress there clings, as it were, a kind of laid- 
up-in-lavender perfume that may recall to some experienced 
readers the chaiming old-fashioned Cranford, and the novels 
of Chaelotte Yonge and Jane Austen. In this story of The 
Bracebridges, the carefully-elaborated nanutive is illustrated 
by familiar similes, and the authoress’s precise description of 
character obviates any necessity for incisive dialogue. Though 
the story of the three sisters, their loves, their disappointments, 
their losses and their rewards, is not much above tlie quiet 
commonplace incidents of ordinary superior middle-class 
existence, yet is there, in the narration of them, a certain charm 
that attracts the reader, who comes at length to feel honoured 
at being admitted to the confidence of the somewhat conven- 
tional and typically homely Bracebndge family. 


The Baron has not a word to say against ErHcker^s 
Bemitation (Alston Rivers), which Mr. Thomas Cobb has 
ably cleared from aU suspicion. The commencement of the 
story, where the situation occurs on which all subsequent 
mistakes and complications 
hang, may not, to many readers 
who within the last few years 
have patronised modern farcical 
comedy, seem absolutely new 
and original. Granting this, 
the gradual development of 
the shght plot by means of 
the characteristic action of the 
“personages in the drama” is 
most adroitly managed. It 
gives the Baron considerable 
pleasure to recommend this 
decidedly up-to-date novel. 


Prospechtve. — The great drama of Neyv at His Majesty’s 
has been followed, according to the suggestion in our last 
week’s article on “ Out-Heroding Herod,” by a highly suc- 
cessful play by P. Nero at the St. James’s Theatre, of which 
we trust to give an account “in our next.” It is entitled 
His House in Order, and as Mr. George Alexander is likely 
to do good business with it for some time to come the title 
will not have to be changed to Orders in the House, 


‘‘GRAND BARGAIN SALE. LAST WEEK.’’ 

Another glorious opportunity missed. But why vainly 
recall the past ? What we want are the sales of this week. 

More Trade Honesty. 

“ Allow me to draw your attention to our Celebrated Yorkshire Polony, 
which for over 40 years has had more than a local reputation for 
delicions flavour and reliability.” 
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Eis Partner. “I beallt beveb heabd a better speect is inr iife! Stch a wosbeeful 

FLOW OF ’* 

He. ** Great Scott ! That reminds me — ’ve left the Bath-room tap at home full on ! ” 


LADIES AT WORK. 

Onxy a mangled report of tlie recent 
conference on Domestic Training for 
Perfect Ladies has reached the press, 
but fortunately we happen to be able to 
supplement it. 

iunong the unreported speakers was 
one who quite early in the proceedings 
congratulated the promoters on the good 
sense and tact which led them to substi- 
tute the words “Perfect Ladies” for 
“Women.” The word “woman,” she 
held, should not be used at all. “ To be 
called a woman,” she said, is to be 
insulted. We are not women, we are 
ladies.” 

An elderly matron rising to oppose 
this view and to express her satisfaction 
with the word “ woman,” was shouted 
down. “We are all women whatever 
happens, through no efforts of our own,” 
she was heard to say; “but it is our 
own affair whether we are ladies or not.” 
(Cries of “ Traitor! ” and uproar). 

The friends of the “ Kid-gloved 
Guild of Household Dames” explained 
how it was that so odd a title had been 
chosen. “The word ‘servant’ is also 
obiected to,” she said; “and it must 
be abandoned.” No lady could soil j 
her reputation by seeking for work at 
a Registry’’ OfiS.ee for servants. Kew 
registry ofiSces for household dames 
were therefore being opened, with a door- 
keeper whose business it was to refuse 
adrnission to ordinary servants or women, 
and forcibly throw them out if they 
were at all obstinate. “Service” also 
was to be a forbidden -word. 

Asked if it was intended to substitute 
“ damevice,” the speaker sat down in a 
ladylike huff. 

To a question as to the fairness of 
this extremely genteel competition with 
ordinary servants no reply was given, 
except cries of “ Shame ! ” 

To another question as to whether we 
were not all servants, from His Majesty 
downwards, no answer was given, except 
“ Turn her out ! ” 

A lady cook then gave her experience 
of service. She was allowed, she said, 
to come in at the front door, possess a 
latchkey, receive her friends, and take 
her meals with the family. It was true 
that this necessitated sitting down to 
table in rather a heated state, immediately 
after dishing up the joint, but she pre- 
served her kdyhood none Ihe less, and 
ib&t was everything. One must be a 
lady. 

A lady kitchen-maid also testified to 
the elegance with which she carried out 
her duties. Her employers, she said, 
were full of tact. Nothing was ever 
allowed to happen to remind her that 
die was degrading hersdf ; as, of course, 
she was. 

A question was here asked as to 


whether the work by which one lived 
was degrading, but no direct reply was 
given. A sul^equent speaker, however, 
gave an indirect reply when she said 
that the true vocation of ladies un- 
doubtedly was to read novels and play 
the piano, and anything that interrupted 
this destiny was derogatory to their 
dignity, (^leers.) 

Speeches having been made by lady 
butlers, lady chauffeurs, and lady lady’s- 
maids, a resolution was adopted lhat 
whatever happened, and until the man 
arrived for whom they were to drudge 
willingly, nothing should ever induce 
L' l>-l>riTr,»i'- to be slaves. (Loud and 
prolonged cheering) 


Bluebeard Out-classed. 

“Widowed but a month ago, the 
estranged wife made a dramatic con- 
fession of her marriage to a crowd 
of New York reporters.” — Sunday 
Chronicle. 


“ Sir,” writes a correspondent to TJie 
Scotsman, “ I frequently come to Edin- 
burgh by mid-day train, and invariably 
there are a few criminals in charge of 
policemen, who at once put them into 
the first cah waiting to drive them to 
Oalton Jail. I have often wondered why 
the Edinburgh public allow such a 
practice, seeing that these criminals can- 
not he clean, and who can tell the next 
lady or gentleman who may engage the 
same cab without being cleaned?” 

It does indeed seem very hard to 
“tell”; and the onlypossible solution that 
we can think of should be made of one 
of those soaps which are equally service- 
able for upholstery and the human body. 

This sounds a better proposition than 
the one offered by the above correspon- 
dent, who continues as follows : “ I think 
the public should insist that the police 
van always comes to the midday train, and 
that any criminals who arrive by this 
train should walk to Oalton, for £J1 the 
distance. I am, &c., I^ignam'.” 
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TO A LOST BACHELOR. 

THOiiAS, my l)oy, we live in stirring times ; 

Fresli crises happen every other day ; 

The latest scheme tliat prompts our previous rhymes, 
Before their ink is dry, ‘‘ gangs aft agley.” 

The hr^ch that rives the Tory ranks in twain 
To-night is glued, to-morrow splits asunder ; 

And, as for leaders, none can tell us plain 
Which is the upper dog and which the under. 

But, for the moment, I have ceased to care 
Whether the Party’s wound should gape or heal ; 
That topic shows too trivial by compare 
With what concerns my more immediate weal ; 

For I have learned but now — ^and oh ! the shock 
Has made my faith in humankind miscarry — 

That you, on wdiom I rested like a rock, 

Thomas, that you — that 3 ’oli intend to marry I 

Had any other t<)ld this sorry tale 
I would have thi*ust the libel down his throat, 
Saying, “ His spots the leopard cannot pale, 

Nor yet the A]thiop shed his native coat 1 ” 

But you yourself conveyed the damning news, 

And, though you wore an air of wild elation, 
Babbling a jargon such as infants use, 

’Twas dear you spoke from first-dass information. 

Others, I own, had dashed my faith ere now, 

But such were slackers, groggy at the knee, 

Not built to brave tlie mountain’s arduous brow 
With stolwart veterans like you and me ; 

A dwinffing hand, we ’ve been and watched them wed, 
And in the festal pew I still can see you 
Wearing funereal garb, with shaking head 
And lips that groaned (in Latin) “ EJieu ! Eheu ! ! ” 

You had a heart, I lioped, of sterner bent ; 

Gifts of imagination kept you right ; 

You would not take tlie prinmose path’s descent, 

So facile and so desperatdy trite ; 

And now “ la helle dame ” holds you too in thrall, 

You too in turn have loosely drifted from me ; 

This is the most disloyal lapse of all, 

And warrants my remarking “Ft tu, Tommy! 

Don’t tel] me how our ties will just extend, 

^ Not break, thjL-ough such achange— I’ve thought of that 
That wives adopt tibeir liushand’s dearest friend, 

Much like a fixture when you take a flat ; 

Contrariwise I ’m certain she will cast 
A jealous eye on me ; it must upset her 
To know I know so much about your past 
From diose nomadic days before you met her. 

Therefore, niy Thomas, since we two must part, 

I post you, privily, these farewell lines, 

Where pity more than anger moves my heart 
On this ill-omened Eve — St. Valentine’s; 

Pity me, too, left lonely on the shore 
Here where the tide below my stranded keel ebbs, 

The same that lifts your prow which lately bore 
In deathless paint (you said) the sign of Couebs. 


The Conscientious Correspondent. 

“ Then the King and Princesses Ena and Beatrice started on foot for 
.a walk in Biarritz.” — Lanmahire Post. 

The O.-B. Anaiogy again. — Suggested name for a Liberal 
South London fruiterer : — ’Enery Camberweij>Bananaman. 


ALEXANDER’S FEAST. 

Eis House in Order, if not, as I am inclined to pronounce 
it, the best play, is certainly to he reckoned one of the very 
best plays that, up to this present time, Mr. Pinero has 
written. And, since Mr. Pinero is our principal dramatist, 
to say so much is to aflfirm without fear of contradiction 
that this comedy of liis in four Acts, played as it is,* is 
the best spechnen of genuine high comedy that has been 
seen in London for many years. 1 emphasise the condition 
“ played as it is,” for were not its rendering by Mr. George 
Alexander’s company well nigh perfect I doubt whether any 
audience, representative of the general public, could tolerate 
speeches of such inordinate length, nor would they aUow 
that the giving of an Ibsenitish lecture, apparently a propos 
de holies, by one guest in a country house to his fellow- 
guests, ladies and gentlemen, was quite natural or in the 
least degree probable. Yet so powerful is the interest created 
in the problem of the play, that the audience, in rapt atten- 
tion, listens to every \vord of this lecture given by Mr. Eilamj 
Jesson (Mr. George Alex.vnder), a guest in his brother’s house, 
to the Ridgcley family, who are his brother’s connections 
by marriage, and temporarily his feUow-guests. The host 
is himself present, as are also, if I remember right, a 
secretary, and the Mayor of the town. Greater tribute | 
to the power of the author and to the talent of the actors, I 
specially of the actor Mr. George Alexander, who has 
to perform this exliausting solo, could not he afforded 
than by the intense interest of the absorbed audience which 
hangs on every word, just as at the most critical moment of 
the play it eagerly watches the silent action of Miss Irene | 
Vanbrugh as Nina (the heroine), while at the same time | 
noting the effect of a strongly impassioned appeal to her | 
better self as it is urged upon her by Hilary Jesson. 

I doubt if Mr. George Alexander has ever had such a 
chance as this character gives him. It comes to him at the 
light moment. Years ago he could not have played it as he 
does now ; nay more, he would not have dared to attempt it, 
nor would Mr. Pinero have written it. But years ago no dra- 
matic author would have sacrificed action to dialogue. Old 
stagers would have pointed out its impracticability; mais, 

“ on a change tout celaJ^ By the way the French governess, 
Mile. Thome, in this piece is capitally played by Mile. Marcelle 
Chevalier, as is also the most important part of her little pupil 
Dereh Jesson, son of F'ilmer Jesson, M.P., lepresented by 
Miss Iris Hawkins. This little Derek is a delightful child, 
sharp as needles, with a facility for catching at such long 
words as he hears from his precise Aunt Ueraldine (Miss 
Beryl Faber), and, hut for the awe with which the little chap, 
who is very fond of liis governess, is compelled to regard her, « 
he would certainly have rejoiced in addressing Mile. Thomi ‘ 
as “ Tommy.” Little Miss Iris “ ira loln.'^ 

Miss IraOT Vanbrugh as the heroine is simply perfect ; she 
shows us exactly what Mr. Pinero means ; her timidity excites 
our sympathy, her position in the family otir pity ; her impe- ' 
tuosity takes away our breatli; and, in her irrepressible ' 
passion, she is a yory whirlwind of ungovernable fury. Bfer 
whole performance is magnificent ; not a flaw anywhere. j 
Mr, Herbert Waring has a most difficult role as the weak j 
and almost colourless husband ; hut he triumphs where Mr. | 
Pinero intended him to triumph, at the finish. His acting, ' 
notable for its artistic restraint, in the last scene of all,, i 
wh^e the treachery of his deceased wife is revealed to him, • 
is impressively powerful in its thorough naturalness\ In 
this scene there is no exaggerated expression of feeling; I 
not one false note. 

The^ stage management is admirable, with one noticeable I 
I exception, and that is where Hilary Jesson is suggesting to 
Nirui in a lengthy dialogue, sotio voce, a course of action, 
while the other characters, her husband and the Eidgeley 
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family, are Tritliin easy earsliot in tlie same room, evidently only ' 
awaiting their “ cues ’’ to take their parts in the scene. This 
is the sole-error m the otherwise perfect stage management. | 

Mir. Lyaul Swete as the pompous, oily. Sir Daniel, is 
delicious; we know that old humbug — ^who doesn’t ? 

Miss B&jea Pateitan, as the acidulated, narrow-minded, 
and mundanely pious person Lady Ridgeley, and Miss Beryl 
Faber as the strait-laced “prunes and prisms” spinster 
Geraldine, are both admirable. Herein is just a reminiscence, 
to the experienced, of The SeHous Family. 

^ Mr. C. M. Lowne has never had such an opportunity afforded 
him as 4iiiS’-of Rryee Ridgeley, the typical good young man of 
the upper bourgeois class, self-sufficient, insufferable. He is 
excellent. 

In the very difficult part of Major Maurewarde Mr. Dawson 
Milward wins our rductant sympathy by his tenderness for 
the child who is nominally the son of the man whom he has 
so cruelly wronged. It is, in its line, a very fine part. 

Mr. Nigel Playfair, assuming an air of familiarity proper 
to the popular dignitary of a small town, whose heart is 
in the right^ place, and whose manners are tempered by his 
social position as a general medical practitioner, gives a 
telling sketch of character. 

Mr. RoBEiiT Horton is Harding, the Member of Parliament’s 
confidential secretary, and renders his part with praiseworthy 
tact, as also does Mr. Vivian Eeynolds as Forshaw, the repre- 
sentative of a provincial newspaper, who, as an or^ng^ type 
of “ interviewer,” might- have so easily been made ridiculous. 

The scenery, by Joseph Barker, from designs by Mr. 
Percy Macquoid, R.I., forms an artistic setting to the picture. 

From first to last Mr. Pinero must unstintedly be con- 
gratulated on the play, and Mr. George Aiexandeb on its 
production with sim a ixanpany, whose performance is so 
exceptionally good, and especially that of Miss Irene Vanbrugh 
as the heroine; that it can be seen many times, and always 
with increasing-pleasure. It is in for a long run. 


HORTICULTURE UP TO DATE- 

STiMUL.iTED by the recent achievements of a horticulturist, 
who is about to place on the market the “ pomato,” a blend 
of the apple and tomato, and the “ piumcot,” a nfixture of 
plum and apricot, Mr. Punch hopes soon to be able to; 
announce the successful rearing of the following novelties : — 

The Gurriberry. — ^This may be regarded either as a very 
long gooseberry or a very short cucumber, according to fancy. 
When fuUy ripe the skin is thin and the contents pnlpy. 
Unripe it is like a cobble, and may be used as such. Mr, 
Punch is disposed to think that the over-ripe cumbeny will 
be very popular at Elections, especially when eggs are scarce. 
The hairy variety looks like a ffit caterpillarj.and makes veiy 
good grub. 

The Mietlctato, a happy ccanbination of the romantic and 
the domestic. This fruit, which has a very piquant flavour, 
has been grown in a small patch of soil, concealed, like King 
Charles, among the branches of an oat. Hence it is not 
surprising tjiat the Mistletato should combine the nourishing 
qualities of the homely tuber with the sentimental associa- 
tions of that plant which was revered hy our Druid ancestors 
and is beloved by modern maidens. It should be a popular 
dish at wedding breakfasts. 

The Pumpkonion promises wdl and seems Kkely to com- 
bine the amplitude of the pumpkin with the pungency of 
the onion. Mr. Punch is of opinion that a machine will have 
to he invented for dealing with this vegetable, as to handle 
it would he too severe a tax upon the cook’s lachrymal 
glands. 

^ The Tumiparrot and the Parsniparagus are not yet suf- 
ciently developed to be described with any confidence. Many 


others are only in an incipient state at present, hut Mr. Punch 
hopes to be able before long to announce that he has brought 
several to maturity, including the Collage and the Cabby- 
flower. 

LADY, A SHEEP-DOG. 

Lady, since first we met the years have sped 
In three full cycles o’er your good grey head. 

Your age I know not, yet my trembling tongue 
Owns, though I love you, that you are not young. 

Still, though ’twere flattery to call you slim, 

Your heart heats high, your vision is not dim. 

The far-flung ball that ’s swiftly lost to view 
Still with unerring speed you can pursue. 

Patient to find and always sure to bring 
The trophy hack and beg another fling. 

Your fathers drove their flocks, but you abide 
lu proud submission hy your master’s side. 

You grant, what love and death alone control, 

To him the untutored worship of your soul, 

Glad to obey, nor ever seek to prove, 

The word that checks, the wish that makes you move. 
Oft has he seen you, as, with head laid low 
Between your paws, you watched him come and go ; 
Waiting iiis pleasure and intent you lay 
While the slow minutes dragged their length away, 

Tin at the last, your inmost being stirred. 

You sprang to life obedient to his word. 

And he has known you urge on his repose 
The moist intrusion of a nudging nose, 

Or, bolder stiD, to seek his knee and press 
With pleading paw to win a slight caress. 

Nature, who made you rough and grey and meek, 

Reft you of dogdom’s silent power to speak ; 

Cut off your tribal customary flag, 

And left you nothing you could wave or wag. 

Yet, BtiH unfair herself, she made you fair, 

A bob-tailed beauty in a mat of hair, 

With two brown eyes, on which her mind she spent 
To make them tender, wise and eloquent. 

In part repentant, but in part unkind. 

With shaggy tufts she failed to make you blind, 

And left, while taking of your tail her toU, 

These curtained outlets for your anxious soul. 

Winter, dear Lady, when the world is chill 
With rain and mud, becomes you very ill. 

Roused from your slumbers at the early dawn 
For ten wild minutes on the swampy lawn, 

Clean — ^for no dog is better groomed than you — 

You issue forth and hunt the garden through ; 

Shake off the nighty and wantonly employ 
In zealous rollings your arrears of joy. 

Blameless in heart, but draggled, you return 
And roam the rooms, in swift dis^ce to learn 
How mud and moisture all your virtues clog, 

And men prefer their carpets to their dog. 

Yet, though your coat he muddy, I confess, 

Dear tail-less one, I cannot love you less. 

Here in my den the fire burns bright and high : 

Lie you before it, Lady, and get dry. 

Here shall no housemaid with an angry face 
Rate you for dirt and hid you from the place ; 

No careful mistress with imperious caU 
Send you to exile in a straw-laid stall. 

Lady, take courage, for behind my door 
Peace shall be yours and leisure to restore 
Your tangled toilet, till with mind serene 
I pass your coat as moderately dean. R. C. L. 
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EXPERT EVIDENCE. 

[In a dramatic criticism -T7ic Shoe and Leather Feeord complains that 
The Heroie shows ignorance of tanning, and in the tiying-on 

room the stock of chairs is too Sjoall.] 

We leam from The Insurance Review that the huming of 
Eome in Nero — ^without apparently any steps having been 
taken to insure the metropolis — is stilted and unnaturm. 

Criticisms are freely made by The Beeheeper and Fur and 
Feather on the Yarious pantomunes. Conversations between 
the lower creation in idiomatic English are sti^atized as a 
gross violation of natural history, and ^ stultifying the usual 
terms ‘‘ dumb annnals.” The cat in Dick Whittington betrays 
an impossible knowledge of municipal politics. The horse, 
again, is incapable of waltzing, and — in its wild state — never 
does conjuring tricks. 

Various fashionable weeklies take exception to the manners 
in so-called “Society” dramas. Peers and peeresses, we 
learn, eat and drink, in actual Ufe, almost precisely hke 
commoners; a gentleman paying a call does not wait 
till he is in the drawing-room to remove his hat, nor 
necessarily keep it off in the open air while addressing a 
Duchess. The Exchange and Mart points out that the 
terms arranged on the stage between American heiresses and 
bankrupt peers are frequently unbusinesslike. The Stationery 
Trades Journal asserts that the writing of a letter of four 


pages legibly in seven seconds, and the reading of a lengthy 
will at a single glance, conflict with its critic^s experience'. 

Objections are made in The Architectural Review to certain ‘ 
Park Lane scenes. The fact that a solid brick waH waves 
freely about when a footn^n stiunbles against it, and a 
massive (^k door vibrates ijf every g^t cff air, wc^d pre- 
suppose jerry-building — an explanation improbable’ in a 
millionaire’s house in Mayfair. 

Other criticisms passed by The Anttguanj on the chorus 
ladies in Italian opera, and by The Baker and Confectioner on 
the impossible rate of eating attained in dinner scenes, must 
be held over for want of space. 

Another Iniant Prodigy. ' 

From “Answer to Correspondents” ik The University 
Ooirespondent 

“ H. A. E. G-.— Having been bom on June 15tb, 1900, you will not be 
able to enter for IMatrioulation until September, 1906.” 

We don’t know who H. A. E. G. is ; but it looks as if he 
had mistaken the Matriculation at London University for the 
“ Previous ” Examination at Cambridge. ' 

A Remarkamje Claim.— “Crowds flocked to see the ‘new’ 
Turners at the Tate Qalle:^. An artist declares them to 
be his finest work.” — Baily Express, 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A GREAT access of strengtli to.tlie 
nation is reported. Mr. Eugene Sandow 
has become a British subject. We 
understand that the Japanese Govern- 
ment -was at once notified, and that their 
War Minister is appeased. 

It is now almost certain that the 
manufacture of the new short rifle will 
be discontinued. Although the autho- 
rities still maintain that it will be of 
great advantage in time of war, the 
discovery has been made that, owing to 
its formation, it militates against the 
smart appearance of the Guards at drill. 

Dr. EiiiL RETcn is about to lecture to 
a fashionable audience on Plato, about 
whom, although he is frequently men- 
tioned in the Divorce Court, there is an 
astonishing amount of ignorance among 
tlie Smart Set. 

A propoSj though we have heard much 
recently about changes in naval uni- 
foim, we are glad to say that the naval 
divorce suit of which we read last week 
is something of a novelty. 

The question of the effect of food on 
the complexion is now being considered. 
A table-spoonful of mustard is still 
held to be without a rival for producing 
rosy cheeks. 

It is nunoured tliat, in view of the 
largely increased number of Labour 
Members in the new House of Ooimnons, 
the old division bell is to be superseded 
by a “ hooter.” 

It is proposed to keep permanent 
exhibitions of paintings on the great 
American liners. Once more we are to 
liy the effect of oils on troubled waters. 

The number of ladies of noble birth 
who write novels is said to be increasing. 
The demand, we suppose, calls forth the 
supply ; meanwhile the difficulty of 
finding satisfactory titles for the books 
themsdves grows greater every day. 

The Moorish delegates at the Alge- 
ciras Conference have proved themselves 
more far-sighted than their confrhes. 
Realising how tedious the proceedings 
would he, they came clothed in blankets, 
so that they could roll themselves up 
and go to sleep whenever they desired. 

Two more motor-omnibuses caught 
fire last week, and it is felt that, if this 
cx)ntinues to happen, it may detract 
from the comfort of passengers in less < 
seasonable weather. 

I ' 

During a riot at the Belfast Palace of ‘ 


Varieties a man was thrown from the 
gallery into tlie auditorium. “ He 
escaped with only slight injuries,” says 
the report. This surely must have been 
the historic Irishman who had the good 
fortune to fall on his head. 

We were aware that Mr. Seymour 
Hicks is a talented actor, but it has 
remained for a contemporary to acquaint 
us with the fact that he is also a dever 
contortionist. From an account of a 
recent trial we learn that he occupied 
a chair near the solicitors’ table “ in a 
characteristic Seymour Hicks attitude — 
his legs crossed, his arms flung care- 
lessly over the hack of the chair, and 
his chin sunk in his hands.” 

'' Lvn Macl*vren ” has expressed him- 
self as of the opinion that a sense of 
humour is a hindrance to practical 
success in life. Tliis insinuation that 
our most successful humorists lack a 
sense of humonr has caused considerable 
pain in some quarters. 

Sentences of deportation have been 
passed on a number of alien criminals. 

I Native talent hopes to fill the gaps. 

Mr. Burnts has been to Buckingham 
Palace to see tlie Kixg. Feeling that 
such an occasion demanded some slight 
change of costume, the President of the 
Local Government Board wore, we are 
informed, a howler suit and a serge 
hat. 

Four hundred camels, it is announced, 
are to he employed by the Kaiser’s 
troops ill South-west Africa in putting 
down the rebellion. We are not fond of 
blowing onr own trumpet, but we would 
draw attention to the fact that, though 
we might and could compose a jeu 
d'esp'it about the Germans having the 
hump, we forego that privilege. 


SOCIOLOGICAL NOTES. 

WOMEM. 

Women are horn^ not made. 

There is only one kind of women, 
namely, women. 

Against the eternal feminine tho daily 
male has no chance at all. 

Schopenhauer did not approve of 
women. Women did not approve of 
Schopenhauer. 

The chief topics of converaation in 
female society are husbands and servants. 
The distinction seems arbitrary, and 
doubtless is seldom drawn. 

Those whom the gods love (i.e. ladies 
of the chorus) dye young. 

The popular idea that women have 
no sense of humour is quite mistaken. 
They marry us. 


Or, The Paris County Councillors Pay ly Pay. 

Monday, Feb. 5. 8.55 A.M. — The 

Cpunty Councillors, eighty strong, headed 
hy Sir Edwin Cornwall, leave London 
for Paris, all wearing white tail hats 
with green puggarees, projecting teeth, 
side whiskers and loud check suits. 
Each Councillor has a Bible under his 
arm, and smokes a large briar pipe. 
General regret expressed at the absence 
of Mr. John Burns ; rumoured that he 
is following in a Thames steamer. 
Deputation bringing good wishes for 
bon voyage from Soho arrives five minutes 
after the train has gone. Charters special 
train and catches the other at Chisle- 
liLirst. Leader of deputation recites 
speech from the engine of his train to 
the guard of the other, who passes it 
on to the County Councillors. A suit- 
able reply having been made, the Soho 
deputation reverses its train and returns 
to London satisfied. Sir Edwin Corn- 
wall full of jokes and fun. “ ^Vhy am 
I like a fish out of water? ” he asks at 
Tonbridge. All give it up. “ Because 
I’m Cornwall in Kent.” Slirieks of 
laughter. 

11 A.M. — ^At Dover. The Councillors 
embark for Calais, eighty strong. 

11.30. — ^In the Chops of the Channel. 
Very rough. Who is the Jonah? Can 
it be J. WiLLUMS Benn ? Perish the 


it be J. WiLLUMS Benn ? Perish the 
thought ! 

12.30. — The Councillors arrive at 
Calais, eighty weak. No sign of Mr. 
Burns in his Thames steamer. Rumour 
that he is going all tlie way by water. 
Sir Edwin Cornwaix, by remarking, 
“ Then he must be in Seine,” is antici- 
pating fifty-one other CounciRors, in 
spite of their qualms. Profound sadness 
and gloom. 

12.45. — ^Lunch ready. No takers. 

1.15. — ^Departure by train for Paris. 

Mayor and Corporation of Calais with 
address of welcome, waiting at the 
wrong station, are not heard. “Never 
mind ” (n’mporte), says Ihe Mayor, “ it 
will do, with a little alteration {un peu 
d' alteration) when they come back.” 

4.45. — ^Arrival at the Gare dii Nord 
(Station of the North), Reception by 
M. Brousse, the Members of the Bureau 
of the H6tel de Ville (Town Hall), and 
the Republican Guard. Councillors 
instantly identified through wearing the 
national costume, and cheered. Sir 
Edwin Cornwall embraced by M. Brousse. 
“ Embroussed,” he calls it, amid loud 
laughter. 

6.O.— Arrival at Grand Hotel, after 
triumphant progress through the streets 
in open carriages. AH Paris (tout Paris) 
on the pavements (troUoirs), crying 
“ Rosbif ! ” “ Earear ! ” “ Ip ip ! ” » Vive 
Sir CoENWAiii'I ” 
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DETECTED. 


Clerical Touriat (pi8ltm:j CatliedraT). “Always opest, eh? Akd do you fkd that people 

COME HERE OS WEEK-DAYS FOR REST AKD MEDITATION?” 

Verger. “At, that they do, odd times. Why, I catohed some of ’em at it only last 
Toosdat [ ” 


6.30. — Sir Edwix Corwall leaves 
cards on the President and the British 
Ambassador. Finds a reporter under 
each seat of the can*iage and two on the 
roof. Grants interview. On regaining 
his hotel is crushed by a rush of inter- 
viewers. “ The power of the 'press'" he 
exclaims, as he vanishes up the stairs. 
Great laughter (rive), as all the reporters 
settle down to articles on the witty Lord 
Cornwall. Xo sign of Mr. Burxs. 

8.0. — Banquet in the Hotel de Yille. 
“Lucky John Burns is not here,” says 
Sir Edwin Cornwall; “he doesn’t like 
veal.” Terrific exclamations. Coun- 
cillors go very gingerly with the rich 
dishes. Chops of the Channel stOl too 
recent. Great speech by M. Brousse. 
Great speech by Sir Edwin Cornwall. 
Unfolds his plan of a congress of capitals 
and continental visits of L.C.O. to Vienna 
and Madrid, Constantinople and Bagh- 
dad, Berlin and St. Petersburg, Sofia 
and Berne, Antananarivo and New York. 
Return visits of representatives of all 
these capitals to London. No work any 
more — only ententes. Yive V Entente ! 
(Long live the present cordial under- 
standing with France.) Cheers and 
enthusiasm. 

Tuesday, Feh. 6. — ^AU the Paris papers 
come out with cohunns of Sir Edwin 
Cornwall’s jokes (hons mots). 

10 A.M. — Visit of the Councillors to 
the Halles. Sir Edwin Cornwall kisses 
the Queen of the Market on both cheeks 
Full description telegraphed to London. 
The Councillors in open carriages make 
a tour of Paris. Crowds line the pave- 
ments (troUoirs again), crying the new 
portmanteau word coined in the night 
by M. Anatole France, assisted by 
Willy, to sum up the national and 
municipal character of the visit — “ Com- 
bif ! ” “ Com-bif ! ” Sir Edwin acknow- 
ledges the compliment as a man should. 

12.30. — ^Lunch at Duval’s principal 
iStablissement (establishment). Sir Edwin 
kisses the hend waitress and brings down 
the house by asking if Claude is present. 
“ No.” “ Then where the Duval is he ? ” 
he adds, (Cannonades of merriment.) 

3 p.M. — ^The Councillors take a drive 
in the Bois (wood). They meet M. 
Loubet driving a phaeton. Sir Edwin 
Cornwall kisses him on both cheeks. 
Consternation of M. Loubet, whose horses 
take fright and bolt. 

6 P.M. — ^Return of search party which 
had gone to find Mr. Burns. Thames 
steamer found, bottom upwards, near 
Rouen. No sign of Mr. Burns. “ Just 
the place for him to avoid,” says Sir 
Edwin: “is it not there that Joan 
hums ? ” (Laughter.) 

8 P.M. — ^Dinner at the Elys6e. Sir 
Edwin Cornwall repeats his great speech, 
adding several capitals he omitted the 
night before, principally places which 
the members of the London County 


Council wished to risit. He saw, he 
said, a great opening for an immediate 
entente cordiale with Monaco, and his 
party were proposing to go on to Monte 
Carlo direcdy the hospitality of Baris 
began to show signs of wear. For his 
part he believed that a County Councillor 
would never serve his constituents so 
usefully as when he was abroad. Long 
live France ! 

Wednesday, 10 A.M. — Telegram re- 
ceived from Mr. John Burns, saying that 
owing to the necessity of being fitted 
for Ins new Windsor uniform he has 
been unavoidably prevented from cross- 
ing the Channel.' Former messages, 
stating that he had been detained in the 


Pool of London, had been mis-xead. 
Really a reference to his tailor. 


“I KNOW A BANK 

[The great tenor, Caruso, going to a New 
York Bank to draw out money, was obliged to 
sing in order to prove his identity.] 

They would not hand him out the pelf, 
Until he proved himself himself ; 
Until he sang, their doubts to stay. 

In that superb CARUso-way 

On which the public doats : — 
The story in the Press runs so ; 

It ’s hardly worth the telling, though. 
For ’tis a thing of course, you see, 
That in a Bank, where’er it be, 

They ’ll give you gold for notes ! 
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AiT UNDOUBTED FACT. 

[“Now saponin is a glucosido.” — “ TAc 
Latiact” qmted in “ T7ie Daily MaiV^} 

Stirred profoundly by this remark 
I closed my Mail at St. James’s Park ; 
And turned to the stranger next to me, 
And tapped him gently upon the knee : 

“ Are you aware,” I said with pride, 

“ That saponin is a glucoside ? ” 

He dropped his Times right hastily : 

“ What do you think of it all? ” said he, 
“ What do you think of Ariudr B. — 
Shall lie be leader, or Joseph 0. ? 

How can the ' opposite wings ’ agree ? 
It’s all a puzzle,” he said, “to me. 

What do you think of it all ? ” said he. 

“ How can you doubt it ? ” I replied, 
Since saponin is a glucoside.” 

I left him then, and I gave a tap 
To one who was swaying upon a strap : 

“ Are you aware,” I said with pride, 

“ That saponin is a glucoside ? ” 

He dropped his paper, and glared at me, 
“ There ’s something rotten abroad,” said 
! he, 

: “ Our army ’s not what it ought to be ; 


Our fleet isn’t fit to put to sea ; 

We haven’t a trade that ’s really Free ; 

It doesn’t seem right,” he said, “ to me, 
There ’s something rotten abroad,” said 
he. 

I said : “ It will scarcdy be denied 
That saponin is a glucoside ? ” 

I rose with a bow, and went from there 
To a man who stood with a wearied air 
Quite apart from the thronging crowd. 

“ Is it,” I thought, “ because he ’s proud ? 
Or is lie sick of tlxeir silly chatter — 
That,. I expect, is what ’s the matter : 
Then here is one who will understand.” 

I took him lovingly by the hand : 

“ Brother, are you aware,” I cried, 

“ That saponin is a glucoside? ” 

He listened to me, and he raised his 
head. 

And these were the noble words he 
said : 

“ WebtmlnisierStaLion — ^where yer for? — 
Abbey ? out by the other door — 

Plenty o’ room in the smoking-car — 
Hurry up, lady, ’ere you are — 

Right for the Mansion House, o’ course— 
Pass along— N'eajt i$ Charing Groras'* 


“There’s much in your argument,” I 
replied, 

“ Still — saponin is a glucoside.” 
o & o o o 

Yet sometimes now when it blows a 
gale, 

And the winter winds in the chimneys 
wail, 

When, whirling and eddying round and 
round, 

The snow falls fast on the frozen 
ground, 

And, taking care of the streets for the 
night, 

Wraps them up in a doth of white: 

It suddenly occurs to me 
To wonder if the fellow lied 
Who stated so explicitly : 

“ Now saponin ’s a glucoside.” 


Distance lends Enchantment to the 
View-halloo.” 

“ The Duchess,” says The Daily Mail, 
“has also another residence, the Upper 
Hall at Ledbuiy, and from here she 
hunts a good ded in Arran.” Rather 
a long business getting to the meet ? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exthacted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Ttiesday, Fel. 13. 
— ^Tlie first Parliament elected in Edward 
THE Seveoth’s reign mot to-day for its 
opening session. Lobby crowded with 
Tin familiar figures, presumably new 
Members. Since wo last met cataclysm 
has befallen. The Parliamentary scene 
is in all times shifting. Every General 
Election is a Hohenlinden. Only the 
familiar lino is reversed. At the final 
prorogation we sigh and say 

Few, fow, shall meet where many part ! 

In General Election this year old 
Members wont down, not in files but 
in battalions. Of Members who sign 
the Roll of Parliament, one in every 
four is a new comer. To he precise, 
the Speaker and Chairman of Committees 
will have to make themselves acquainted 
with 177 new faces. 

The Member for Sark, master of his 
constituency though Cabinet Ministers 
Ml, moves through the bustling scene 
witlx much less than usual of his cock- 
sureness. 

''I fed,’’ he said, “like Rip Van 


WirJde hack in his old home after long 
sleep. I am fain to cry out with him, 
Whei'e^s Nicolas Y odder ? Whereas Bron 
Diiiclierf Where'* 8 Van Bummel the 
Schoolmaster?** 

They are gone, the old familiar faces. 
The front Opposition Bench, transferred 
to the occupancy of His Majesty’s late 
Ministers, is a wilderness. Prince Arthur’s 
absence only temporary. But Brother 
Gerald has gone, is shut out from the 
pleasing prospect he promised himself 
of “amusement” in watching the em- 
barrassment of C.-B.’s Government, 
buttressed by inadequate majority. 
Alfred Lyttelton has been pi^ailed 
out of his seat. St. John Brodrick has 
gone in quest of the vanished six batta- 
lions of men in buckram. Lord Stanley’s 
cheery presence is withdrawn from the 
scene. Bonab Law, one of the ablest of 
Prince Arthur’s young men, found his 
high Parliamentary reputation no Pro- 
tection against the Retaliation of trium- 
phant Eree Traders. Bromley-Daventort 
has retired into private life just when 
he was beginning to understand Arnold- 
Forster’s ktest scheme of Army Reform. 
The Admiralty will not have the advan- 
tage of Captain Prettman’s pretty ways 


with it ill Opposition. AilwynFellowes, 
of late planted out at tlie Board of 
Agriculture, has been plucked up like a 
weed and cast on the roadside. Savtle 
Cjrossley will have leisure to reflect 
upon the paradox whereby, of all men 
in the Ministry, the Paymaster-General 
is hiinselE unpaid. The ex-AiTOKNEY 
General condoles with the ex -Lord 
Advocate in the common misfortune 
that bars against them the doors of the 
House of Commons. 

Not for -o"or.!y years has there 
been, amid \\\o. of rank and 

file, such unhorsing of the captains. 

fkddest fate of aH, most generally 
lamented, is that of Harry CHAPLii 
Through a long, honourable, useful 
public life he, single-handed,- has borne 
aloft the tattered flag of Protection. For 
thirty-four years his voice was as one 
crying in the wilderness. Suddenly, 
miraculously it seemed, response sounded 
from unexpected quarter. His ancient 
adversary, the bitterest scomer of other 
days, came over to his side. Bie new 
century saw nothing more pleasing than 
Chaplin’s face as during the last three 
Sessions of the dead Parliament he sat 
Mow the- Gangway shoulder to[.shoulder 
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•with. Do:y Jose. A brand-new iron- 
clad of modern equipment moored 
alongside the Victory of ancient renown. 

The Ironclad, powerful, alert, has 
weathered the storm. The old Victory 
has gone down at her moorings amid 
the regret of men of all creeds and 
sections of party. Harry Chaplia’ has 
been in the political arena a fighter these 
more than forty years. He never hit 
below the belt, nor swerved from a 
suavity of manner, a high-toned courtesy, 
not common to a later generation. 

Another old Parliamentary hand that 
has vanished is Kart Dyke. Forty 
years save one he served in Parliament, 
and, though a strong party man, he 
enjoyed in equal measure the esteem of 
both* sides. The craft of C.\p’ek Tommy 
Bowles, smartly built, well found, ably 
commanded, ran on a simken reef and 
is laid up for repairs. The Cap’ek 
suspects who arranged the little episode 
of the reef, knowledge that adds nothing 
to his contentment. Outside the House 
the Cap’ek is known as the possessor of 
a sharp tongue, always ready to be 
thrust into Dok Jose, or to wag in 
speech as disrespectful to Prikce Arthur 
as if he were the Equator. Lookers-on 
from the inside track recognised Tommy 
Bowles as one of the ablest debaters on 
the floor of the House, one of the most 
useful Members on Committees up- 
stairs, one of the highest authorities on 
constitutional law and Parliamentary 
usage. 

A brilliant swordsman retired from 
the lists is John o’ Gorst, time-honoured 
educationalist, champion of the unfed 
oor children, insisting that they should 
ve as wdl as learn. 

Gone, too, are Sir Trout Bartley, an 
honest man, apt to say what he thought 
without fear of the Party Whip; Sir 
James Fbrgussojt, who fifty years ago 
came from the stricken field of the 
Crimea to fight at Westminster ; Tomltn- 
SOK of Preston, rare specimen of the 
antique Tory who, save for objection to 
quarrelling, would like to argue with 
you the question whether, after all, the 
world moves; Hayes Fisher, victim a 
year or two ago of unmerited misfortune 
gallantly faced ; Albert Rollit, who 
never quite reached the position in the 
House deserved by his high capacity 
and debating power; Yerburgh, whose 
knowledge of affairs at home and abroad 
and whose dear speech will be missed 
in the new Parliament ; Cuthbert 
Quilter, who always knew what would 
happen to the Unionists if the Kitchen 
Committee would not have Pure Beer 
on tap in the Dining Room ; and Elliott 
Lees, who has ridden in the first flight 
at many a point-to-point race, disastrously 
to fall on the Grand National Course of 
the General Election. 

These are only a few who will be 


missed by former colleagues, survivors 
from the last Parliament of Queen 
Victoria. 

And here conies the Member for Sark, 
stiH gazing round the crowded Lobby 
and murmuring to himseK : 

Grhostlike I paced round the haunts of my 
childhood, 

Earth seem’d a desert I was hound to traverse, 
Seeking to find the old familiar faces. 

Business done. — ^Lowther (J. W.) re- 
elected Speaker. A high tribute this 
to personal qualities. A party over- 
whining in numbers, with all the 
gifts of oflSice in their hands, hestow 
one of the most prized upon a political 
opponent, whom for some months they 
have narrowly watched in the exercise 
of the delicate functions of the Chair. 
Mr. Lowther is bracketed with Mr. 
Gully in this testimony to one of the 
pleasantest variations of Party strife at 
Westminster. 

FEBRUARY IN TOWN. 

(TFzi/i aeknoideigmeiUs to E. K. 2?.) 

A Mo^mi of weeks and days and hours 
— sometimes fast, sometimes slow, very 
slow — as slow as the letting of Aldwych 
sites — February is a month that we 
cannot pass over if we have wasted our 
money on tear-off calendars. 

As the month goes by, the leaves of 
the calendars flutter down, and the 
housemaid who has to pick them up 
sighs as she does so. 

Many young birds are assembling 
under tlie aaves of Westminster. How 
they got tliere they do not quite know, 
but there they are, ready to fly in the 
face of everything and everyone. “ Wait 
a little longer, till the little wings are 
stronger ! ” says the Speaker-bird, hut 
no, the young birds want to try their 
wings at once. 

Everyone is busy in February, for 
there is much to done. The shop- 
keepers have cleared out their rubbish 
heaps during January, and they are 
engaged in getting their windows ready 
for the spring. Those who have carried 
away the rubbish are busy too — Chiding 
away the rubbish. “We will be wiser 
next rime,” they moau, but the shop- 
keepers know better, and so they smile 
gladly as they peep out at the world — 
at the dear grey world — from their 
doors and windows. 

AH young things are busy too, for has 
not The Saturday Westminster offered a 
prize of One Guinea for a Roundel which 
is to sen^e as a Valentine ? 

And so the young things go about 
the streets, knocking up against the 
pillar-boxes, trying to find a rhyme to 
' ‘ Valentine.” And their hearts are very 
gkd. 

The hookworms are busy too, curled 
up so snugly in the British Museum. 


They are always there, hut they know 
that with the approach of spring comes 
what is called “spring-cleaning,” and 
then they will have to leave the Museum ‘ 
and wander about the streets, till the 
storm is over and they can return. So 
they are very very busy while they 
may. 

All the world is busy, for it is 
February, and February comes after 
January and before March. 


THE NEW FREE “BOARD.” 

{But not for iccaJter vessels ) 

[An evening paper says, “Wood may "be 
used as a source of food, and we may add to 
the menu our shuts and collars, and perhaps 
other articles of apparel.”] 

“ Ulmea eaena ” — 

“ Ileus ' etlam mcnsas consumimus'* — ^ViRG. JSs. 

I dreamed that Britain’s martial drum 
From ocean rolled to ocean ; 

No wheatships moored witliiii her ports, 
Panic and wild commotion 
Invaded every breast, for what 
To eat they liad no notion. 

Tight’ning my belt, I called on Browk, ■ 
A scientific party ; 

I found him gaily munching at 
A dusty-looking tart, he 
Had all the air of being stout, 

Rubicund, sleek and hearty. 

“Sit down,” he cried, “and taste our 
fare, 

It ’s up-to-date arboreal ; 

Those chips you see so nicely fried 
Are from the immemorial 
Elm’s old, old block (let not your nose 
Be too inquisitorial). 

“A leg of chair, done to a turn, 

Oak chops, with ivy garnish ; 

(My cook’s a prime top-sawyer, nought 
Her ‘ cordon Ueu ’ can tarnish :) 

A barbecued mahogany 
With crackling made of varnish. 

“ For sweets, a modest, plain ‘ biled rag,’ 
With shredded collars blended ; 
Cabinet pudding, sawdust sauce. 

Highly to be commended ; 

Pine for dessert — take out the knots, — 
With sifted sugar, splendid ! 

“ Sometimes we Ve pdtS-de-bois-graSy 
Entrie of devilled splinters, 

Or curried ash. Our menus are 
Of joint, or joist, no stinters : 

Game, spatchcocked Dado: for hors- 
d^oeuvre, 

Boned broHy, aged three winters.” 

“ 0 dura messorum ilia ! ” 

Thus Horace might deride us. 

But still triumphantly we cry, 

Though famine sore has tried us, 

Our wooden walls have saved the State 
Once more— this time, inside us. 
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THE VALENTINE. 

(A story in four faits; tokh acknowledgments 
to Mens7*8. W. T7. Jaeohs^ Maurice Hewlett, 
BaH Kennedy and J oseph Conrad ) 

Part I-(W. W. J.). 

“Valentines,” said the night watch- j 
man, a little wearily, “ is a new snhjec’ 
for me. I ’ve dealt with most, and some- 1 
times I think I might ’ave a rest. But I 
there, I’m not one to grumble. It was j 
grumblin’ as led to tlie only valentine i 

ever I ’ad a ’and 

in, and it was a 
lesson to me. 

“I was on the 
Noio-on-Sail at the 
time, and the skip- 
per was tlie worse 
grumbler tiiat ever 
I seiwed under. 

Nothing never satis- 
fied that man. The 
way ’e used to go 
on about ’is meals 
was somethin’ 
awful. I remember 
’im grumbhn’ one 
day when the cook 
gave ’im a dinner 
the King would ’ave 
been sm'prised at. 

‘ It ’s not the food,’ t 

’e says, when the 

cook, almost in 

tears, asked ’im 

what was wrong. < - ifA " • 

‘It’s your face,’ he ■■ 

says, ‘that w’earies ,• j 

“It was a cruel 
thing to say, be- 
cause, as Bill said 
to the cook sympa- 
theticaUy when ^’e 

sees it now an’ then, 2: 

cook,’ ’e says, ' - 

‘ whereas I’ve lived 

an’ slep’ with it 

three weeks now 

and never even put 

a ’ard name to it.’ 

“ ‘ There aint no ’ard names for my 
face,’ says the cook ’eatedly, an’ Bill 
admitted that there wasn’t, diey ’adn’t 
been invented. 

“But about the skipper’s gromblin’. 
It got so bad that when Sam suggested 
that the followin’ day being Valentine’s 
Day we should give ’im a valentine to 
soften ’is ’eart, the idea was received 
with a chorus of approval. 

“ We agreed it should take the form 
of a flannel chest-protector with ‘ Think 
of Me’ worked on it what Bill had 
pinched from the boy, ’oo ’ad it off his 
girl. And we agreed that one of us 
should creep in in the middle watch an’ 


lay it on the skipper’s pillow. Sam was, and rather short, with a large soft 
’ided the boy with a rope tfll ’e accepted mouth, black eyes, a little dose-set 
the honour of doin’ the job.” perhaps, round arms, small bosom, and 

T> TT AiT TT ^ ^ clear voice. To her nose almost 

Fart II. (M.. H.; , curled her hair about her forehead ; 

The tale of this amulet (for, as it ' purple was the skirt that hung from her 
j seems to me, a thing of flaming scarlet ' balanced hips ; and on the Sabbath her 
I flannel bearing a maiden’s love-whisper | skin was white. Though many stories 
and contrived to kiss against a lad’s j are told of her adventurings in love 
warm flesh partaketh more of the nature [ (which I do not choose to believe), against 
of amulet than of valentine) comes to. her virtue no word may be said. In- 
me (remember) through the pen of deed, we have for testimony the very 
I another, and by yet another’s pen will ' act whence sprung her bestowal of the 

— amulet upon the 

boy. 

" my Queen,” he 

cried. 

ST. VALENTINE'S DAY. /‘I, can taste fixe 

,, of thee in my 

“Love, they say, is gbowko old.” 

— she panted. 

pass to its conclusion. So that I am [Does the boy decide to take the chest- 
(by no caprice of my own) but a finger- protector in to the skipjjer?— Ed. 
post pointing the adventure for a few I have yet to show tlds.— M. H. 

score paces. That does not dismay me. • N^ext.— Ed.]. 

Wdl, this lad, then (if I have the Part IH. — (B. K.) 

true conception of him) stood amuck It was dark in the cabin. Black dark- 


ST. VALENTINE^S DAY. 

“Love, they say, is GEownra old.” 

pass to its conclusion. So that I am 
(by no caprice of my own) hut a finger- 
post pointing the adventure for a few 
score paces. That does not dismay me. 

Wdl, this lad, then (if I have the 
true conception of him) stood amuck 


with fear at the task to which his ness. Dark. From one comer came 
companions with beastly words and the sound of snoring. Loud snoring, 
the threat of hard knocks had impdled The boy tightened his grip on ihe 
him. The amulet lay warmly on his chest-protector. 

pahn, and, as he watched it, his mind He gripped it dose. Close. He 

ran to the maid from whom he had stepped forward. Stepped. Forward, 
first received it. [You ’ve said that before. Please get to the 

Now this was Maria, a beautiful young point.— Ed. ^ 
woman, not sixteen yet, worker in a The point is that he stepped forward. — 
pickle factory in Soho. Thinnish she His eyes grew accustomed to the 
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darkness. He discerned shapes. Ob- 
jects sprang into view. Things. A box. 
A book. A bunk. A glass. 

Objects. 

He shuddered. 

In the bunk lay the skipper asleep. 
Sleeping. One knotted hand lay upon 
the blanket, a second was thrust be- 
neath his cheek. 

Knotted. 

Heavens ! 

^Lightly as a snowflake falls in the 
Klondyke or elsewhere, the boy laid the 
garidi gift upon the pillow. He turned. 
And. Fled. 

PartIV.-(J. C.) 

The pale yellow of the lamp flame, 
equable and luminous, 

[rhe last man said it was dark. — E d.] 
threw into relief the message worked on 
the chest-protector. The skipper regarded 
it with eyes which, baffled and alarmed, 
spoke to the sombre and torpid mind 
which had come down to him through 
generations of dull-witted and unrecep- 
tive ancestors. The immensity of the 
warning took him by the throat and 
held him immobile. The question was 
pertinent and enormous. 

“ Think of Me.” Of whom ? Clearly 
of one person, segregated and domina- 
ting. His ponderous brain toiled pain- 
fully through the roll, varied and incon- 
gruous, of his acquaintances, in labo- 
rious pursuit of one who could have 
been the instigator of this startling 
request. That it was either a man or 
a woman, an hour’s introspection, un- 
sparing and profound, convinced him. 
The lapping kiss of a wave, feline and 
seductive, against the vessel’s side, 
reminded him acutely of the impossibility 
of its being a woman. Hone had been 
on board when he came below ; it was 
beyond the habitual usage of things — 
as he knew them — that one had arrived 
during his period of unconsciousness. 
He felt, then, that it was a man. He knew 
that somewhere " beyond the confines, 
narrow and begrimed, of his cabin, a 
human soul was demanding recognition 
from him. He felt this to be a solution, 
partial and unsatisfying, of the gigantic 

problem. His mind was to be 

[This story must now cease. — E d.] 


We regret to learn from an adver- 
tisement inserted by Alstoit Rivers, Ltd., 
in The Daily Mail, that “ the first im- 
pression of Mr. Cobb’s new novel is 
nearly exhausted ; ” we sincerdy trust 
that subsequent impressions will prove 
to be more lasting. 


At the Tip of Oise’s Tongue. — “ The 
names of Oaratbeodori, Caotaouzends, 
Mavroteni, Mavrogoroato, and Musurus 
will occur to the reader .” — Daily News, 



BEFORE. 

This Lady persuaded her Husbajtd to go 
TO Snelbeed’s Bargain Sale to get sixpenat- 
woEm of tape for fourpence. 



AFTER. 

She succeeded. 


NEW NAMES FOR OLD. 

O bjectionable, Unpleasant, or incon- 
venient Surnames. — A genfl^an of ex- 
perience undertakes to arrange Changing the 
above in proper form and according to law at 
a very moderate fee, to include all legal and 
other expenses. All matters can he effected 
through the post if desired . — Daily JPay&r. 

A TREMENDOUS xun on the advertiser 
set in, we understand, on the very morn- 
ing lhat his tempting offer appeared. 
The difficulty experienced in this busi- 
ness is, however, not in finding clients 
who wish to change their names, but in 
finding names to suit those clients. 
Plenty of people are tired of their names. 
It is rumoured that among the first 
applicants at the office of this public 
benefactor was Mr. Arnold-Forster, who, 
beyond insisting on retaining his hyphen, 
presented a perfectly blank mind as to 
his new style. All that he could suggest 


was that the Webtininbtcr Gazette should 
make a literaiy competition of it. Mr, 
Brodrick also appearing among the 
clients, it was proposed tliat he and Mr. 
Arnold-Forster should oblige each other 
and simplify the task by merely ex- 
changing names; hut both gentlemen 
were horrified at the notion, and rushed 
into the street simultaneously, to the no 
small disturbance of traffic. 

On Messrs. Bottomuey and Marks 
aniving shortly^ afterwards, a similar 
exchange was suggested, but with 
equally ineffectual results. We under- 
stand, however, that the Member for 
Thanet has altered his designation to 
Mr. Gk)OD Marks, as a convenient mode of 
distinguishing himself from clansmen 
(if any) of less established probity. 

Many of the applications have been 
made, not personally, but by letter. 
Amongst these was a peremptory demand 
from the President of the Local Govern- 
ment Board to be released from a 
surname which exposed him to the 
recriminations of Scotsmen and Socialists 
alike. The names of Willum Words- 
worth, Masterman Ekvdt, Daniel Deronda 
and Simon de Montfort have been sub- 
mitted to Mir. Burns, who consulted the 
King on the occasion of his visit to 
Buckingham Palace last week, and will 
shortly announce his decision. Mean- 
time we learn that Sir Oliver Lodge 
contemplates fresh journalistic exploits 
under the style of Sir Roland Begbie, 
while Mr. Bart Kennedy will in future 
sign as Sir Harold Konody, Bart. Mr. 
Alfred Austin will in future submit to 
the divine afflatus as Mr. Dante Milton 
Homer Pie, and Miss Marie Corelli as 
Miss Sappho Tartini. 


THE CONFESSIONS OF AN AMATEUR. 

[In a recent case a witness was called as an 
expert on beauty.] 

Phyllis, though my ardent zeal 
Proffers still its humble duty, 

There are moments when I feel 
Not too certain of your beauty. 

Though I vow, when others win 
Beauty’s prize, that you excel them. 

If they question me wherein. 

To my shame I could not tell them. 

Should your hair (I do not know) 
Rightiy be more bright or duller? 

Is your figure eomme il faut 9 
Have your eyes the proper colour? 

Nay, what have I to reply 
^ ’m no expert-, as you know, Phill) 

When they venture to decry 
Your defects of nose or profile ? 

Yet, if there is aught amiss 
In your features or complexion, 

All that I can say is this: 

That to me you seem perfection. 
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CONVERSATIONALISTS TO ORDER. 

fCn searcTi of a cure for conversational inanity, a representative of 
The Daily Mirror has visited a ell-known universal provider’s and 
found him quite ready to supply professional conversationalists for 
dinner parties, etc. ‘‘We have the names and addresses of several 
gentlemen in every way fitted for this sort of thing,” he was told; 
“ well-read men, with a fund of anecdote and wit.”] 

If you give a little dinner of a ratlier swagger kind, 

With a show of all your plate, 

And a butler in to wait, 

In spite of aU your efforts you wiU very often find 
The evening isn’t going quite according to your mind. 

A silence seems to settle on each group 
With the soup, 

And the frost becomes each minute more severe, 

Till you wish that the fish 
Could be made the final dish, 

And that all your silly guests would disappear. 

But if a little contretemps like this you would avoid, 

Send a post-card off to me, 

And success I ’ll ^larantee ; 

For with one of our artistic talking gentlemen employed 1 
You’ll find your little dinner most enonnoiisly enjoyed. 

I keep them ready waiting always dressed 
In their best ; 

They arc bound to make the dullest dinner go — 

Fair and tall, dark and small, j 

Most attractive, one and all, 

And equipped with jeiix d'esprit and witty motB. 

I ’ve a very large assortment, fit for any kind of gaps ; 

Artists who can teU you lots 
About Raphael or Watts, 

And I ’ve got some very handsome rather military chaps. 

Who might have once been Colonels in the Grenadiers perhaps j 
I have poets who are willing to recite 
What they write, 

Which will lend your board a very cultured air ; 

And you ’ll find that the mind 
Of the suburbs is inclined 
To the worship of their long poetic hair. 

I ’ve gossips who are up in every scandal and intrigue ; 

They know who married who, 

And why it didn’t do ; 

I ’ve music people also who can talk without fatigue 
About Mozart and Hakdel, and compare them both with Grieg. 
I ’ve brilliant raconteurs of every sort, 

And in short 

I can send you any kind of guest you need ; 

All that you have to do 
Is to let me see you through, 

And your triumph as a host is guaranteed. 

Political XateUigeiLce. 

A frcmos of the report, now denied, of a triple candidature 
for the Leadership of the Unionist Party, it was pointed out on 
behalf of the late Chief Secretary for Ireland that, while Mr. 
BAiiFOUR would belong to one section and Mr. Chamberlaih to 
another, the late Chief Secretary would be lorn to both. 

It is difficult to say which is the more admirable, the 
modesty, or the candour, of this advertisement in The 
British Medical Journal : — 

“Deebtbhire . — A very old-established sound general Practice . . . 
Applicants need not he well qualified.” 

What follows has rather a sinister note : 

“But should be Nonconfonniats and take an interest in diapel matters. 
Any one so constituted would probably double the receipts.” 

Is it suggested that they should take round the bag ? 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[“ Before Destise could reply Andb£ was seen standing on the threshold. 
A cold air seemed at once to blow over the room. N'o one offered a 
word o£ greeting . . . Then liis spurs rang out on the polished floor. 
He was hurrying to the stables . . . Just as the company were break- 
ing up, a sweating horse dashed into the stables of the ptilace. Andr^ 
flung himself from the saddle ... his spurs were red."] 

These are extracts fi*om two pages of No, 101 (Black- 
wood). If they don’t make the reader’s flesh creep it is of 
quality less mobile than my Baronite’s. A score of years 
ago we heard much in home politics of “ Number One,” a 
my«trriou^ leader in the Fenian conspiracy. In accordance 
with Cooker, Mr. Wyaioxd Caret’s No. 101 is a hundred times 
(and one over) more mysterious, more successful in plotting 
against the powers tliat were. “ Nmnber One” was a man. 
Number 101 is a woman, which accounts for her increased 
intensity. She larked in the Court of Louis the Fifteenth, 
and kept the hated English Government informed of the secret 
plots of the French King and his Government. From the 
fiery furnace of Mr. Caret’s narrative the bearings do not 
always come out with prosaic intelligibility. That only adds 
to the hlood-curdling effect. Novds frequently contain pictures 
of episodes in history at a penny plain, twopence coloured. 
No. 101 is worth the full price. 

Lady Noggs (Fisher Unwin) is delightful. Mr. Edgar 
Jepson indifferently alludes to her as Felicia Lady Orandison 
and Lady Felicia Grandison^ styles which indicate two quite 
different positions in life. As it is incidentally mentioned 
that she is a Peeress in her own right, the formk* would be 
her proper title. This> however, is a small matter, as she 
insists upon being known as tlie Lady Noggs. She lives in, 
and ruffles, the highest rank of society. Her uncle is Prime 
Minister, his associates Marquises, Dukes and a’ that. To 
tell the truth they are merely labelled puppets, but the labels 
make the fresher and more effective the vagaries of the un- 
tameable child. Having acquired personal knowledge of the 
lot of children in the slums, she burst in upon an informal 
Cabinet Council, plumping down on the Prime Minister, the 
Secretary for War, and' the Home Secretary the question, 
** What are you going to do about these children ? Lots of 
little children belonging to poor people are always being 
beaten and knocked about. They often don’t have enough 
to eat. They are cold even in bed, because they haven’t any 
blankets. It ought to be stopped at once. And as you 
didn’t know anj^ng about it I thought I’d better come 
and tdl you, and then you ’d stop it.” The Cabinet Mbaisters 
being occupied with higher matters pooh-poohed the inter- 
rupter, who, nevertheless, went about seeking her own way 
—and generally found it. My Baronite recommends the 
acquaintance of Lady Noggs to whosoever has not yet 
made it. 


To all who favour a touch 
of melodrama in the novels 
they set themselves to peruse, 
and to all who seek refresh- 
ment from ordinary labours 
in the recreation of following 
out a carefully contrived and 
artistically elaborated plot, the 
Baron recommends La Belle 
Dame, by Alice Methley (John 
Long), and in doing so he feels 
that he has already earned 
the gratitude of his numerous 
followers. 




pREHiSTOBio Instinct.— T he Labour Member' is already 
clamouring for his dub. 
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ARITHMETIC PRIZES. 

The daily papers liave been informing 
ns that the postman at IVembley, who 
recently retired after 40 years’ service, 
in which he had walked no fewer than 
280,000 miles, has been presented by 
his colleagues with an arm-chair. It is 
pleasant to know, on the anthority of 
exclusive information communicated to 
Mr, Punchy that tliis is no isolated case 
of grateful recognition, but that it can 
be paralleled by the action taken or 
about to be taken in half-a-dozen other 
callings. 

Thus Sir Henry Howorth, whose 500th 
column-and-a-half letter in small print 
recently appeared in the pages ‘of The 
TinieSf has been presented by some 
admirers in the Carlton Club with a 
sumptuously upholstered Mongolian 
divan lavishly equipped with hop piUows. 

On the total number of his definite 
statements on the subject of Free Trade 
and Protection being brought up to tlie 
figure 1 by his letter to Mr. Chamberlain 
on February 14, Mr. Bai.eour was pre- 
sented by the Binningham Chamber of 
Commerce with a new silver-plated golf 
caddie. 

Mr. Alfred Austin, whose aggregate 
linear output has now reached the 
superb total of 1,234,659, has just 
been made the recipient of a most 
gratifying testimonial from the Hdicon 
Club of Rome. It takes the form of a 
memorial in the Latin language which 
culminates in the memorable words 
Quocunque modo, Laureatus Bmtannicua 
sufflaminandus eat. 

Mr. Chamberlain having just brought 
into active service his 1800th eyeglass, 
a deputation of Midland opticians wiH 
wait upon him in the principal glass- 
house at Eyeburynext Sunday to present 
him with a beautifully bound copy of 
The Egoist. 

Mr. Andrew Carnegie recently endowed 
and opened his 5000th Free Library. 
To commemorate this auspicious event a 
Stratford-on-Avon admirer is organising 
a subscription with a view to presenting 
the famous Pittsburg millionaire with a 
lovely little lethal chamber furnished 
with a complete set of the works of 
Corelli, Mr. Carnegie’s favourite com- 
poser. 

Mr. MoBERiiT Bell, during his recent 
visit to Egypt, succeeded in inducing the 
Mad MuSah to join The Times Book 
Club. On learning the colossal number 
of subscribers to this world-renowned 
institution, the insane potentate was so 
deeply affected that he promptly invited 
Mr. Bell to accompany him on a lion- 
hunting expedition in Somaliland — an 
invitation which Mr. Bell, to his infinite 
regret, was obliged to decline out of 



THE DRAMA. 

“’Ere, I SAT, *Liza, we’ve seen this ’ere plat before 1” 

“No, WE ain’t.” ‘ IWordy argument foUowa. 

“Why, don’t you remember, same time as Bill took us to tetb ‘Pig an’ Whistle,’ an’ we 
’ad stewed eels for supper?” “Oh lor! Yes, that takes me back to it!” 

deference to the feelings of Messrs. Leo Greek version of Nero and Net*o-Worship, 
Maxse, Leo Trevor, and the great Pro- bound tastefully in tree-calf, 
tectionist nightingale, Leo Stormont. Bart Kennedy, the famous pedes- 

Mr. A. B. Walkley, by bis reference trianZiifceratewr, who last week completed 
to Aristotle in his last Times article, his 300,000th mile on foot, is held in 
having now mentioned the Stagirite such veneration by his colleagues on the 
19,000 times in five years, a band of his staff of The Daily Mail that they propose 
admirers have subscribed a sufficient to present him with a green bath-chair — 
sum to present the distinguished neo- a graceful tribute to his services in in- 
HeUene and dramatic critic with a modem tei^reting the riddle of the Emerald Isle. 
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THE INNOCENT OBJECT. 

[Wkh affectionate remonstrances to the Minister of Education^ who 
notf of course^ the person directly addressed in the following lines."] 

Infant in whose pathetic eyes, 

Conning yonr measures, square and cubic, 

An element^ candour lies. 

So unsuspecting, so cherubic ; — 

What have you done that every moral crank 
Should take and make of you a party plank ? 

(When little Mary went to school. 

Her woolly playmate walking with her, 

And openly infringed the rule 

Forbidding beasts the entrSe thither, 

Did they, for that astounding breach of tact, 

Give her another Education Act ?) 

I blush to think your lowly tasks 
Are made the theme of public patter, 

While not a man among us asks 
What are your wishes in the matter. 

Whether you might not reasonably choose 
Doctrines consistent with your private views. 

I blush to hear by all report 

That you must play the part of pigeon. 
Trapped to provide a session’s sport 
For connoisseurs of State Rehgion, 

And occupy the corner which is warmest 
Between the Cleric and the Nonconformist. 

Innocent as the unfledged snipe, 

More plastic than the half-brushed squirrel. 
You are as putty in the gripe 
Of experts such as Mr. Birreix, 

Hardened philanthropists that mould your lot. 
Whether you wish to be improved or not. 

Stretched *on the operating throne 
Amid a rout of rival factions, 

They ’ll vivisect you, flesh from bone, 

And tear your tiny soul in fractions ; 

Yea, deep into your very vitals dig, 

Carving you like a paltry guinea-pig. 

That fate — thank Heaven — you don’t foreknow ; 

You missed, by some divine evasion, 

The verse I penned long years ago 
Upon a similar occasion ; 

(Whenever BiUs like this invite to rhyme, 

I make the same reflections, every time). 

And noWj if my advice may serve, 

You will omit -to read this column. 

Lest you mislay your little nerve, 

And, growing prematurely solemn, 

Die, like the dreadful babe in Gilbert’s line, 

A drivelling dotard at the age of 9. 0. S. 


Methuselah Hard Pressed. 

i The Leicester Daily Post has discovered a very unusual 
; fact about a deceased artist. He was, says that journal, “a 
life-long friend of Dante, Gabriel, and Rossetti.” 

“ The Rev. delivered a lecture at the Athenaeum, 

Limerick, on Glimpses of the Irish Brigade,” to an audience 
fiUod to overflowing.”---In6-7i Daily Ivdepen^nt. 

Surely, for an audience in this deplorable condition, the 
need of a Temperance discourse was strongly indicated. 


THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 

At an extraordinary general meeting of the Amalgamated 
Flower-seUers’ and St^women’s Association last night, recent 
incidents reported from the French capital were discussed with 
a certain amount of resentment, not to say pique. It was 
unanimouriy resolved that a deputation of carefully-selected 
delegates from both societies should wait upon Sir Edwin 
Cornwall at an early date to protest against the undue prefer- 
ence recently shown by the London County Council for certain 
French types, and to call his attention to the superiority of 
the home-grown article, which he has hitherto apparently over- 
looked. Amid scenes of great excitement, and a certain amount 
of disorder, resulting from the fact that no fewer than a hundred 
and thirty-two candidates offered themselves for the post, Miss 
BDlwxins, a buxom vendor of violets, whose presence daily 
adorns a well-known West-end kerb, and the petite but 
muscular Miss O’Grady, who presides so successfuUy over the 
shell-fish further East, were chosen as leaders of the deputa- 
tion. Applications from the Laundresses’ Friendly and the 
Factory Girls’ United Associations to he represented among 
tile delegates were refused amid loud applause. 

The deputation, after stating its grievances in a few well- 
chosen words, is prepared to meet Sr Edwin Cornwall and 
party half-way, and is furthermore authorised by the Associa- 
tions to invite the whole of the London County Council to a large 
al fresco gathering at Hampstead Heath on Easter Monday. 

In consequence of the above resolution, an indignation 
meeting of the Amalgamated Covent Garden and Billingsgate 
Porters Society was held after midnight amid scenes of great 
(hsorder, and a Committee formed to accompany the deputa- 
tion and keep a watchful eye on its proceedings on behalf of 
the members of thebefore-mentioned Society. Though opposed 
in other respects, both meetings dosed with the unanimous 
resolution to provide Sir Edwin Cornwall and his companions 
with a remedy for the ennui and reaction which is naturally 
associated with their return from the gay city. 

REASONS FOR DEFEAT. 

[While the issue of the Orkney and Shetland poll still hung in the 
balance, Mr. Puiwh hesitated to publish the following statements, for 
fear that they might affect the result.] 

Our confidential correspondents in the constituencies send 
us the following reports, which are as rdiable as some others : — 

The workpeople employed in the Dartford Paper Mills much 
resented the enthusiasm of Sir Willum Hart Dyke for the 
“ haU-sheet-of-paper ” policy, thinking that he wished to cut 
down the output of their industry by fifty per cent. 

Many farmers in tiie Sleaford division took with bad grace 
Mr, Chaplin’s proposal of a two-shilling duty on com. They 
thought their old friend was playing with them. They said 
it was like offering a nut to a rhinoceros. 

In Warwick and Leamington the voters, misled by Radical 
cartoons, feared that Mr. Lyttelton’s continued association 
with Chinese labour was causing him to resemble a Celestial 
himself in an increasing de^ee, and they determined to put 
a stop to this deterioration in the personal appearance of a 
hwdsome English athlete. 

‘Mr. Beodriok’s failure to hold the Guildford division is by 
many ascribed to the fact that the voters thought he paid too 
much attention in Parliament to India, where he had not been 
bom and bred, to the neglect of Surrey, where he had. The 
omission to don, in the streets of GuMford, the uniform in 
which he appeared at the German Emperor’s review, is under- 
stood to have lost him the support of several keen workers 
in the Dress Reform League. 

A number of staunch Conservatives at King’s Lynn did not 
take the trouble to vote for Mr. Bowles, as tibey Mt sure he 
would get in “ by hook or by crook.” Such are the effects of Mr. 
Punch's picture^ for whkh he tenders the Oap’en an apology. 
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NATURE NOTES FOR FEBRUARY. 

By a Week-ekd Urbau Explorer. 

With tlie first faint cry of the catkin 
comes the glad knowledge that Spring is 
at the threshold of the garden, waiting 
to trail her skirts in our rose alleys, and 
to shape, with loving fingers, her subtly 
odoriferous onions into marketable bulbs. 
But there is still a frosty sting in the air 
o’ nights, and a dead vole lies on the 
garden walk — no, I ’m sorry ; it ’s only 
a six-and-arquarter glove that [has been 
worried by the terrier. Worms begin to 
wriggle on the lawn, for they have ateady 
consumed their winter store of nuts and 
acorns — or am I thinking of squirrds ? 
— and they must now begin to teach 
young Master Worm to go a-foraging, 
and to make his own tee on the putting- 
green. 

As we pass through the garden gate, 
and squelch into the mud of the lane, a 
— er — an interesting specimen of the 
indigenous fauna of this country flashes 
across our path, too quickly for identifi- 
cation, and vanishes into the hedge, 
O.P. Hush! If we go very hurriedly 
past its lair, and look fixedly at the ehn- 
tree tops, perhaps we shall avoid seeing 


it again, and I shall be spared the embar- 
rassment of having to put a name to it. 

Away bej'ond the fallows Hodoe is 
driving a hideously complicated machine 
(it looks like the portentous progeny 
of a windmill and a large tooth-comb) 
on the long, lone track that winds over 
the uplands. Full well the farmer 
knows its use (in which, I confess, he 
has the advantage of me). On those 
same uplands in summer the poppied 
corn will wave in shimmering splendour, 
— the golden, unprofitable grain that 
will enjoy (such is the grudging man- 
date of the Polls) only as much Protec- 
tion as can be afforded it by a small 
boy with a raucous voice, and an old 
but sonorous teortray. 

An early bee, tempted out by a decep- 
tive and isorderly burst of energy on 
the part of the wan February sun, is 
looking inanely for its honeysuckle. Do 
you remember what Virgil says of the 
early honey-bee? If so, perhaps you 
will kindly fill the lacuna ; for 1 don’t. 
Ah ! now he has stung me, and I can 
say all that is necessary about the early 
honey-bee myself. 

And now if you will put your head 
far into the hoUy bush, you may. espy 


a small bird. That is the Avis Bicardus, 
and he looks damp and mopy, as if he 
wishes he could have afforded Biarritz, 
like the swallows and the King of Spaiit. 
The fragments of Harris tweed that 
you have so profusely left on the holly 
spines will be useful to him in nesting 
time. 

Striding bravely on we turn a" bend 
in the long lane at last, and lo 1 right 
by the way we must take, there is one 
of the noblest of all the fauna of Merrie 
England. (There is a shrewd sting in 
the air, now that the sun has gone 
a^in. You notice it; and Hodge, a 
MiLiET-like figure in earth-toned gar- 
ments, who has providentially escaped 
alive from his mincing-machine on the 
hill, notices it too.) As we draw nearer, 
he and I, to the fir clump at the cross- 
roads, we can spy, in the dull light of 
the leaden day, a patch of glowing red. 
Stand a little this way, and you wOl see 
a strange sight, — ^an animal rampant 
regardant, with a sunny smile on his 
roseate face, and a merry twirl in his 
tafl. I, too, this bitter day of February 
FiH-dyke, am for this same “ Red lion ” 
and a beaded cup of nut-brown old 
October. 
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TO F. C. BURNAND. 

Hushed is the voice of jesting, and dim each friendly eye, 

For, lo, we come, yonr soldiers, to hid you our goodbye, 

To you who loved to lead us and whom we loved to boast 
The cLieftain of our revels, the Captain of our host. 

Dear Frahr, out fellow-fighter, how noble was your praise. 
How kindly rang your welcome on those delightful days 
When, gathered in your presence, we cheered each piercing 
hit, 

And crowned with joy and laughter the rapier of your wit ! 

And if our words grew bitter, and wigs, that should have been 
Our heads’ serene adornment, were £dl but on the green, 

How oft your sunny humour has shone upon the fray. 

And fused our fiery tempers, and laughed our strife away. 

In many a gay adventure, in many a joyous raid 
You led us and we followed, alert and undismayed ; 

Or if the onset slackened, your cheery call came plain 
To nerve our drooping courage and hearten us again. 

And now you doff your armour, dear comrade, and you go ; 
Your rest we cannot grudge you, since you would have it so ; 
Yet hear us as we pledge you, and take as you depart 
The fond and faithful homage of every loyd heart. 

Our part shall be to cherish the lustre of your name. 

To guard in pride and honour the record of your fame ; 

And, fired by your example, to wield a flashing sword 
For Punch to whom you bound us, oui- master and our lord. 

R. C. L. 


VARIATIONS ON AN OLD AIR. 

[The following exercise has been received from an eminent composer, 
who thinks that “the conventions of musical composition might well be 
applied to literature.” The state of his mind is being inquired into.] 

I. 

“ Father’s pants will soon fit Willie.” — Folk Song. 

ir. 

Willie will shortly be able to wear the trousers which papa 
purchased originally for his own use. 

III. 

The work of adapting for the use of Willie the pantaloons 
which father no longer requires is about to cease. The time 
is rapidly approaching when he will be able to wear them 
without alteration. 

IV. 

^ It is confidently anticipated that at no very distant date the 
diminutive William will be of a size to adopt for his own use 
and ornament the integuments that have hitherto shrouded 
the nether limbs of his progenitor. 

v. 

By taking into account the normal rate of growth in the 
I average adolescent, and relying upon young William not to 
depart to any serious extent from the standard thus set up, it 
has been possible to calculate that, within a period which is 
not at present stated with actuarial exactitude, but may 
certainly be said to be coming to an end within a measurable 
distance of time, the young gentleman in question will attain 
to the stature at which, without undergoing any inconvenience 
whatever, either physical or moral, he will find it possible, 
supposing the other party to the arrangement to be willing 
to put it to the test, to endue himself and continue to be 
arrayed, not only in tlie privacy of his own chamber as a 
matter of experiment, but openly as if he were wearing those 
constructed by the art of the taior for himself, the garments, 
commonly known as pants or trousers, which up to the 


present time have been set aside for the sole use of his male 
parent. 

VI. 

The child in Rags and Tatters gallivants. 

But rolling Time Accommodation grants ; 

I heard a voice say : They are giving out, 

But Willie soon will wear his Father’s pants. 

VII. 

An Agreement made this first day of February one thousand 
nine hundred and six Between William Smith of 73 Acacia 
Road Brixton in the County of Ixindon Wharfingers Manager 
hereinafter referred to as Father of the one part and William 
Beaoonbfeeld Smith of the same address hereinafter referred 
to as Willie of the other part and their executors adminis- 
trators heirs and assigns Whereas Father owns uses and is 
in possession of one habiliment to wit a pair of pants trousers 
breeches pantaloons overalls fiRibegs or inexpressibles and 
Whereas the said habiliment is no longer in the state and 
condition in which Father can properly be seen wearing it 
and Whereas Wiixie is not so particular Now this Indenture 
W iTNESSETH that it is agreed and declared that when Willie 
shall have arrived at a fit age height width girth and ampli- 
tude Father shall peaceably and quietly yield and deliver 
up for the sole use and enjoyment of Willie the aforesaid 
habiliment to be by Willie possessed held occupied and 
enjoyed in perpetuity fair wear and tear and damage by fire 
I only excepted In witness whereof the said parties to these 
presents have hereunto set their hands and seals. 

VIII. 

Yir trous for mony weary weeks 
Were patched ahint, afore ; 

But, WuLLiE, sune ye ’ll wear the breeks 
That syne yir faither wore. 

IX. 

MEMORANDUM. 


From Isaac Moss & Co., To Willum Smtih, Esq., 
Military Tailors and 73, Acacia Road, 

Accoutrement Makers, Brixton. 

Mile End Road, E. 

Jan. 31, 1906. 

Dear Sir,— On referring to our books we find that on 
Jan. 1, 1902 we had the honour of supplying you with a 
pair of striped Angola wool trousers. As we usually have 
the pleasure of altering your trousers for the use of your son 
after four years’ wear, we trust that we shall soon be receiving 
this order from you. Yours respectfully, 

I. Moss & Co. 

X. 

To Messrs. I. Moss & Co. 73, Acdcia Road, 

Brixton, Feh. 1, 1906. 

Dear Sirs, — ^Yours of 31st ult. to hand and contents noted. 
I have the pleasure to inform you that my son will soon be 
big enough to wear my discarded trousers without alteration. 
I regret, therefore, that I shall not be able to entrust any 
further work of this description to your firm. I hope, how- 
ever, in a few months’ time to be phicing another order with 
you on my own account. Yours truly, 

Wm. Smith. 

XT. 

These are the pants that Dad wore. 

This is the boy who ’s growing so fast 
That the time will soon be over and past 
When the alteration made was vast 
In the size of the pants that Dad wore. 

XII. 

He ’s getting a big boy now. 
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Bill Sikes {suddenly dropping on policeman having a quiet smoke). “’AiiDS up I Both op 
’em, oe I FIRE ! What I ’avino a nice quiet smoxe on duty, was ter ? ” 

P.C. XYZ. “ Sh ! Don’t talk so loud, tee fool ! ’Ere comes the Inspeotoe. You ’ll 
get us both into trouble ! ” 


THE MISSIXG WORD. 

[A lady’s jonmal lias complained of the lack 
of a satisfactory term to egress the relations 
of enp;aged couples. “Fiance” and “sweet- 
heart,” upon dmerent grounds, are alike re- 
jected, and “my future” is suggested as a 
solution of the difficulty ] 

The God of Luck was ever loth. 

To deal us all the aces, 

And even lovers* plighted troth 
Had stupid commonplaces ; 

There was no reasonable phrase 
(Nor one with any rhjTne in) 

To mark the amatory phase 
Just previous to Hymen. 

No Social Guide had hit upon 
A word that suited Phyllis, 

When introducing Coetdon 
At tea to Amaryllis ; 

While 0. consulted Chatty Snips, 

Or bought a Mecum Yade, 

But found no title on his lips 
To designate the lady. 

**Fiancie *’ was too harsh and cold 
(Nor even Anglo-Saxon) 

For girls with Imir resembling gold. 
And features pink and waxen ; 
While Pyrrha of the native charms 
(Abetted by discreet art) 

Would sooner leave AiirsTAs’ arms 
Than hear him call her “ sweetheart.** 

She too, conversely, found it grate 
To mention her “intended,** 

And “my young man,” though 
accurate, 

■Could hardly be commended ; 

Such forms might do for Molls and 
Mikes, 

But where is the analogy 
Between such persons and the likes 
Of Lyoidas and Lalage ? 

Then has our Press indeed produced 
An answer to the riddle ? 

Or cut the social knot that used 
Adoring pairs to diddle? 

When Edwin craves an early date 
For matrimonial sutures, 

And Angelina whispers “ Wait,*’ 

Oh, shall we call them “ futures ? ** 

Ingenious lexico^apher ! 

It sounds a bright suggestion ; 

Yet — pardon if we stiH demur — 

You beg the vital question ! 

Too often through a latent worm 
The flower of love has wilted, 

And feicts would stultify your term, 
Suppose the swain were jilted. 

His “ future ** — ’tis a daring word, 
Mutabile nam semper — 

Might be for evermore deferred 
Through someone’s horrid temper ; 
And queer reflections would be cast 
On both the classic peasants, 

If Strephon found his future past 
Before the wedding presents ! 


OUR NEW DETECTIVES. 

Encouraged by the noble example of 
Professor Churton Collins, who, we 
understand, has just been appointed 
Mysteriographer Royal to the new Sim- 
plon Tunnd, quite a number of dis- 
tinguidbed authors and publicists are 
devoting their attention to the subject 
of criminal investigation. 

Mr. Percy Fitzgerald, having satis- 
factorily cleared up the Mystery of Edwin 
Brood, has now been engaged by the 
Fdk-Lore Society to ascertain once and 
for all the identity of the malefactor who 
killed Cock Bdbin, Mr. Fitzgerald’s 
researches will shortly be published in 
a handsome foHo, and without discount- 
ing the interest attaching to their perusal 
we may say that he has finally and con- 


clusively disproved the daims to that 
evil eminence advanced on behalf of the 
Man in the Iron Mask, Simple Simon 
and King Cole, while at the same time 
showing that gross negligence attaches 
to Sco&nd Yard for their conduct of 
the case in its preliminary stages. 

Sir Lewis Morris, whose recent state- 
ment that most of the Epic of Hades was 
written on the Underground will be 
fresh in the minds of our readers, has 
accepted the arduous post of Chief 
Inspector of Police on the Welsh coal- 
fidds. The office carries with it the 
honorary title of Miner Poet of the Deep 
Levels, a role for which Sir Lewis’s pro- 
fundity of thought, and complete mastery 
of the art of sinking, render him pecu- 
liarly suitable. 

Ihrofessor Sir James .Dewar, famous for 
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Ids epocli-making researches in low 
temperatures, has been commissioned 
by The Daily Mail to conduct a series 
of investigations in tlie high latitudes of 
Saffron !ffill with a view to ascertaining 
the cause which renders the retailers of 
ice creams so peculiarly prone to the use 
of the knife. Sir James ^ Dewar will 
be accompanied in his perilous investi- 
gations by Sir James Criohton-Browne, 
whose command of the Bianca Oappella 
dialect is notorious, and who will adopt a 
disguise rendering him practically indis- 
tinguishable from Sir Edward Clarke. 

CHARIVARIA. 

President Roosevelt’s daughter is now 
married, and reports from all over the 
United States state that the country is 
gradually settling down. 

The Irish are so confident of getting 
an independent Parliament that they 
have already begun rehearsing. At a 
meeting of the Council of the Cork Cor- 
poration last week, Councillor Millerd, 
we learn from the Press, rushed at 
Councillor Donovant and struck him; 
Councillor Desmond rushed to Councillor 
Donovan’s assistance, and an Alderman 
ran to attack Councillor Desmond ; tlien 
CounciEor Millerd seized a chair. The 
proceedings subsequently becameriotous. 

Mr. Alfred Lyttelton, it is announced, 
will not resume his ordinary practice at 
the Bar, but 'wiU be available as an 
arbitrator. Mr. Balfour and Mr. Cham- 
berlain are said to have been among the 
first to secure his services. 

In connection with the new show of 
Turner pictures at the Tate GaEery, we 
are asked by a member of the Chelsea 
Art Club to say that there are many 
more hidden treasures in this country in 
artists’ studios. They are only awaiting 
discovery. 

A book has just appeared on this side 
of the Channel entitled “How to take a 
House.” M. Lupine is said now to be 
preparing a treatise on the subject of 
“How to take a Church.” 

A hitch at a wedding is always 
unpleasant. In Italj^ the other day, a 
lady whom the bridegroom was not 
maiTying kiUed him. 

“Pat” Crowe, who was charged with 
abducting the son of Mr. Edward Cudahy, 
the millionaire pork-packer, related, at 
his trial, how he nearly succeeded in 
kidnapping the eldest son of Mr. John 
D. Rookefeiier : and many millionaires’ 
children are now having poison labels 
attached to them bearing the words 
“ Not to be taken.” 


Professor Hobday, of Kennington, 
states that dogs can now be fitted with 
Mse teeth, wooden legs, artificial paws, 
and glass eyes. The flower-shops pro- 
vide imitation bark. 

The flow of English humorists into 
America has received a set-back. A 
London gentleman who joked with the 
immigration officials at New York was 
detained for examination into his mental 
condition. 

Only one case of drunkenness was 
recorded last year in Southwold.^ This 
is one of the East Coast towns which are 
petitioning Parliament on account of the 
inroads made by the water. 

More L.O.C. extravagance! It has 
been decided that the Council’s steam- 
boats are to be painted black, although 
this was done only the other day by The 
Daily Mail, 

Successful trials have been made in 
Paris of an armoured motor-car, which 
is shell-proof, travels at twenty-eight 
miles an hour, and fires 600 sliots a 
minute. This, we suppose, is the 
scorcher’s retort to the police-trap. 

We hear that three more motor- 
omnibus companies ai’e about to invade 
the London streets, and that their 
vehicles are to be christened, after the 
prevailing fashion, “The Scent-Bottle,” 
“ The Stove,” and “ The Rattle.” 

A gentleman writes to The Express 
suggesting that, with a view to facili- 
tating the sorting of the private and 
business communications which one 
receives, all the latter should be marked 
on the envelope “ B. C.” An American 
correspondent points out that these 
initials would admirably symbolise our 
business methods. 

! A book entided Turning for Beginners 
has made its appearance. Someone is 
evidently of the opinion that many of 
the new M.P.’s will soon be desirous of 
leaving the Liberal benches with the idea 
of obtaining more comfort elsewhere. 

In a paper which he read at the Baptist 
Conference at Chiswick, tlie local minister 
complained that too much giggling and 
open laughter went on in the choir. We 
must say we like moderation in aU things. 

Our old beliefs continue to be shat- 
tered. A bull residing at Ashby-de-la- 
Zouch entered a china shop, walked 
round the premises, and with^ew with- 
out doing more than a shillingsworth of 
damage. 

Certain lyrists who write “ numbers ” 


for'’ musical comedies are complainin| 
tliat their names are often omitted fron 
the programmes. We certainly thinl 
the responsibility ought to be fixed. 

BALLADE OF AN EX-M.P. 

No more I dread the Speaker’s frown, 

Or tremble at the Party whip. 

Or moon about the dingy town. 

My heart upon a foreign trip. 

The iron hand has loosed its grip ; 

The captive from his chain is free ; 
And like a child I dance and skip, 

A happy ex-M.P. ! 

No more can any Smith or Brown 
At public meetings jeer and quip, 
While I, who yearn to slay the clown, 
Endure it with a smiling lip. 

I have the villains by the hip 
To whom of old I bowed the knee. 
What joy to give them all the slip — 

A happy ex-M.P. ! 

No more my desk is weighted down 
With begging-letters, that would strip 
My pockets of the last half-crown, 

And leave me like an arid chip. 

Within my rival’s purse may dip 
The hands that once applauded me. 
The wine of leisure now I sip, 

A happy ex-M.P. 1 

Envoy, 

Prince! Though St. Stephen’s spells 
renown 

(Or may do, if the Fates decree), 

I follow Freedom’s flying gown, 

A happy ex-M.P. ! 

lycinistering Angel.” 

“Lady, experienced, offers services 
free to a London parish. Would take 
entire charge.” — Ghureh Times. 

Mr. J. W. Yorkb Scarlett, according 
to The Morning Post, has expressed his 
intention of residing the Mastership of 
the Tedworth owing to the increase of 
wire and difficulties of shooting tenants. 
But surely a little practice should put 
this right. Why not join a Rifle Club ? 

“"C1XPERIEN0ED Lady Housekeeper seeks 
re-engagement. Can cook vegetarian.” 

Church Times. 

We can quite understand how it is 
that the lady is at present out of an 
engagement, but she should have no 
difficulty in finding work with a cannibal 
household. A new piquancy would be 
given to her cuisine by the reflection 
that its victims belonged to a rival school 
of thought. 

"VTASONIO Brother (25) Desires Position as 
ILL Timber Clerk or other ; nn^proachable , 
references . — 'North Eastern Dailg Gazette, 

The worst thing about “ unapproach- 
able references ” is the obvious difficuliy 
of getting at the &cts. 
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THE ETON SLOUCH. 

[The following letters dealing with this 
momentous topic have failed to reach the Head 
Master of Eton, for whom they were evidenUy 
intended, and are published herewith.] 

My deab Caiton Lyttelton,— I cannot 
help thinking that your hoys walk too 
much. It is a most injurious habit. 
Make them cover the distances between 
class-rooms, up and down town, to and 
from games, and so forth, at a brisk, 
regular trot, and the growing canker 
wdl soon be nipped in the bud. Then 
there is the question of food. Boys are 
over-fed. Without being a faddist, I 
should like to recommend the following 
dietary, as being not only sufficient but 
salubrious for a normal growing lad : 

Breakfast : — A plateful of porridge 
(hot oat or cold plum) and one cup of 
luke-warm Vigoro. 

Dinner : — A few Brazil nuts (only the 
kernels should be consumed) and half a 
push-balL 

Tea : — One bean (biled). 

Supper may be omitted. 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Eustace Milo. 

Canon! — ^The Battle of Waterloo (as 
the Iron Duke observed) was won on 
the playing-fields of Eton. Will the 
contests of the future be decided upon 
A^’s Plough? Not if this kind of 
thing continues to go on. There is too 
much tucking-in at the grub-shop, or 
grubbing-in at the tuck-shop — I forget 
which, but my point is the same. 
Things were very different when I was 
a boy. Verb, sap. Yours in haste, 

One of the Old School. 

Ejevebeni) asd Venerable Sir,— ^W hat 
your young gentlemen require, if we 
may suggest it, is our new Robusto- 
Hadium Belt at 30a. It is invaluable 
for dissipating that fatigued feeling so 
natm^ after a long romp in the play- 
ground, or hard sp^ at the books. We 
should be happy to undertake contract 
to supply same, and send instructions 
for s^-measurement. 

Very respectfully yours. 

Power & Co. 

P.S. — ^We could do a special line in 
colours, if required for the Eton Society, 
from 50^. 

Dear Mr. Lyttelton, — ^How can you 
expect to keep your boys well set-up in 
the damp unhealthy dimate of the 
Thames Valley? Why not remove the 
site of the school to Highgate HiU, Hamp- 
stead Heath, or some other congenial 
suburb ? Yours without bias. 

Old Haehovian. 

Sir, — So this is what comes of hunting 
the tame hare to death with dogs, and 
turning out little loafers instead of 



Scene — The River DaH, 

Visitor. “How deep do you think that pool is ? ** 

Native. Can’t zat zaotly how deep hee be ; but I do mind puttino down a pole 

VIVTEEN VOOT LONG, AND HEE WAS JUST TOUR VOOT DEEPER. I CAN TELL ’bE THAT FUR SURE.” 


gentlemen. Blue blood, indeed! And 
what is worse, the teachers allow it. 
Quis mstodiet custodies 9 as the grand 
old Mantuan sang. I shall transfer the 
hero of my imminent novel to some other 
sdiool. 

Yours more in sorrow than in anger. 
The Swannery^ M. C. 

Stratford. 


More Home Kursery Hints. 

(From Our Examiner in Rousewifery ) 

Linseed Poultices are used for deep- 
seated information. Mustard or te:^s 
put in them will get at any information 
and can be used for poisons. 


Almost a Handbag. 

OuE attention has been called to a 
very fine sporting offer in The Field, 
An Agency advertises the following 
shoot : 

“ 6 Rabbits, 4 pheasants (1905 bag) ; nice 
Lodge. Indusive rent, Ang. 1 to Sept. 30, 
£300.” 

Reckoning the nice Lodge as thrown 
in, and allowing for the fact that the 
period named stops just short of the 
opening of the pheasant season, we work 
out the prospective cost at £50 per head 
(aR rabbits), which is of course; , vastly 
above the average market price for this 
viand. 
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JUST A FEW WORDS AT PARTING. 

After forty-tliree years spent in Mr, Punch's service, first 
as tJie youngest of liis Staff, then, for over a quarter of a 
I century, his Editor, I resign iny functions as President of his 
Council, Primus inter 'paves^ and hand over its great respon- 
sibilities, its alDSorbing work, with its, to a certain extent, 
compensating advantages, to my duly appointed, younger, 
and well-qualified successor. 

In February, 1863, under Mark Lbmo's’s wise and genial 
rule, and introduced with a memorably hearty welcome fi-om 
WuxTAM Makepeace Thackeray, I made my first appeainnce 
among the members of the Staff of that period assembled 
round Mr. Punch's Council Board. In Februaiy, 1906, I 
bow to the present representatives of Mr. Punch's Council, 
grasp hands, bid farewell, and — make my exit. Bonsolr, la 
Uompagme ! 

I readily avail myself of the opportunity graciously afforded 
me by Mr. Punch's Proprietors of thanking, ex Intcgro corde, 
all the Knights of Pen and Pencil at this Table Round for 
the loyal support they have given, me, and for the courtesy 
they have invariably shown me during these past twenty-five 
years and a half of Editorship. Of their friendship and 
loyalty I- am, and always shall he, justly proud. Wherever 
surrender of principle has not been involved, private or party 
opinions have been either modified, or, in the best interests 
of Mr, P^inch, have not been unduly pressed. 

The aim of any Pimc/i-appointed “ Director of our Mirth 
should be, and, if Mr. Punch is to hold securely the eminent 
position he has achieved, must be, to provide relaxation for 
all, fun for aU, withoxit a spice of malice or a suspicion of 
vulgarity, humour without a flavour of bitterness, satire 
without reckless severity, and nonsense so laughter-com- 


pelling as to be absolutely irresistible from its very 
absurdity. 

In old days the best examples of pictorial art allied with 
himiour, whether intensely comic or deeply pathetic, are to 
be found in the work of Dicky Doyjle, Joiik Leech, and Sir 
John Tenkiel; and, on the literary side, Punchy for all 
time, will be proud of the great gifts of Tiuckeray, tlie genius 
of Hood who sang The Song of the SJiirLj and wiU quote with 
pleiiaure the delightfully light rhymes and the sparkling 
prose of Shireey Brooks, while, in later years, he will grate- 
fully recall the pathetic Cry of the (Jitij Olerh, written by 
Clement Scott, who was never on the Staff, and wiU once 
again chuckle over Miijjken’s 'Airy and 'Arriet verses, 
which, with the same author’s Gliilde Chappie, may be 
reckoned among the most popular papers that have ever 
appeared in Punch. 

One thing it would be but false modesty on my part not 
to record, and that is the inexpressible pleasure I feel in 
acknowledging the evidence, affectionately pressed upon me 
I from aU quarters, of the widely and firnily established popu- 
larity of “ Mappy Thoughts." 

I have spoken my epilogue. Shall I add, “ Sappy Thought 
— Retire!" Why, certainly, for it is with the “Happiest 
Thoughts ” that I do retire. 

From Mr. Punch's stage, and appearing, for the last time, 
as his Editor, I wave my adieux to my good “friends in 
front ! ” Au revoir, frequently I hope, elsewhere. Then 
turning to salute affectionately the members of the United 
Company of Mirth Makers over which it has been fo(t so long ' 
a period my greatest privilege to preside, and speaking in aU , 
earnestness, I adapt, to this occasion, the familiar valediction I 
of tender-hearted Rip Van Winkle and say, “May you all 
Uve long and brosber ! ” , F. C. Busnabd. 












Februaey 21, 1906.] 


PUNCH-, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


139 



EGO ET DUX MEUS, * 

Mjr dear Arihur, notihing would ever induce me to leave you or to [enter_into any ’sort of 

competition with, you.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted trom the Diary of Tost, M.P. 

House of Commons, Tuesday night, 
Feb, 13. — ^Prevailing note at opening of 
Session to-day one of hilarity. Since 
House last met earthquake has engulfed 
many cherished companions. Still 670 
Members go to make a House, and most 
of them are here. Over the thin ranks 
of Unionists a cloud of bereavement lies 
low, tempered by feeling of satisfaction 
in breasts of survivors that each knows 
one who has been saved. Akers Douglas, 
again locum tenens for absent Leader, 
thinks sadly of times that are no more. 
Eemembers how, wlien he last filled the 
position in temporary absence of Prikce 
Arthur, down with influenza, an ob- 
sen^er taking note of the youth of recent 
additions to reconstructed Government 
spoke of occupants of Treasury Bencli 
as “ Young Men and old Akers.” The 
young men, alack I have been swept 
away in the flood that whelmed their 
Leader. Only some half-dozen ex- 
Ministers hold the dismantled fort. 

Among them are Walter Lokg, blush- 
ing for faithless friends in South Bristol ; 
George Wyndham, radiant with smiles, 
looks round the benches where Ulster 
Members ought to sit, and cannot dis- 
cover his fnend William Moore. 

“‘Lochaber no more,’ they used to 
sing in mournful melody,” he remarked 
to Aclaki>-Hood seated near him. “ Now 
it ’s North Antrim no Moore.” 



“The Pink *Un turned and anxiously re- 
garded tke ex-Chief Secretary.” 

(Sir Al-x-nd-r Ad-nd H-d.) 


The Pink ’Uk turned and anxiously 
regarded the ex-Ohief Secretary. Had 
much MfetcDonnelling made him mad? 
Did not pursue enquiry; preferred to 

• return to contemplation of the good 
time coming when he, no longer Minis- 

' terial Whip, might linger at the dinner 
‘ table past nine o’clock, unmindful of 
plots for snap divisions. 

Victor Cavendish sat upright, immo- 
bile, expressionless, facing futurity with 
stony stare. 

“What a splendid figure-head he’d 
i make for a ship ! ” said the Member for 
i Sark, regarding him admiringly. “If 
I it went down behind him with all hands 
' aboard, he wouldn’t wink an eyelid.” 

Treasury Bench so thronged that 
■ Wentstoh, characteristically refraining 
from pushing early into place, was fain 
to seat hims^ on steps of empty Chair. 

• In serried row of jubilant Ministers 
a gap kept opposite brass-bound box on 
table that naaxks bearings of Leader of 
the House, Presently O.-B. entered 
from behind the Speaker’s Chair, hailed 
with, lusty dheer unknown in House 


from Liberal throats these ten years 
back. Enthusiastic Members bdow 
Gangway showed signs of inclination to 
rise to ^eir feet ; compromised by lift- 
ing their hats in salute. Quite a new 
thing this, small in its way, but indi- 
cating birth of greater ones. 

0. B., seating himself between Asquith 
and John Mobley, started on observing 
to right of former a figure top-hatted. 
Something fa, miliar about the grey frock- 
coat suit first seen in the House when, 
twenty-six years ago, Edward Clarke, a 
rising young man in Common Law Courts 
and Surrey Sessions, came in from South- 
wark. Yes, it was the ex-Solicitor- 
General of Salisbury days. Elected for 
the City, he, in accordance with ancient 
privilege, claimed place on Treasiuy 
Bench on this, the opening day of 
new Parliament. Airah Gibbs, his fellow 
Member, sat by Hm, bareheaded. The 
legal mind declined finally to conomit 
itself. Desiring to make known to 
whom it might concern that in seating 
himsdf in the midst of the enemy’s 
camp the action was taken “without 
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pre 3 udice,” Clarke put on a dispro- 
portionately tall hat. His the only head 
covered on the Treasury Bench. 

House summoned to meet at 2 o’clock. 
Twenty minutes past, and nothing yet 
happened. Higher grew the buzz of 
conversation, broader the smile that 
beamed the full length and breadth of 
the Ministerial Benches. Never was 
seen or heard a more joyous throng. 
Suddenly the cry of “ Black Rod ! ” rose 
above the din. It was the door-keeper 
who, having made his way through the 
throng blocking the Bar, stood by the 
chair of the Serjeant-at-Arms and pro- 
claimed the messenger from the House 
of Lords. 

Deep silence fell over the jubilant 
crowd. It obviously unnerved Black 
Rod. If they had gone on laughing 
and chatting all would have been 
well. This silence had uncomforteble 
resemblance to experience on entering a 
vault ; added to it was consciousness of 
five hundred pairs of eyes dosely examin- 
ing his full Admiral’s uniform. 

Advancing towards the Table, Black 
Rod showed disposition to tack. After 
getting his bearings, bore a straight 
course for the Table. The blood-curdling 
silence continued. Black Rod stared 
straight before him over the heiads of 
the derks at the empty Chair. He wet 
his lips and opened them; no sound 
issued. Was he going to Ijreak down 
as did his gallant predecessor, tempo- 
rarily paralysed as he stood in the same 
place? Holding himself perfect after 
many rehearsals, he had evidently 
intended to recite his message. But 
this ghastly silence, these double walls 
of piercing eyes, too much. The awful 
solitude, the gripping chilliness of the 
Arctic regions, familiar thirty years ago, 
nothing to this ordeal. 

Happily the Admiral had a card up 
his sleeve— or, to be precise, a piece of 
paper in his shirt-cuff. Not served in the 
Crimea for nothing, nor taken a share in 
stamping out Indian Mutiny without 
learning a thin^ or two. From within 
the cuff round ms left wrist he produced 
what Reikoe Arthur, had he been present, 
would have recognised as half a sheet of 
notepaper. Spreading it out, he read 
his message, bidding “this honourable 
House ” repair to the House of Lords. 

There followed another fearsome pause. 
Black Rod had fulfilled his mission; 
how was he to dear out? Not back- 
ward this time, thank heaven. He stood 
a pace on one side and wistfully looked 
at the Pink ’Un, who rather^ enjoyed 
seeing another man in difficulties. Sir 
CbuRTENAT Ilbert, Clerk of the House, 
director of its proceedings in its inchoate 
state, came to the rescue. Leaving his 
chair at the Table, he joined Black Rod, 
and the two walked forth, followed by a 
train of Members, at their head the 



The Fly nr Ambeb ” 

Mr. Asquith espies a (political) stranger on 
the Treasury Bench. 

(Sir Edw-rd Cl-rke.) 

Leader of the House and the Deputy 
Leader of the Opposition, 

Business done , — J. W. Lowther re- 
elected Speaker by acclamation. 

Thursday night , — Our Army swore 
terribly in Flanders. So it is said. 
Nothing to what the House of Commons 


'1 



Pathetio Scene Otttside the Railings or 
Palace Yard. 

(Mr. Gerald Balfour said, during the Election, 
that he looked forward to znu(^ pleasurable 
amusement watching across the Table of the 
House the efforts of the New Ministry to hold 
together and to satisfy their supporters. Alas ! 
he is no longer a member of the House !) 


has done on threshold of Session. Began 
yesterday, occupied this afternoon. 

Quite a husiness-hke performance. 
Tables hospitably spread. Wigged and 
gowned clerks in attendance. Batches 
of five Members swear in chorus. 
March on in single file to sign roll of 
Parliairent. Thereafter led by untiring 
Clerk of House, who introduced them 
by name to Speaker. Some he had 
known before. Many unfamiliar faces. 
With equally grave urbanity shook 
hands with all. 

Mr. Lowtber lacks unique experience 
that befel Lord Peel when he was in the 
Chair. Amongst Members brought up 
for formal introduction was a Member 
he thought he had seen before. Search- 
ingly scanned right aimabove the elbow. 
Certain he saw gleam beneath the doth 
the pale flame of a strawberry mark. 

“ My long-lost Brother? ” he whisper ed 
under his breath. 

“Yes, Arthur, dear boy,” responded 
the new Member. 

All this sotto voce. Would never have 
done for Speaker of House of Commons 
on such occasion to vary demeanour in 
! recognition of family ties, however dosely 
I drawn. 

j “Sir Robert Peel, Member for Hunting- 
don,” announced the Clerk. 

I The Speaker offered his hand with dis- 
tant dignity, and Sir Robert, not quite 
successfully repressing a wink, passed 
on. 

Nothing so good as that in dreary 
ceremony now drawing to conclusion. 

Business done . — Members swearin* 
like anythink. 

CAPABLE CADDIES. 

Rumour has it that a movement is on 
foot amongst a certain section of the 
golfing public to enstire that for the 
future all caddies on English links shall 
be compelled to furnish satisfactory 
proof that they are physically and 
morally qualified for the porterage and 
cleaning of clubs, and acquainted with 
the more rudimentary prindples of the 
game. To this end, it is reported, an 
entrance examination paper is in course 
of preparation, in which individuals 
aspiring to official recognition as caddies 
will he required to obtain a percentage 
of at least 80 marks. The following 

S ns are said to have been already 

1. Write your name, legibly if pos- 
sible, in the top right-hand comer of 
the sheet. 

(Do not tronble to insert your 
nickname, as it is a matter of 
indifference to the examiners 
whether you are locally known 
as “Tiger,’! “Ginger,” or “Bill 
Bailey.”) 

2. State your age. If this is less 
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than six, or more than seventy-five years, 
yon may omit the remaining qnestions 
and retire at once from the examination. 

3. Are you married or single ? Give 
reasons for your answer. 

4. Ulnstrate the finer points of dis- 
tinction between 

(a) a niblick and a gutty ; 

(5; a bye and a bnlger. 

5. Are yon a Protectionist or a Total 

Abstainer? ] 

6. Rewrite the following passage, 
correcting anything that may strike you 
as an error or an incongruity : — “ In an 
18-hole match, X., a scratch player with 
a handicap of 20, stood dormy 12 at the 
17th hole, but while half-way through 
the final green was unfortunate enough 
to get badly bunkered behind the tee- 
box. Being required to play 'two 
more* to his opponent Y., who had 
laid himself dead in 6, he only played 
one of them, thus holing out in 5, and 
securing a victory by the narrow margin 
of 4 up and 7 to play.” 

7. Given that the regulation charge 
for a round is a shilling, would you 
consider yourself justified in attempting 
to exact an extra half-crown for dub- 
cleaning from a player in spectades, 
with a handicap of 27 and a wistful 
expression ? (Candidates are advised to 
say “No ” to this question.) 


THE DECLINE OF ENGLAND. 

pt has been stated that the late visit of the 
New Zealand Football Fifteen to this country 
ranks as the most important event in the 
history of the British Empire since the Dia- 
mond Jubilee. It is suggested that this renders 
even more remarkable the recent Election 
Returns by which the dream of closer relations 
with the Colonies is temporarily dissipated.] 

Intrepid Islanders, whose fame 
Has rung throngh Ocean’s furthest 
channels 

Since you were asked to cross the same 
And bring along yonr football fiannds, 
People have missed the serious side 
Of that victorious endeavour. 

And coming decades as they glide 
Will grow more decadent than ever. 

We had not hoped, indeed, for fruit 
Prom Mr. Kipling’s favourite fancies, 
Dealing with men who ride and shoot 
On ]krge Imperial expanses, — 

Nor yet Ibe Boer War ; we plead 
No case for those forgotten lessons ; 
Why ^ould we hug the past, or heed 
A mere external effervescence ? 

But when your troupe of “ Total Blacks,” 
Cubs of the Motherland (or scions), 
Made rings about our Rugby backs, 

And crumpled up their parent lions, — 
That was a poiut, we thought, had' 
pricked | 

Not skin alone, but fleshand blood-deep. 
The muddied oafs themselves were licked 
‘ .Upon their own maternal mud-heap. 




Bua^rker. “All eight, Ladies I You’ee quite s^e. They’ee weeet pabuklee 

WOT they eats ! ” 


England, we said, will surely heal 
Her wounded heart, and find a solace 
In wrapping up the island’s weal 
With that of Galcagher and Wallace ; 
The ancient breed who turned to bay 
At Agincourt and other places 
Will note the error of their way, 

And fawn upon the junior races. 

But no ! They ’ve put the Liberals in, 
And goodness (not the writer) knows if 
They ever purpose to repin 
Their faith upon the creed of Joseph ; 
Yet how shall English Sport regain 
The niche it recently vacated, 

With Empire on the steady wane, 

And Toiy bonds depreciated ? 

We looked ahead in rosier dreams, 
Pulling the ties of kinship tauter, 

To building up our broken teams 
From younger blood across the water; 


You might have hdped some hour of 
A County trial or a Cup-tie, — [need — 
But fate has otherwise decreed, 

The nexus that we knit are ruptL 

The Colonies may drift apart 
And justify the gloomy Sibyl, 

Who tells us we shall lose the art 
Of scientific dodge and dribble ; 
Evolving new formations yet 
They may erase the Mover’s image, 
While English footballers forget 
The proper way to pack a scrimmage. 

And yet, sublimely unconcerned, 

And quite incompetent to master 
The lessons that he might have learned 
From International Disaster, 

It pleased the vagr^t voter’s mood 
To concentrate his mental tissue 
Upon the chance of cheaper food, 

And hang the whole athletic issue ! 
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TUP WPU/ DPwnPTVOiiQ circulating 

THE IMEW RENDEZVOUS. library to join, The Times Rendezvous 

The Tinbune^s spirited policy of attach- will quickly and clearly answer. Any 
ing to its ofifices a comfortahle meeting queries, however, as to the authorship of 
place where inquirers may read and articles in the paper will be discouraged, 
write andreceive replies to their questions Tea will be provided for those who join 
on political and other matters has already the paper’s library, and a champagne 
been adopted by other editors, and in lunch for all purchasers of the Eneydo- 
a very short time there will be no news- 'pasdia Britannica. This is a step in 
paper office of any importance but has advance of The Tribune's enterprise, 
its Information Bureau or Rendezvous whichtakesnocountof bodily emptiness, 
as it is called. ^ ^ The Rendezvous which The Standard 

Even at The Tribune not every visitor and The Outlook have combined to open 

to the Rendezvous 

will be answered. 1 

AU wild-looking 1 ^ 

tellectuaUy hungrj^ ) ^ 

and thirsty enter- ^ ^ J ^ ” — ‘ — ^ 

ing its doors in , 

despair and emerg- 

ing the picture of ^ 

mental repletion. ^ - v 

Bouverie Street is Coster. “ ’Oo are yer starin’ at ? ” 

becoming a new Other. “I ain’t good at Natural ’Istort.” 

place. — 

Among the other papers which are wiU be purely political. Questions upon ’ 
busily organising Rendezvous of their the real meaning of Free Trade and 
own are T/ie Times and The Spectator, Protection, Mr. Chamberiatn’s genius, 
Tlie War Cry, The Tailor and Cutter, Mr. Balfour’s powers of delicate ana- 
The Standard and The Outlook. lysis, and cognate subjects, will be 

The Times proposes to limit the answered instantly by iJhe Editor of The 
nature of information which it imparts Outlook, who will throw in spicy pro- 
for reasons of its own. Rather wiU it phecies of the probable course of events 
impart the secret of where such informa- in the new Parliament. Such has been 
tion, together with much other, from A. his recent success in the vaticinatory 
to Z., may be completely and expedi- line that a continual crowd of inquirers 
tiously obtained, at a not too high figure, may be expected. Incidentally, infor- 
payable on the instalment system. Any mation wiU be given by the Editor of 
questions also as to the best daily paper The Standard on circulating libraries. 




Vgly Coster. “ ’Oo are yer starin’ at ? ” 

The Other. “I ain’t good at Natural ’Istort.” 


The Spectator's Rendezvous is to be 
fitted with every facility for the care and 
maintenance of pets, and its proceedings 
will take the form of a series of sSances 
for the exploitation of gifted fauna, 
such as cats and dogs and clean-minded 
parrots. The rural clergy are also ex- 
pected to congregate here in some 
numbers on their visits to the metro- 
polis. 

Livelier fare is offered by The War 
Cry in its Shelters — we should say, 
Rendezvous. Arrangements have been 
made with Mr. Ber- 
nard Shaw to attend 
every evening to 
answer questions 
with regard to the 
""i ^ working of the Sal- 
^ ^ vation Army and 

the merits of the 
big drum. Mr. 
Chesterton wiU also 
^ attend every after- 

noon to discourse 
on brass bands; 
g while The Tailor 

r^ l and Gutter will 

g I pj" give a daily con- 

LJ _ versazione to which 

II' all Members of 

Parliament of what- 
ever party are in- 

vited, when the 

Editor wiUpoint out 
^1 the defects in their 

M I p clothing, and per- 

I II haps assist them to 

i " change their coats. 

? From the above 

’ statements it will 

^ ' be seen tliat the 

Rendezvous habit 
is spreading, and 
will spread, for 
there is little doubt 
that in a short time 
many of the other 
leading organs wiU 
come into line too. 
Meanwhile we have 

been asked by 

licensed victuallers, 
both in Fleet Street 
and the Strand, to 

point out that the 

newspaper Rendezvous is no new thing. 


Sir Edwin CoRNWiUx, in response to 
many requests, has consented to give a 
lecture on “Municipal Osculation” in 
the statuary salon of the South Ken- 
sington Museum on February 30, when 
he will not only tell his hearers how to 
be popular in Paris, but show them how 
he imprinted a kiss on each cheek of the 
Venus of Milo in the Louvre, remarking 
as he did so, “ There is no danger ; the 
lady is quite armless.” 
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AiiwT APivirc never given me a ring, and post-paid to Adot Agatha, who might 

AUNT AGATHA o ADVICE. yesterday I saw him walking withano- he able to dispose of it to an uncle of 
(With apologies to all omnisciait aunts of the ther lady. I want to have him up for her acquaintance. The proceeds would 
femmme press. K.B --Xo paper patterns breach of promise. Can you advise me be given to a very deserving object, 
are giten au:ay vrith this number.) p » — AlOT Agatbca has namely, to AuKT Agatha’s Salt Air Fund 

Ausrr Agatha is most earnestly desirous been there. But you will need a shark (Week-ends at Brighton Branch), which 
of making it known that she is the best of a lawyer to convince the Judge, if is in need of fresh subscriptions, 
friend and stand-by of the lovelorn, you have no written promise from the Sang Azun (Ball’s Pond Road). — 
No matter whether you axe engaged gentleman. Fortunately, however, the Before paying your addresses to a lady 
three-deep, or are getting perilously near verdict really rests with the jury, who you should obtain an introduction to her, 
the shelf, pour your gushing confidences require no evidence in cases of this and make sure that they are acceptable, 
into her ear, and she will have an kind, and will always find for the plain- Her brother was, after all, only obeying 
answer pat to suit the occasion. Whence tiff if she has been properly coached in the prescribed code of etiquette, and 
she derived her vast and awful know- her part. Wear a picture-hat in court, Aunt Agatha thinks you were wrong in 
ledge of the human heart need not be and make play, hut with discretion, calling him “ a bald-faced baboon.” She 
touched upon here ; but you can safely with a handkerchief (lace preferred), hopes your eye is better, 
trust Aunt Agatuv. If you are not love- and let your mother sob at intervals in Jaunty Jane (Peckham Rye), writes: — 
lorn yourself, perhaps you know some the well of the court. Remember : — “ I have a gentleman friend who teazes 


lady or gentleman who is. If - 
so, do not leave this paper 
in the train, but pass it on. 
"When an answer by post is 
desired, twelve penny stamps 
(unused) should be enclosed, 
— not necessarily for retiun, 
but as a guarantee of good 
faith. Aunt Agatha prefers 
to answer communications 
through the post. 

But to business : — 

Lady Elgiva (Brixton) j 
writes : — “ I have a lover and j 
I love him very dearly, buti 
he has never spoken to me, 
but I meet him every morn- 
ing when I go to the tram. 
What must I do? Would he 
think me forward if I broke 
the ice, and asked him to teU 
me the time?” — Considering 
the probable superabundance 
of clocks at Brixton this might 
seem a little pointed. If you 
can get no mutual friend to 
accord you an introduction. 
Aunt Agatha does not see 
that you could do better 
than follow the example of 




Wm ■ 
. 1 


ir. 








*‘Thou shouldst have better pleased me with this deed, 

HiDST TfiOU DESCENDED EBOM ANOTHER HOUSE.” 

As You Like It, Act I., Sc. 2. 


me by saying that you are not 
an Aunt at all, but a thin- 
haired man with spectacles. 
He has bet me two pairs of 
gloves on the subject, so will 
you please tdl me the truth ? ” 
— Aunt Agatha would advise 
you to have nothing more to 
do with such a “friend” 
(except to take the gloves 
from him), for he cannot be 
at all a nice sort of person. 
Aunt Agatha showed your 
letter to the Aunt belonging 
to another paper when we 
were playing billiards — ^that 
is to say, bizique — together, 
and your friend may be sorry 
to know that we both cried 
very bitterly at such evidence 
of hardened male scepticism, 
and had to have recourse to 
an effervescing tonic. Your 
friend has lost his bet, and 
Aunt Agatha thinks she ought 
to stand in with you in the 
matter of the gloves. Her size 
is seven-and -three- quarters. 
Not an Aunt indeed ! 

(To be continmd.) 

[Not in our columns. — E d.] 


the heroine of our grand ^ ; [Not in our columns.— E d.] 

serial, “ From the Scullery to the Smart Silent tears from you : gurgling sobs ■ ; . 

Set ” (see Chap. MC!CLX.xxni.), and seem from your mother. If you really have The Clerk to the Montgomeryshire 
(you need not carry imitation too far) a weak case she might try the effect of Education Authority advertises for a 
to sprain your ankle at an opportune stretching out her hands to you— they Head Mistress for Llanwrin National 
moment. Choose a dry day, and practise should be neatly gloved in black — as School, in the following repdlent 
your fall in advance. An undignified you stand down from the witness-box. terms: — 

flop might prejudice your chances, while The fact of your having been engaged “Wanted, Head Mistress, Old Article 50. 
to be caught in the cow-catcher of the to another gentleman for the past year Welsh essential.” 

tram would ruin all. If he is a real is irrelevant, and need not he disclosed. The Montgomeryshire Education 
gentleman he would be bound to hasten Smart Set (Tooting ). — As you say you Authority, being an Authority, must 
to your assistance, and although he do a milk round, it was very wrong of know what it is talking about: but we 
might not, like Rex Vavasour, carry you to inform the lady whom you met can w^ understand Welsh should 
you two miles “ in his strong, manly at Margate that you were the Earl of be an essential. How else could a can- 
arms ” — this would scarcely be necessary Broadstairs, and had a rich unde living didate translate the advertisement ? 

at Brixton — the introduction would at Clapliam. You have brought the 

thus come about naturally and easily, trouble upon yoursdf, and Aunt Agatha A Case foR the S.P.0.0.-— A weU- 
Aunt Agatha will be pleased to hear if cannot advise. She will never counte- known firm has made a special feature, 
your little ruse succeeds. nance deception in any shape or form, at their .sales, of “ Royal Worcester kid- 

Olytemnestra Brown (Kensal Rise) If the lady has returned the ring, and fitting corsets.” Why can’t people let 
writes: — “A gentleman has been paying you do not care to keep such a reminder the children alone?” Is this part of 
me attentions at dances for seven years, of your present humiliation, send it Mr. Bibbell’s scheme ? 
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TO ALL THAT GRUMBLE. 

You that only appear contented 

When you are grumbling about your lot. 
Mainly because of a much lamented 
Absence of all that you haven’t got, 

Listen to me, for I bring you healing : — 

If you would scatter those moods away, 

If you would conquer that injured feeling, 

Listen to me, I say. 

Years ago, for a certain season, 

I was a pessimist (strange but true), 

And, as a matter of fact, with reason, 

Not for the fun of the thing, like you ; 

All tliat I merited, looked for, built on, 

Seemed to be doomed to a fatal slump ; 

Mine was the mental complaint which Miltont 
Happily termed the Hump. 

Came a night —and of aU Decembers 
That was the vilest — I sat alone. 

Bitterly smoking before the embers, 

Hugging my gi-ievance, and making moan ; 
Out in the open a biting blizzard. 

Whirling the gravel about like snow, 

Froze the marrow, and turned the gizzard 
Inside out, at a blow. 

Tlien I said, this is something hellish 

(Which was a fact), and I crossed the room. 
Flung up the blind, and with sour disrelish 
Gazed for awhile on the roaring gloom ; • 

Till, on a sudden, my awe-struck glances 
Fell on a sentinel’s heav’n-sent form, ‘ 

Driven, by pressure of circumstances. 

Out in that beastly storm. 

High on a magazine, bleak and lonely, 

Nobly he paced his appointed beat 
(Rather like Casabianoa, only 
That little horror complained of heat). 

Daring an enemy’s foot to trench on his 
Windy preserves, he was hurled about, . 
Getting his spine well iced, not to mention his 
Gizzard blown inside out. 

Long I gazed on the gusty fellow ; 

Gazed, till mine uglier moods were spent ; 
Gazed, till my whole soul seemed to mellow 
Into a chastened and bland content ; 

And, as I blessed him, and drew the curtain, 
Leaving him up on his wind-swept mound, 
Life, I remarked, though a bit uncertain. 

Wasn’t so bad, all round. 

Grumbler, such is the Grand Idea : 

Surely the moral is plain to see ; 

When you ’re in need of a panacea. 

Think of the sentind — think of me / 

Turn to Philosophy’s consolation ; 

Doubtless the gods may have used you ill ; 

But — by a Merciful Dispensation- 

Others are worse off stiH ! 

Dum-Dum. 


The Bourne Rural District Council, in advertising for an 
Assistant Surveyor of Highways, states that “Preference will 
be given to a young man (cyclist) who has been used to the 
management of a steam-roller.” This points to a very 
remarfcaHe development of the “ Trailer.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

My Baronite, reading The Sea-Maid (Methuen), is conscious 
of a reminiscence of one of Mr. Barrie’s comedies which had a 
great success a couple of years ago. But the Little Minister has 
not the monopoly of islands set in summer seas, whose desola- 
tion is broken in upon by the arrival of castaways. Mr. Ronald 
Macdonald has discovered one on his own account, and makes 
mirth-compelling use of it. Tlie idea of the Dean of Bech- 
minster^ Mrs. Browdefiesehe, and their delightful daughter, 
the Sea-maid, being for nearly twenty years sole denizens of 
the island, is realised with much humour. The Dean’s wife, 
not forgetful of her former estate, insists, up to one o’clock 
in the day, on preserving the stateliness of manner due to the 
dignity of the deanery. In the afternoon, led by the Dean, 
joyously followed by the daughter, relapse is permitted. A 
stirring story of piracy on board a ship believed to carry 
gold among her cargo leads up to the discovery of the Dean 
and his family, and to their subsequent return to civilisation. 


The Bishop* 8 Apron, as exhibited to us l)y Mr. Somerset 
Maugham, at Messrs. Chatman and ILvll’s, is choke- full 
of good things, and is in itself a real \vork of art. The 
Baron feels himself absolutely safe from all possible con- 
tradiction in asserting that, for satirical liiimour and 
quizzical observation, this novel takes a double first. As 
a clerical story notliing bettor has l)ecn written since 
Anthony Trolix>pe’s delightful Barcltestcr Tourrs, winch will 
always hold first rank on account o£ tlio iniiuitalfio Mrs. 
Proudie. The claimant for the episcopal apron is Theodore 
^rafte, Vicar of St. Gregory’s, South Kensington, and 
Cfanon of Tercanbmy (beautifully twisted name tliis), an 
“all things to all men,” and women, ecdcsiast ic, who yearns 
for the apron and tho gaiters, and regards tlio episcopal 
turned-up-at-thc-hrim topper as a kind of ludo in hats. The 
portrait of this character is delicious, and so true to tlie life 
that every reader will from time to time lay down the book 
for a while, as smilingly lie (‘onfides to himself, “ I know that 

man, he comes from wluitovor ])]aco his experience 

may suggest. There should he a setptcl to this novel, to be 
named The Bishop's Wife's Apron. 'I’ho liasis for this 
suggestion will be found in tho 'Ihvcntit^th (^haj)t,er, the last, 
and one of the sharpest hits in the hook. But wliat a tribute 
to Anthony Trollope’s popularity (in this i«articular line) is 
paid by Mr. Maugham’s selection of IJarch(*st(T as being the 
Episcopal See above all others in which evtu-youe. will bo at 
once interested! The name Bar<*hpstcr immediately puts 
middle-aged readem on familiar terms with tlio Ginon “in 
waiting.’’ Wliat pluck on the part of tho author and what 
wisdom is shown, in his solectioii of this title. No one would 
dare to speak of jSarchestor unless ho luul something excep- 
tionally good to tell. Every sketch of cluiracter in tliis 
story is admirable, from the 
pompous butler up to tho 
heavy-eyed premier; while tho 
portraits of the rising socialist, 
with his objectionable family 
surroundings, the Canon’s gen- 
tle and impressionable daugliter, 
the various members of the 
Spratte family, past and present, 
and the captivating worldly 
widow, are all highly finisliccl 
and thoroughly representative. 

The novel should have a marked 
success. 


More PolitioaIj Honesty.- Never again must the Radicals 
be allowed such a long start in their * c*am|»aii;u of lies.’ ” 

Suffolk and l*Js»ex Fn^ee Press. 
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OMARIVAPIA Plucky little Grays, the Esses town j most touching example of the trusting 

LrliArilVAnlA. the mouth of the Thames, has 1 spirit yet Iniowii. ■ “ 

A PRETTT custom which had almost decided to supply itself with an artificial j 

fallen into desuetude has heen revived beach, and there seems little reason to | Music is now dedai'ed to be an aid 
with startling suddenness. Two actresses doubt that one day we shall see Pother- [ to health. It certainly seems to make 
have been kd to the altar by Peers of hithe and Bermondsey blossom out into the hair grow, 
the realm. flourishing seaside resorts. 

Slight concessions to the people con- 

Mr. JoHX Bcrxs’ popularity is steadily The Govenunent intends to give Ire- tinue to be made in Pussia. At Piga, ; 
increasing. We near that since the land Home Pule by instalments, and, last week, the Governor-General allowed 
arrival of his gold-lace uniform he has in the same way, although the franchise four revolutionaries to be shot instead 
been invited to an enormous number of I is not to be granted to women at once, of being hangeA 
Fancv Dress Balls, — , ^ 


in Battersea. 

Sir Hemiy Camp- 
beij>B*v2sX£rman has I 
stated that he did i 
not, during the : 
General Election, | 
come across any of I 
the Chinese Slaverj- 
Cartoons of 'which 
complaint has been 
made. Our former 
Premier did not 
read papers ; our 
present one does 
not even see 
posters. 

Though a past- 
master in oratory, 
Mr. Balfour, with 
the modesty of 
true greatness, is 
not above taking 
lessons from others. 
Before starting his 
City election cam- 
paign he paid a 
visit to Billings- 
gate to study file 
short, telling 
speeches which 
have made that 
distnct so famous. 

Action, we hear, 
is to be taken by 
the Labour Party 
in regard to the 
King’s statement 
that he often works 
twelve hours a day. 
It is not at • 
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First Clubman. “I sat— How do you spell ‘tempoeaby’?^* 

Second G. “ T-e-m-p-o-e-a-b-y, and the next word has two e’s, b-m-b-a-e-e-a-s-s-m- 
First C. “ rRANJsrs / ” 


THE LONDON 
MENAGEPIE. 

TheSiinday Times 
has lately taken to 
printing Society 
movements and 
doings and the 
arrivals at the Zoo, 
on the same page. 
But why not frankly 
combine the two ? 

The Countess of 
Cummerbund is now 
one of our most 
constant devotees of 
patinage sur vmie 
glace. She is each 
morning to be found 
at Prince’s, when 
she often .... in 
making a sharp 
curve in the air, 
comes suddenly to 
the ground. After- 
wards this heautiful 
creature struts up 
and do'wn the enclo- 
sure, all uncon- 
sciously showing 
its exquisite shape 
and gorgeous colour- 
ing to the best 
advantage. 

The Lady Diana 
Delamode is quite 
exhausted with her 
long round of bar- 
gain sales.^ She is 
never so happy as 
when • . . seated in 
a corner, slowly 
■ pulling to pieces a 


impossible that His Majesty may be there is already talk of removing the featlier from a child’s hat. The others 
humbly invited to join the Eight Hours’ grille in the ladies’ gallery in the House watch but make no movement, since the 

Movement. of Commons, and replacing it, as at the feather-fluffer is thoroughly capable of 

Savoy, by a Cafe Parisien, takingcareof itsown,andsometMngmore. 

Many antique works of art are to be The Hon. Thomas Noddy is passing 

carefully removed from the old War Six hundred Bristol girls have resolved through town on his way to Monte Carlo 
Office to the new building. Say what to have nothing to do with boys who for a prolonged rest. Last evening, when 
one may against the War Office, it has smoke. We agree that it is getting to seen at the Uriteiion restaurant, he ... . 
always shown reverence for antiquity. he an effeminate habit. was leaping from bar to bar with extra- 

<— ordinary agility, taking anything that 

We have our own theory about the Mr. John W. Gates is said to have was put before him, and aU the time 
land-slide in Wales. As the people will organised a Trust; for the purpose of grinning and chattering in a most incom- 
not go back to the land, the mountain is ‘‘loaning” umbrdlas to subscribers in prehensible manner, to the vast amuse- 
making advances in their direction. large cities. This will surely be the meat of the spectators. 


VOL. oxxx. 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 


III. 

‘'Abe you feeling a little more certain of yourself on the 
Fiscal question?” I asked of Prekdeeby; but not in very 
san^ne tones, for the weather was all against settled con- 
victions, and to-day he looked almost astral in his detachment. 

“My instinctive horror of formulas is, I hope, notorious,” 
replied Prenderby, “ and, in that sense, I might, a few weeks 
ago, have described myself a Balfourite. But now that 
Ifr. Balfour has taken to wearing orchids in his buttonhole, 
and himself ceased to be a Balfourite; now that he has 
proved disloyal to his cherished unbelief, and adopted an 
actual creed, I feel as if I had lost confidence in my own 
doubts. Who knows but one day I shall merge my identity 
in a party faction ? ” 

“ You might join the Unionist Free Traders,” I suggested, 
“ and still retain a fairly recognisable individuality. It could 
scarce be obliterated by the mere force of their numbers.” 

“One might do worse,” said Rrekderby. “I have a 
suspicion that the future of England lies with the Unionist 
Free Trade Party ; tliat with a leg in each camp it will one 
day bestride the world like a Colossus. Have you noticed the 
report that Lord Eosebery has been seen to caU upon the 
Duke of Devonshire? Now Lord Eosebery is a man w^ho 
knows liis Duke, and would have better tact than to intrude 
upon his repose, especially in the hibernating season, unless 
for some grave cause. What if these two should combine to 
form a Liberal -Unionist -Free -Trade -Imperial -Primrose- 
League ? Its name alone should be an attraction.” 

“I hope it would have sound views on the Yellow Labour 
question,” I said, “and be able to solve the riddle, ‘ When is 
a Chinese slave not a Chinese slave ? ’ ” 

“ The status of the Chinese slave,” said Peendeeby, “ appears 
to have changed since the Election. The solution of your 
riddle was partially achieved by Lord Eipon, when (after the 
return of his party to power) he hazarded the guess that 
the Chinese dave was only half a slave. Half a lie is of 
course better than no truth ; but now we have the startling 
statement of the Under-Secretary for the Colonies (who ought 
to know) that the Chinese slave has no existence at all. 
This must have come as a rude shook to honest men like 
MesOTs. John Burns, Lloyd-Georoe, and Lough, who had 
unwittingly given their support to the dissemination of 
what is now officially admitted to be a lie, whole and com- 
plete. I understand, further, that an Exploration Party 
is about to sail to South Africa in order to find out if there 
was any basis for, the allegations advanced before tiie Polls. 
It is to be called the Post-Polar Expedition.” 

“ If it goes on a warship,” I said, “ there will be no flogging 
on board.” I like to draw Prenderby on from theme to theme 
with some show of logical sequence. 

“No,” rejoined Prendfhby; “I fear tlie good old times 
have had their, day. I notice as a significant coincidence that 
the abolition of corporal punishment in the Navy syndironises 
with the proposal^ to lengthen the short Eton jacket. But 
there are consolations. His triumph may modify tlie impor- 
tunities of Mr. Swift MaoNeill. It may even stave off Home 
Eule for a time.” 

“Talking of long and short coats,” I said, “what is 
your view of the reefer jacket as affected by the Labour 
Party?” 

‘ “ To me,” said Prenderby sententiously, “ it typifies the 
happy mean ; it is a symbol of the moderation, the 
that characterises the New Party. The public seemed to 
imagine that the Labour Members would want to make a 
bear-garden of the House. It forgot, or underrated, the 
civilizing influence of Lady Warwiok. And, in any case, 
one always had to reckon with the atmosphere of the House, 
■^hich, even since .the advance in ventilation, has still a 


mollifying force over the wildest spirits. The almost sacred 
traditions of the place discourage the ebullitions of profanity. 
We have all felt the same thing in the Salle du J eu at Monte 
Carlo. 

“No, I have no apprehension lest the coming of the Labour 
Party should debase the manners of Parliament below the 
high standard recognised by the Irish Nationalists. If I have 
any fear of Mr. Keir Bardie’s followers, it is the fear that 
they will neglect the interests of the People. To judge by 
their programme they are no better than landlords, or motor- 
ists, or brewers, in their passion for class-legidation. There 
i is a note of tyranny in their motto ‘ Uitat, e'est mus' They 
have yet to appreciate that under the category of the ‘ Working- 
classes ’ we must include those who labour with the head not 
less lhan those who labour with the hand, and that the term 
‘ People ’ embraces even that section of the community which 
by 1^ cruel chance of birth or fortune is rich enough to be 
idle. I suspect that our Popular Educators have given 
inadequate prominence to the old Eoman fable of the Belly 
and the Members.” 

“I am confident, my dear Prenderby,” said I, “that if a 
proper publicity is given to your views, they will go far to 
correct what is crude in the ambitions of the Labour Party.” 

“I am like Lord Hugh,” he replied, with a rare modesty. 
“ I am an idealist ; and the Millennium is not yet.” 

By the air of finality which he imparted to these 
words, accompanied as they were by a very gracious glance 
towards the dock, he seemed to indicate the application of 
the closure. 

I waived my right of pressing it to a division; and so 
withdrew. 0. S. 


THE CHOEAL CUBE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Noticing that Dr. Caotlie, in last 
Thursday’s Baily Mail, advises his patients to join a Choral 
Society as a remedy for indigestion, adenoids, enlarged 
tonsils, pneumonia and consumption, I invite you to give 
publicity to the following facts, which should serve as a 
warning to all who propose to practise this cure. 

A year ago, in obedience to his physician, a sufferer 
from chronic bronchial catarrh joined the choral society with 
which I was then connected. He had a grating voice and 
no sort of ear, and went through an energetic course of lung 
exercise on Tuesday and Friday evenings. Having paid the 
fees he was entitled not only to attend the practices but to 
sing in a concert, for which we were actively rehearsing 
Moses in Egypt, It was subsequent to the final rehearsal 
that his friends missed him. He was last seen walking 
between two basses, chatting pleasantly. The solo tenor 
and the hon. secretary brought up the rear. 

A dyspeptic lady of middle age joined the ranks of our 
sopranos some months later, when rehearsals for Tlie May 
Queen were in progress. She had been advised tliat the 
movements entafled by voice production “ gently massaged 
the digestive organs.” She was an energetic vocalist, but 
had no appreciation of time, was ratlier deaf and too short- 
sighted to see the bfiton. She was asked to drink a cup of 
tea one afternoon with her sister sopranos, and did not 
attend the subsequent practices, nor have we since had news 
of her. Trusting that these incidents will speak for them- 
selves, I am, Yours truly, Alto Profondo. 


Our ^traordinary Allies. 

“H.M. Cruiser Diadem, with Prince Arthur of Connaught 
on board, arrived this morning at Yokohama, and afterwards 
left by special train for Tokio .” — Glasgow Evening Times, 
Once more the Swiss Navy must look to its laurels. 
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THE PRAMOTOR. 

[“ Even baby may now play at motoring, 
under realistic conditions, m the ‘Pramotor,’ 
a new vehicle which is a combination of the 
old-fashioned perambulator and the ux^-to-date 
motor-car.” — The Daily 

In Kensington Gardens I wandered 
Far, far from the roar of E.O. 

I heard a toot-tooting, 

And by me went shooting 
A goggled young bantling of three ; 
And while on the vision I pondered 
Another flew past like a squib — 

A twenty horse-power 
At aj miles an hour, 

And steered by a babe in a bib. 

I sank on a seat in amazement, 

And turned with a wondering look 
To a nurse who was sitting 
Alone witii her knitting, 

Immersed in a yellow-backed book. 
She quiteunderstoodwhat my gaze meant, 
And promptly proceeded to talk 
Of Tommy and Teddy, 

Whose prams were already 
Mere specks in the narrowing walk. 

“ Master Tommy,” she said, “ is a wonder : 
Before he was many days bom 


He turned from the bottle 
And cried for the throttle, 

And tooted aR day on the horn. 

And Teddy looks blacker than thunder 
At Golly wogs, toffy or jam ; 

He savagely quarrels 
With i-attles and corals, 

And shrieks for his motoring pram.” 

“ But aren’t you afraid,” I suggested. 

To let them go driving like that ? 

It seems a bit risky — 

Suppose they get frisky, 

As sometimes occurs with a brat ; 

Has their skill been sufidciently tested ? 
They drive in so daring a way ! 

Is it not a bit rash, nurse ? 

There might be a smash, nurse — 
D’ you think they axe really au fait 9 ” 

As I spoke little Tommykins dashed up : 
“ Nurse, we ’E get our licences now ! 
We ’ve run down two collies, 

A pram full of dollies, 

A poodle, a pug, and a chow. 

And down by the Palace we smashed up 
A keeper, and then took to flight.” 
Such record proved plainly 
I ’d vexed myself vainly ; 

These chauffeurs were competent — 
quite. 


WHY DON’T WE RUN? 

IBehig some letters apparently provohed hy , 
the ** Daily Mail^' discussion on this subject.'} 

“ CoMP-VNY Promoter ” writes : “ Rmi- - 
ning a mistake in my opinion. Difficult 
to reach the coast before being caught. 
Better see the liquidation out like a 
gentleman, and get away quietly after- 
wards to America.” 

Mr. W. Sikes writes in similar vein : 
“Running too suspicious, excites the 
police and probably rouses the dog. 
My own system, stroll away whistling 
with swag in coat-tails, and ask police- 
man to call a cab. Running never done 
in exclusive burglary circles.” 

“ Telegraph Boy ” tells us : “Running 
out of the question in my case. Heart 
not at all strong, and slight paralysis 
in left leg. Besides — why should I 
run?” 

Mr. P. F. Warner cables : “Inability 
to run due to excellent local bowling.” 

“Ruined Bootmaker” complains: 
“Why not, indeed? This craze for 
motoring absurd. Will support any 
scheme for promoting pedestrianism.” 
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WILL POWER; OR GETTING 
THE NEEDLE. 

He was a pale entliusiastic young man 
of the name of Simms ; and he held forth 
to us at great length about his latest 
hohhy. 

“ Now I *11 just show you a little ex- 
periment,” he wound up; “one that I 
have never known to fail. First o£ all 
I want you to hide a needle somewhere, 
while I am out of the room. You must 
stick it where it can he seen — on a chair 
— or on the floor if you like. Then I 
shall come hack blindfolded and find it.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Simms ! ” we all said. 

“Now, wliidi one of you has the 
strongest will ? ” 

We pushed Jack forward. Jack is 
at any rate a big man. 

“ Very well. I shall want you to take 
my hand when I come in, and look 
steadily at the needle — concentrate all 
your thoughts on it. I, on the other 
hand, shall make my mind a perfect 
blank. Then your thoughts will gradu- 
ally pass into my brain, and I shall feel 
myself as it were dragged in the direction 
of the needle.” 

“And I shall feel myself as it were 
dragged after you? ” said Jack. 

“ Yes ; you mustn’t put any strain on 
my arm at all. Let me go just where I 
like, only will me to go in the right 
direction. Now then.” 

He took out his handkerchief, put it 
hastily back, and said]: “First I shall 
want to borrow a handkerchief or some- 
thing.” 

Well, we blindfolded him, and led liim 
out of the room. Then Muriel got a 
needle, which, after some discussion, 
was stuck into the back of the Chester- 
field. Simms returned, and took Jack’s 
left hand. 

They stood there together, Jack frown- 
ing earnestly at the needle, and Simms 
swaying uncertainly at the knees. Sud- 
denly bis knees went in altogether, and 
he made a little zig-zag dash across the 
room, as though he were taking cover. 
Jack lumbered after him, instinctively 
■ bending his head, too. They were 
brought up by the piano, which Simms 
struck with great force. We all laughed, 
and Jack apologized. 

’ “ You told me to let you go where you 
liked, you know,” he said. 

“Yes, yes,” said Simms rather peevishly, 
“ hut you should have willed me not to 
hit the piano.” 

As he spoke he tripped over a small 
stool, and, flinging out an arm to save 
himself, swept two photograph frames 
off an occasional table. 

“By Jove,” said Jaok,^ “that’s jolly 
good. I saw you were going to do that, 
and I willed that the flower vase should 
he spared. Qood lor me ! ” 

“I think you had better start from 


the door again,” I suggested. “Then 
you can get a dear run.” 

They took up their original positions. 

“ You must think hard, please,” said 
Simms again. “My mind is a perfect 
blank, and yet I can fed nothing 
coming.” 

Jack made terrible faces at the needle. 
Then, without warning, Simms flopped 
on to the floor at full length, pidling 
Jack after him. 

“You mustn't mind if I do that,” he 
said, getting up slowly. 

“No,” said Jack, dusting himself. 

“I felt irresistibly compelled to go 
down,” said Simms. 

“ So did I,” said Jack. 

“ The needle is very often hidden in 
the floor, you see. You are sure you 
are looking at it ? ” 

They were in a comer with their back 
to it ; and Jack, after trying in vain to 
get it over his right shoulder or his left, 
bent down and focussed it between his 
legs. This must have connected the 
cuiTent ; for Simms turned right round 
and marched up to the needle. 

“ There ! ” he said triumphantly, 
taking off the bandage. 

We all clapped, while Jaok poured 
himself out a whisky. Simms turned to 
him. 

“ You have a very strong will indeed,” 
he said, “one of the strongest I have 
met. Now, would one of the ladies like 
to try ? ” 

“Oh, I’m sure I couldn’t,” said aU 
the ladies, 

“I should like to do it again,” said 
Simms modestly, “Perhaps you, Sir?” 

“ AH right, I ’ll try,” I said. 

^Vhen Stmms was outside I told them 
my idea. 

“I’U hold the needle in my other 
hand,” I said, “and then I can always 
look at it easily, and it will always be 
in a different place, which ought to 
muddle him.” 

We fetched him in, and he took my 
left hand. . . . 

“No, it’s no good,” he said at last, 
“ I don’t seem to get it. Let me try the 
other hand.” 

I had no time to warn him. He 
clasped the other hand finnly ; and from 
the shriek that followed it seemed — 
say it seemed — that be got it. There 
ensued the “perfect blank” that he had 
insisted on all the evening. Then he 
puUed off the bandage, and showed a 
very angry face, 

WeU, we explained how accidental it 
was, and begged him to try again. ' He 
refused rather sulkily. 

Suddenly Jack said; “I believe I 
could do it blindfold. Miss Muriel, will 
you look at the needle, and see if you 
can wiUme?” 

Simms bucked up a hit, and seemed 
keen on the idea. So Jack was blind- 


folded, the needle hid, and Muriel tooi 
his hand. 

“Now, is your mind a perfect blank?” 
said Simms to Jack. 

“ It'always is,” said Jack. 

“ Very well, then. You ought soon to 
feel in a dreamy state, as though you 
were in another world. Miss Muriel, 
you must think only of the needle.” 

Jack held her hand tight, and looked 
most idiotically peaceful. After three 
minutes Simms spoke again. 

“ Well? ” he said, eagerly. 

“I’ve got the dreamy, other-world 
state perfectly,” said Jack, and then he 
gave at the knees just for the look of 
die thing. 

“This is silly,” said Muriel, trying 
to get her hand away. 

Jack staggered violently, and gripped 
her hand a^in. 

“ Please, miss Muriel,” implored Simms. 
“ I feel sure he is just going to do it.” 

Jack staggered again, sawed the air 
with Ids disengaged hand, and then 
turned right round and marched for the 
door, dragging Muriel behind him. 
The door slammed after them. . . . 

O 0 

There is a little trick of sitting on a 
chair and picking a pin out -with, the 
teeth. I started Simms — who was all 
eagerness to follow the pair, and find 
out the mysterious force that was draw- 
ing them — upon this trick, for Jack is 
one of my best friends. When Jack 
and Muriel came hack from the biUiard- 
room and announced that they were 
engaged, Simms was on his back on the 
floor with the chair on the top of him — 
explaining, for the fourth time, that if 
the thing had not overbalanced at the 
I critical moment he would have secured 
the object. There is much to he said 
for this view^ 

Nature-Study. 

RESPOSfDiKa to the toast of “The 
Houses of Parliament ” the Member for 
Peterborough said of M.P.’s : — 

It seemed there were three processes they 
had to go through : there was first the larva 
stage of the candidate, then there was the 
chrysalis stage, in which he was at present, 
and then there came the third stage, when he 
hoped to evolve as the perfect insect. 

A correspondent asks what caused 
the omission of all reference to Eggs. 

Surely this reticence was natural. 

Two gentlemen were recently requested * 
to leave the Palm Room of the Waldorf- 
Astoria Hotel for not being in evening 
dress. The Paris New York EerM 
says, “ They threaten to bring suits.” 

But why “ threaten ? ” 

School Girl’s Latin. — “ Do ut 
Do as you would he done by. 
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WIT MADE WITTIEE. 

Me. Archer, in liis notice of tlie 
Waldorf revival of She Stoops to Conquer, 
wMch is now transformed by modern 
methods into a really amusing play, 
protests against Tony Lumpkin's gags 
in his scenes with' his mother. For 
instance, when she says, “I that have 
rocked you in your cradle,” Tony inter- 
jects, “What did you want to rock me 
in? A butter-boat?” And when she 
proceeds, “And fed that pretty mouth 
with a sp^n,” he puts in, “You wouldn’t 
have fed it with the fire-shovel?” 

These gags are so much to the taste 
of the audience, and do so much to make 
poor GtornsMiTH go down to-day, in 
competition with Messrs. Paul Rubens 
and George GROssMira Junr. and other 
successful dramatists of the moment, 
that Mr. Oscar Asche, who is just now 
playing another classic of comedy, A 
Midsummer Night's Dream, is thinking 
of taking the hint and also getting his 
comic scenes into line with London 
humour. Thus in Act III., in the 
rehearsal of Pyramus and Thisbe, many 
of the audience, he is convinced, would 
fed. more at home if they could be 
regaled with a few repartees in the 
Lumpkinian manner, as follows : — 

Bottom. Are we all met ? 

Quince. Are we all wet ? I hn not at 
any rate. I ’m only half wet. Two or 
three more Scotches would do me a fair 
treat. 

Bottom. I said, are we all met? 

Quince. 0 ! Pat, pat, and here ’s a 
marvellous convenient place for our 
rehearsal. This green plot shall be our 
stage ; this hawthorn brake our tiring 
Louse ; and we ’ll do it in action 

Bottom. Of course we’ll do it in action. 
What did you think we should do it in ? 
A motor bus ? 

Quince. What say’st thou, BuUy 
Bottom? 

Bottom. There are things ^ in this 
comedy of Pyramus and Thishe that 
will never please. 

Quince. You’ve caught some fleas? 

Bottom (shouting). There are things 
in this comedy of Pyramus and Thisoe 
that will never please. 

Quince. Ay, ay. As how? 

Bottom. First, Pyramus must draw his 
sword to kill himself, 

Starcding. Well, what would you 
have him draw it for ? To open a tin 
of sardines ? 

Bottom. Which the ladies can never 
abide. 

• StarveliT^. If [they don’t hke it they 
can lump it. 

And so forth. Mr. Asohe, however, 
intends for the present to stick to 
Shakspeaee. 

None theless it will, perhaps, come to 


be the custom to attach a cockney writer 
to eve^ theatre where old comedy is to 
be revived. We are convinced that in 
London no old play, however witty and 
well written in its original form, could 
be a failure in revivd if a sufficient 
number of characters said, “ Go and eat 
coke a sufficient number of times. 


A Delioatb Matter. — The Louth Uni- 
versity Extension Society announces “ A 
Course of Six Lectures on The Ag'e of 
Mizaheth.” Surely the question could 
be settled in one. 


The Bealistic School of Fiction. 

“ Reaching the courtyard of the station she 
mLOstentatiously hailed a hansom, and having 
given her new address to the cabman, took 
her seat.” — The Gambler. 

The author, at any rate, leaves nothing 
to chance, 

“These goods, made of pure wool, are 
specially adapted for gentlemen wintering 
abroad in consequence of their valnahle 
absorbent properties.” — Advt.in ^^Th^ Morning 
Po6t:^ 

This is letting the embezzler down 
pretty gently. 
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ADAPTED FOR AMATEURS. 

Dear Mr. Pustoh, — am a dramatic 
author to whom an untoward combina- 
tion of circumstances has so far denied 
a West-End appearance. Not that I 
am one of the great unacted ; far from it. 
Amateurs cry for me ! As, however, I 
have found from experience that the 
conditions of amateur productions seldom 
admit of a perfect interpretation of the 
writer’s meaning, I am preparing a 
version of my work in which all such 
contingencies shall be foreseen. I append 
a brief example of my method. It will 
be observed that it contains nothing 
which even the most amateur company 
cannot present in exact accord with the 
instructions of the author. It is, in 
short, a play that nobody can spoil. 

Yours faithfully, 

Arthur Pistero Robinson. 

Titi^ (which can be changed to any- 
thing else in order to avoid payment of 
royalties) : 

SUITED AT LAST! 

The interest of the piece commences, 
before the rising of the curtain, with a 
sustained pianoforte recital, comprising 
tile OveHure to Zampa^ Three Dances 
from Henry VIII., and The Eton Boat 
Song (twice repeated). Through the 
music a confused hammering should be 
heard at intervals. Finally the curtain 
rises q,uite suddenly in the middle of a 
bar, and reveals : 

The Cheat Hall of Bilton Gastle. The 
room measures 13 feet hy 9, and is 
furnished with a tahle c. and chairs R. 
and L. At one side is a door opening 
into a narrow passage. On the opposite 
side another door into the same passage* 
At hack a loindoto, with view of distant 
mountains. The light is that of four oil 
foot-lamps, one smoking. 

Enter Angelina, a leautifid young girl 
with a pronounced complexmi. She 
trips over the cross-har at the foot of 
the door. 

Angelina (murmurs inaudibhj for five 
minutes, then louder). And if he did but 
suspect his true intentions,! tremble for 
the result. (N. B. About half-way through 
this soliloquy thelights in the auditoynum, 
previously fidl on, should he lowered 
abruptly!) 13ut hark ! Who comes here ? 
(Listening at doorh.) Yes, it is the 
Duke’s footstep. Confusion ’ 

[A pause. Then enter B. the Duke of 
Bilton, an elderly ayistocrat with 
flowing white^upoyiblack hair. He 
imps over the crossbar. 

Duke. Yes, Angelina, your ear has 
not deceived you, albeit the acoustic 
properties of the castle led you to expect 
me by a door opposite to that by which 
I actually entered. But stay ! I have 
that to speak which brooks no delay ! 

Angdina (seating herself). Can it he 


the mystery of my birth! I am all 
attention. 

Duke. Then hearken! Never shall I 
cease to rememher^ — (A significant pause, 
they look at one another anxiously ) — ^I 
say, never shall I forget — (Another pause). 
But hold ! (Producing small huff-coloured 
volume) I win recite the fatal particulars 
as printed. (Proceeds to do so — from the 
edition of the play ^hlished by Sam 
French and Co.) Nothing thjm:efore 
remains hut to sign our contract. Have 
you pens and ink ? 

Angelina. No. 

Duke. Paper? 

Angelina. No. 

Dike. A pencil ? 

Angelina. Alas, no! AH the hand 
properties have been forgotten. 

Duke. No matter! I wiU write it 
with my forefinger on the tabledoth. 
(Does so.) Come ! Your signature 1 

Angdina. Never! 

Dvke. Perdition! But I wDl be 
revenged ! 

\Exit R. He trips over the crossbar. 

Angdina. What can I do? I am 
deserted hy aU. 

E^yter Edwin, l. He comes in gaily, 
tynpping over the crossbar. 

Edwin. Not so. I am here. At last, 
dearest, we are alone ! But wait, I have 
left the door open, 

Angelina. Heed it not, beloved. The 
Mysterious Hand will dose it. (The door | 
shuts.) Said I not so ? 

Edwin. At last, dearest, we are alone. 

[Grossing r. 

Angelina. Enchanting prospect ! 

[Grossing L. 

Edwin. You are mine. (Placing two 
fingers on her icaist) Mine, body and 
soul ! 

A)igelimi(apprehensively). The tlionght 
is Heaven 1 

Edwin (slightly inclining head towards 
her). My heaven is on your lips ! 

Angdina (aveHing hers hy an equal 
distance). I faint with rapture ! 

Edwin (loith obvious relief, crossing 
briskly L.). But a truce to such happiness, 
I have a secret to reveal. 

Angdina. What is that ? 

Edwin. Er [He hesitates. 

Angelina. Why do you not speak? 
(He is silent.) Ah 1 I see it all. You 
no longer love me ! Is that your secret ? 

[He is still silent; she stands watch- 
ing him, her lips moving con- 
vulsively. 

Edwin. I cannot say. I feel as though 
someone at the left-Mnd bottom corner 
of the stage, were trying to suggest 
something to me. 

Angelina. Ah ! Do not reject it. It is 
the Mysterious Voice ! 

Edwin. I am not rejecting it. It is 
too faint. (Half turning l.) What? I 
What do you say ? You must speak | 


! louder. Louder yet ! I am not able to 
hear what you say 1 

[N.B. This is a truly Maeterlinekian 
touch, the convenience of which mil 
be obvious to every amateur. 

Angdina (at the conclusion of a 
lengthy dialogue). It cannot be. I am 
betromed to the Duke. 

Edwin. Betrothed ! Then there is no 
hope? 

Angelina. None. Hark! (She staHs 
violently.) What noise was that ? 

Edwin. It sounded like a shot. 

Angelina. Something has happened. 
[A paper bag^ is heard to explode, off. 

Edwin (repeating himself). It sounded 
like a shot. 

Enter an aged retainer. He hips over 
the crossbar. 

Aged Retainer (amusedly). Alas! My 
master is no more ! 

Edwin. No more ! Angelina, then you 
are free to become my bride. 

[He takes her hand, at the same time 
nodding towards the corner of stage, 

Angdina. Yes, Edwin. We are 
“ Suited at l^st ! ” 

[Tentative embrace by Edwin. Tab- 
leau. 

Edwin (in a hoarse whisper). Curtain ! 
[The curtain descends about two feet 
and then sticks. 

Angelina (same tone). Curtain 1 1 

Aged Bet Curtain I ! 1 

The Mysteynous Voice. — ! — 1 — ! — ! 
For heaven’s sake play something I 

[National Anthem heard. Exeunt Edwin, 
Angelina, and Aged Retainer hur- 
riedly. The stage is empty. The 
euHain falls. 

“MAMMON WEEK BY WEEK.” 
(Notes by oub Throgmorton Lounger.) 

Feb. 27, 1906. 

Gilt-ed(jed Seen y*hles. — Consols drooped 
on a niijiour tlial Mr. John Burns is 
refusing to pay Income Tax, and closed 
i down. L.C.C. stock, however, was 
buoyant on enthusiastic support from 
Paris, and Water Boards rose f on the 
last snow-storm. 

Golonial and Foreign Stocks. — New 
Zealand Three and a-hal£ per cents shed 
a full point when the report reached 
the “House” that Mr. Seddon is about 
to publish a completes set of his speeches, 

I to be sold on the hire-purchase system ; 
but a market rumour that The Times 
is preparing a new edition of the Ency- 
doposdia induced a brisk gamble in 
Morocco Fours and an even livelier 
demand for Levantine stocks. 

Yankee Railroads. — ^Now that Miss 
Roosevelt’s wedding is over, the inevit- 
able reaction is following on Wall Street’s 
frantic g^ble of last week. Mr. W. 
Lawson, it will be remembered, pre- 
dicted that the wedding presents and 
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trousseau would travel over the Balti- 
more and Ohio line, and his determined 
‘‘bull” raid on B. and O.’s raised the 
stock four dollars above the highest price 
touched during the coon-song boom of 
1901. 

Industrials . — The chief feature has 
been a persistent selling of omnibus 
stock, doubdess due to the growing 
popularity of motor -bus honeymoons, 
Society’s latest fad. “ Snap-shot ” shares 
made a sharp rise on the rumour of 
another Royal engagement. 

Minhig Markets.— Ixl the Kaffir circus 
things have been very jumpy this week, 
but the Jungle was torpid, and even 
the news that a large consignment of 
snakes had just been exported to Ham- 
burg failed to rouse it from its lethargy. 
The outstanding feature of the miscella- 
neous market has been a heavy slump 
in copper, following on the recent very | 
favourable balance-sheets of “ penny-in- 
the-riot” companies. The market has 
been staggering under the last load 
emptied upon it. 

* Money . — Business at the Bank of 
England has been very congested lately, 
and we hear from an authoritative inside 
source that grave apprehension is being 


felt that the Bank Rate will be raised 
to miles an hour. The usual Saturday 
withdrawal of threepenn3''-bit3, for in- 
stance, was exception^y heavy last week 

THE PEOPLE’S POETS. 

[On reading through a Monster Album of the 
Most Celebrated Comic Songs of the Day ] 

Brother bards, whose words are printed 
In this Monster Album, would 
You be angry if I hinted 
They are not so very good ? 

Would you show some irritation 
If you found out that I had, 

Without further reservation, 

Summed them up as very bad ? 

For, to put the matter plainly 
(Candotu- is a fault of mine), 

I have searched the volume vainly 
For a single decent line. 

Surely all those verbal terrors 
Cannot pos«*ibly be due 
To a plague of printer’s errors : 

Some must owe themselves to you ! 

Yet these lines I do not care for 
Have been sung with great success 
In the music-halls and, therefore, 

Must have merit, more or less. 


Though they may not be a model 
For their kind, they cannot be 
Such abominable twaddle 
As they, somehow, seem to me. 

Do I lack the analytic 
Quality that should belong 
To the favourable critic 
Of a modem comic song ? 

Tell me what it is amuses 
Crowded audiences while 
It p'=»r«i«»tent]y refuses 
Me :'ic -cK‘.ce of a smile. 

Can it be your trick of making 
Rhymes that are not rhymes at all 
Sets the countless waistcoats shaking, 
Nightly, in a musiohall ? 

Can your favourite employment 
Of a line that will not scan 
Cause such streperous enjoyment 
In the ordinary man ? 

Can you, merely by ignoring 
Ltndley Murray’s famous laws. 

Set the many-headed roaring 
Its tumultuous applause ? 

This hypothesis engages 
Me as, thoughtfiuly, I turn 
These exasperating pages, 

Which I am about to bum. 
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THE SOCIAL SEMINARY. 

[A lady lias pronoimced the first of Dr. EiriL 
Reich’s lectures upon Plato to he clue ] 

So Greek is not condemned to die : 

From Rhadamantous’ dutches 
A trifle has been taken by 
Persuasion of a Duchess ; 

Hellas shall not go all to pot, 

Nor down the darkling way fare ; 
Her noblest sage is now the rage 
With denizens of Mayfair. 

In no sequestered Academe 
Nor turreted quadrangle, 

They con the strange Utopian dream, 
The dialectic wi-angle ; 

Superbly dressed St. George’s (W.) 

Attends the course in carriages. 

The flow of soul is fixed to roll 
2.45 at Claridge’s. 

In time for lunch the ladies come : 

Their cutlets and potato 
Precede a mingled pabulum 
Of Dr. Reich and Plato ; 

He sets the brains of chfitelaines 
In quite a pleasant fluttA:, 

He fills the hearts of Avives of Bai-ts 
With views too deep to utter ! 

Yet we can hardly hop© he ’U bring 
Park Lane, by easy lessons, 


To know the imitation thing 
From ovcrta (the essence) ! 

Can woman change her mental range, 
Tuned to a wholly new key, 

From idle chats on frills and hats 
To ethics and the irvxv ? 

Not she ! But now, when tempests rise, 
And feuds are hourly ripened 
Against a tongue whose sad demise 
Will dock the tutor’s stipend, 

We gladly learn of fees to earn 
From fashionable maidens. 

When once our fairs in gilded squares 
Have caught the Hellene cadence. 

Wg ’ll see — as soon as fancy’s fire 
Touches the ready tinder — 

That admirably coiffured choir 
Elucidating Pindar ; 

The really smart shall learn by heart 
The Ohian poet’s fable, 

And keep the glib but tnisty crib 
I On every boudoir table, 

[ Hopes lie upon the Olympians’ knees : 

I If they will kindly nod at us, 

There 1$ a chance for Homer Teas, 

And Evenings with Hero]X)tup ; 

When Public Schools have lost their 
Rules 

Of Accidence, oh I what ’ll 
Be quite so ekie as Attic Greek, 

So twee as Aristotle? 


THE NEW MAGNANIMITY. 

[“We are very glad to see that Mr. John 
Burns appeared at the Prime Minister’s dinner 
on Saturday night in the customary dress of a 
Privy Councillor. In doing so he showed both 
good sense and good taste, and we can assure 
him that none of his political opponents who 
are worth any consideration whatever will so 
far deviate from these qualities as to make this 
very proper act of respect to the King the occa- 
sion for sarcasm or animadversion .” — Globe ] 

Mr. Burns must be greatly relieved by 
the good taste and generosity of this 
paragraph. No more will his clothes 
be made the occasion of sarcasm or 
animadversion. He may rest at ease. 
Henceforward it is his statesmanship 
only that will concern his critics — or 
those of them that can rise above party- 
feeling to the study of that science. 
But what a picture — ^the staff of oux 
pink contemporary, with their hands 
on their wdl-bred liearts and their faces 
shining with honest self-approval, decid- 
ing in solemn conclave that Mr. Burns, 
having done the correct thing in the 
matter of costume, is to be encouraged, 
commended, and spared further gibes ! 
What would the author of Sartor Reeartm 
have to say? And where are our bistorical 
painters, tliat fliis scene in the evolution 
of joumdistic manners and magnanimity 
i is not put on record ? 








I^UAET 28, 1906.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 







% 


1 



RATHER A TRYTNa VISITOR. 

llmt Pushing Young Person from over the icay {who has come to call at her old home). “ Oh, no ; you mustn’t woret about us in the 
least! You enow we’se biqet opposite, so it doesn’t seem strange at all really. — ^Y ou see we ’re suos a small party now, so, of 
course, we don’t want nearly so much room. — Oh! I’m sure you w^’t mind my telling you, will you? We eavb so enjoyed 

WATCHING TOUR FURNITURE BEING MOVED IN. WHAT A LOT OF QUAINT, OLD-FASHIONED COBDEN THINGS YOU HAVE ! ! — ^BuT SOW IT DOES SHOW 
one’s BELONGINGS UP WHEN ONE HAS TO BRING THEM OUT INTO THE DAYLIGHT ; THEY DO LOOK SO DIFFEBESfT, DON’T THEY ! ? YeS ! Oh ! AND 
DO TELL ME, WHERE DID YOU GET ALL THOSE QUEER CHINESE PICTURES, AND WHAT DO THEY REPRESENT ? We CAN’t TEINK ,* WE NEVER SAW 
ANYTHING AT ALL LIKE THEM ! ! ” 


Souse of Commons, Monday night, 
February 19. — “ Talk about the sucking 
dove,” said the Member fob Sabk, look- 
ing across at the desolated Front Opposi- 
tion Bench ; ** when it comes to cooing 
you gently it isn’t in it with Dost Jos6.” 

General Election has wrought many 
changes : no metamorphosis so complete 
as that of the ex-OoLONi^ Seoretart on 
this his first appearance in the thronged 
assembly of new Parliament. Doubtless 
only temporary. Better make note of it 
whilst it is dominant. 

Some of us remember the" famiUar, 
recurrent, scene that marked his inter- 
position in debate in the shattered 
Parliament Prince Abthub led. When 
he rose, alert, aggressive, men on the 


crowded Benches around him drew 
themselves together in pleased anticipa- 
tion of sport. They fired his blood with 
strenuous cheer. This afternoon when 
he rose to open debate on Address from 
Opposition side the few score Members 
bSund him, flotsam and jetsam from 
wreck of long-triumphant Party, vahantly 
cheered. iltoWAED Yinoent contributed 
fully one-half of the sound. Even so it 
was chillingly feeble. 

Situation on Front Bench is made the 
more embarrassing by incursion of 
Nationalists and labour Members on 
Benches below Gangway, That a part 
of the House which nominally belongs 
to the re-united Unionist Opposition. 
Alack I there are not sufllcient good men 


and true to fiU it. So undesirable aliens, 

I swarming over, have taken possession of 
I the land. 

This creates situation unknown to 
oldest Member. At worst of times, even | 
with Liberals in 1886 and again in 1896, 
there were sufficient in measure to 
go round Benches above and . below 
Gangway. Y^hen a cheer rose from one 
quarter it was echoed from the other, 
giving semblance of full Party inuster 
lined up in face of foe. To-day the mass 
of hostile insurgents below Gangway 
throws a pall of gloomy silence over a 
full half of the Opposition side. EfEect 
indescribahly ghastly; depressing even 
to the daundess soul of Don Jos6. Par- 
ticularly notable in his voice. No more 
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Rosroi^’s Ghost. 


The Solititor-General. “I’say, yoa know, it’s real^ absolutely gbastly having 
ghost always about the place ! Upon my word I wish Ohaplin had beaten him » ’* 
(Mr. Am-ld L-pt-n, Member for Sleaford, and Sir W-ll-m R-bs-n) 


one’s own 


rang forth, the darion cry with which, 
seven short months ago, he was wont to 
fall upon Eree-Fooders dustered near 
him or npon Free-Traders seated oppo- 
site. More than once his voice, strangely 
hesitating, fell so low there was difficulty 
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The Cobden Club 
In Mr. Chamberlain’s old seat. 
(Mr. H-r-ld C-x.) 


in catching the conduding words. De- 
jected in appearance, apologetic in 
manner, hesitating in phrase, he achieved 
the feeblest speech the perplexed Mace 
has heard from him these thirty years. 

C.-B. and his friends will make a 
mistake if they regard the change as 
permanent. It was due to the first 
acute realisation of the change in the 
Parliamentary situation, possibly accen- 
tuated by fleeting indisposition. Don 
Jose is at his best with his back to the 
wall fighting against overwhelming 
odds. That is an attitude he may be 
expected to resume when familiarity has 
melted the chilling influences prevalent 
to-night. 

Business done, — Address moved. 
Aoland in seconding it delivered speech 
above average attained at this stale, 
unprofitable performance ; well deserved 
the applause it evoked and the compli- 
ments lavished by Leaders on both sides. 

Tuesday night — ^In one of those 
flashes of genius which sometimes illu- 
mine Parliamentary debate Howard 
Vincent this afternoon hit upon an idea 
that promises to give picturesque touch 
to our proceedings. Eeferring to a new 
German Tariff hostile to this country 
coming into force next week, he trium- 
phandy asked, “Whatare the Government 
going to do about that ? ” 

From a seat below (Gangway on Minis- 


terial side came a voice^ promptly, 
decisively, answering “Nothing.” 

Turning in the direction whence the 
interruption came, his eagle eye feU 
full upon a pink necktie of dispropor- 
tionate size. Dazzled by the sight, and 
recognising in the wearer the ex-8ecretary 
of the Cobden Club, he scornfully dis- 
puted the impartiality of his judg- 
ment. But it was not Harold Cox after 
all. 

“I said it,” confessed a new Member 
seated further back. 

■ Shading his eyes from the glare of 
the necktie and fixing them upon the 
reckless interrupter, Howard Vincent 
severely remarked, “Oh, you said it. 
But perhaps the hon. Member has no 
special knowledge of the question.” 

Up rose the new Member and proudly 
prodaimed, “I am an employer who 
imports forei^ iron and so gives employ- 
ment to English Labour.” 

This certainly awkward for the Shef- 
field Knight’s argument. The blow 
driven home by hilarious cheers from 
the crowded Ministerial Benches. Then 
it was he diverted attention by a clever 
move. Immemorial custom of Members 
to allude to each other in debate as 
“the hon. Member,” “the right hon. 
Member,” or “ the noble Lord,” as the 
case may be. Howard Vincent, not 
knowing the gentleman’s name or the 
constituency for which he sat, proceeded 
thenceforth with note of subtle, but 
none the less effective, scorn to allude to 
his interlocutor as “ The hon. Manufac- 
turer.” 

There is, of course, notlnng criminal 
or even despicable in being a manu- 














In all his Glory. 

(A suTreptltioBs sketch in Downiag Street.) 
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facturer. If he does not belong to one 
of the trades that is “ going ” or “ gone,” 
a manufacturer is frequently a person 
in comfortable circumstances. But if 
you want to know to what depths human 
frailty might drag a man, making him 
repellant to the higher instinct of 
cultured humanity, you should liave 
heard the inflection in Howabd Vincent’s 
voice when he referred throughout the 
remainder of his speech to the anony- 
mous Member as “The hon. Manu- 
facturer.” 

Apart from scathing rebuke intended 
to be conveyed, this method of indicat- 
ing a Member obviously has advantages. 
There are twenty-nine hon. manu- 
facturers in the present House. Also 
there are eleven provision dealers, four 
drapers, one mineral water manufac- 
turer, one druggist, and an auctioneer. 
Now example has been set in influential 
quarter, we may expect the intervention 
of any of these gentlemen in debate to 
bring references to “the hon. provision 
dealer who sits opposite,” “the hon. 
draper who has just sat down,” or “ the 
hon. mineral water manufacturer who 
made so admirable a speech on the 
subject of explosives illustrated by the 
repressive action of wire when deftly 
bound round corks and attached to the 
necks of bottles.” 

Business done , — ^Many speeches on 
divers subjects. 

Friday ni ^. — Everyone delighted to 
note how C.-B. celebrates his triumphant 
promotion by new departure in manner 
of speech. Whilst Leader of the Oppo- 
sition, the duty falling to him of taking 
prominent part in set debate, he was 
wont to come down loaded with manu- 
script which he ineffectively read to a 
bored audience. He was supported by 
the example of the ever-lamented Squire 
OF Malwood, whose impromptus, bom in 
the glades of the New Forest or by the 
study fire in his town house, were read 
with commanding gusto to an unappre- 
ciative House. 

Effect in both cases identical, ^e 
House would rather listen to a lialting 
speech stumbled through with honest 
intent for a painful ten minutes than 
to a finished oration fairly written 
out and unfalteringly read for half-an- 
hour. The pity of it is, alike with O.-B. 
and the ^uire, there was no necessity 
for inflicting the penance. O.-B. is a 
trained and able debater, quick to see 
the weakness in the envy’s argument, 
ready to answer him in dear phrase, 
here and there illumined with the 
precious light of humour. 

It was only of late years, doubtless 
depressed by the circumstances attendant 
on a Liberal Opposition before it was 
vivified by Don Josh’s agency, that he 
fell into bad habit. Since new Parliament 
met he has reverted to a better style. 



“Well, little one, how many Brothees and Sisters have you got?” 
“One Brother and one Sister. How many have rou got?” 

“I*M BETTER OFF THAN YOU. I ’VE GOT FOUR OF EACH.” 

“Oh, then your Mother have got eight to wash.” 


In his speech at opening of debate on 
Address he was assisted by notes in 
stating the Ministerial position with 
regard to Foreign Affairs and Home 
Legislation. That proper enough. But 
for most part, necessarily when replying 
to Don Jos£, he spoke on spur of moment, 
and drove it home too. In seconding 
the motion for the election of Speaker, a 
ceremonially ordered business in which a 
written address was possible and might 
have been excused, he ddivered a perfect 
little speech without the aid of notes. 

Business done, — Still harping on 
Address. 


From The Sporting Life , — “ Will Mr, 
Chamberuin forward his address to I^ier 
Gotz, care of The Sporting Life Office, at 
once ? ” We hope m. Chamberlain ’will 
stand out for the Jiu-Jitsu style. 


Half a Honeymoon* 

Before his wedding, we are told, Mr. 
Longworth attended the House of Repre- 
sentatives, and then paired for a lort- 
ni^t.” 

liom a contemporary we learn that Mr. 
Longworth’s house is only “two stories 
(«ic) high.” But then American stories 
are of ten rather tall. * ' 
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ALL-TRUEISM. I this year as :^ap Ye^. rpgg « HOUSE ” IN BEING. 

Any gni, unmarried and oetween tne 

“ There are marked signs of the re- ages of seventeen and seventy, may, 2 ^ro (liems of interest not generally Ttnomi.) 
vival of romance,” says “ ^nbrosia ” in Tzac I’ice, entitle herself a “ Gibson girl.” The opening of Parliament by the 
Tlie World, and we are inclined to agree Any Peer may thereupon give his vote. King is an event of such recent occurrence 
with her. Indeed, we had noticed lately in case of emergency, as “ Not Content.” that a few details about the “ House ” 
on our own account that an Age of I Zig-Zag. (which might escape the ordinary ob- 

Quixotism was impend- — server) cannot feiil to 


Quixotism was impend- 
ing, and tliat the Eo- 
mantic Spirit was 
already abroad in our 
newspapers and on our 
hoardings. Amongst 
other encouraging evi- 
dences of tlie New 
Chivalry we are de- 
lighted to learn the fol- 
lowing : — ■* 

The Chinese coolies 
will no longer be boiled 
in oil, put to death by 
the Thousand Slices, 
or otherwise inconve - 
ni,:nced for trifling in- 
fractions of their con- 
tract with the Transvaal 
slave - drivers ; on the 
other liand, the resident 
Randlords will wear the 
** eangue ” to make sport 
for the next holiday of 
the virtuous British 
working-man elector. 

The proscriptions, 
dragonades, noyades, 
and Sicilian Vespers 
which have decimated, 
desolated, and made a 
howling wilderness of] 
the Distressful Island 
during the past twenty 
years of “resolute 
government ” shall now 
come 1o an end. Every 
English child shall be 
compulsorily taught 
Gaelic, and write, for 
instance, Dublin as 
Baile Ath-Cliath,” 
CWe as “ MacOumhaill,” 
James as “ Seumas,” 
and his own name in the 
most improbable Irish 
spelling possible. The 


0^ interest to our 

J doubtedly is— on the 

banks of the river 
(Thames), the “ House ” 
enjoys a unique prospect 
of St. Thomas’s Hospital, 
possessed probably by 
no other building of its 
kind, at any rate in 

race and* gazing towards 
\ farther shore, we 

I observe the graceful 

Westm^ ster 

Gilded Johnny. “How long will it take tour bally Cab to get to Victoria?” P^^^sents quite an ani- 
Cahhy. ‘*Oh, just about the same time as an ordinary Keb, Sir.” mated appearance, with 

its snowy table-doths, 

. sparkling glass and cutlery. Deft-handed 

Euthanasia. waiters flit hither and thither, taking up 

“I AM very glad to tell you that your a plate here and putting down a glass 


NationSist M.P.’s, who M !f 

have hitherto been ' ^| [ I■|1P^ dccasion demands, 

gagged in the House of I v I | |l||l * The Dining Eoom, 

Commons, shall now be Vr when full of Members, 

allowed to champion Gilded Johnny. “How long will it take tour bally Cab to get to Victoria?” P^^^sents quite an ani- 
^e woes of Ireland m Ca%. “Oh, just about the same time as an ordinary Keb, Sir.” P^^ed appearance, with 

Erse (that is, if they its snowy table-doths, 

can manage it). , sparkling glass and cutlery. Deft-handed 

The national scandal known as “ Tea Euthanasia. waiters flit hither and thither, taking up 

on the Temee” shall be forthwith “I am very glad to tdl you that your a plate here and putting down a glass 
abolished, hut whelks and fiied fish herbs are doing my face good — it is there— very much, in fact, as they do in 
may be served to Labour Members by dying away lovdy.” — Advt. in “ The a good-class restaurant. For the benefit 
attendant Countesses, who, however, ai-e Soiith Wales Evening EclioT of teetotalers it should be added tl^t 

not to demand or expect gratuities. We console ourselves with the thought water may be had for the asking. 

The Gibson girls who have not yet that at any rate its last hours were Space forbids-^ — 
captured Peers shall he allowed to beautiful, [Itdoes, indeed!— Ed.] 
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I AT I or'ITHAftT'Q Bantu tribes, but Gumpertz had dis- was the great pioneer in the high art of 

L.uvriciiuo A I w AMI o. covered in the rock sepulchres of Anatolia geopolitical gastronomy, which they were 
Encouraged by the resounding success unmistakable glyptic e\ddence that a assembled that day to promote by" every 
of the lectures on Plato at Claridge’s game closely resembling hockey was means in their power. She was probably 
(whose praises are sung in verse in played by the odalisques of Angora, of Basque origin, of the authentic 
another column), a committee of ladies (At this point there was a pause for Escualdun type, and had emigrated to 
have arranged with the proprietors of refreshments, pots of splash and door- Egypt with a troupe of Celto-lberian 
Lockhart’s for the delivery of a supple- steps being the favourite pabulum, and snake-charmers, 
mental series on the Eoman philosophers while the audience discussed these the Professor Streich entreated his hearers, 
by the renowned encyclopaedist Dr. Professor warbled La donna e mobile.) whatever their politics might be, to culti- 
ScHLEMiL Streich. Resuming the thread of his lecture, vate their personality. Character willi- 

The subject of the first lecture, held Dr. Streich pointed out that the theory out personality ceased to be cephalic, and 
last Friday afternoon, was Lucretius, which ascribed the death of Lucretius degenerated into an anaemic palimpsest, 
and the great hall of the central cocoa to a love potion had been generally Phuphluns, the Etruscan Bacchus, Abi- 
rooms in Hertford Street, Mayfair, was rejectedby the hierophants of the Higher milki of Tyre, Admiral Jaue£guiberry, 
packed to repletion when Professor Criticism. This, in his view, furnished and L^mbertus Hertzfeldensis, were all ' 


Stretch, tastefully 
gowned in the lati- 
clave of a Roman 
senator, assumed a 
recumbent position 
at the triclinium and 
at once launched 
into his subject. 
All the critics, from 
Iamblichus to Van 
Vloten, observed 
DnSiREiCH, had pro- 
ceeded on the radi- 
cally false assump- 
tion that Lucretius 
was a serious philo- 
sopher and a miso- 
gynist. There 
could not be a 
more colossal mis- 
take. He was in 
reality the Martinus 
Scmblerus of later 
Republican Rome, 
and, as Tesghema- 
GHER had conclu- 
sively proved, a 
I strong advocate of 
marriage with the 
deceased wife’s sis- 
ter. Dismissing 
these arid pedantries 
in his lucid exor- 
dium the lecturer 
then embarkedupon 
an interesting 



A Golf Case was recektlt before the Court of Appeal. 

ON THE Unks ? 


Why not a Golf Court 


■ of them more or 
less concrete exam- 
ples of the failure 
to develop person- 
ality, and even those 
who had never 
heard of them be- 
fore might well 
take warning by 
their fate. Forhim- 
seK he had always 
been a confirmed 
Quinologist, and 
attributed his lite- 
rary success chiefly 
to the enunciation 
of disputable pro- 
positions in sesqui- 
pedalian phrase- 
ology profusely 
sprinkled with the 
names of unfamiliar 
authors, and in the 
company, of a suffi- 
cient number of 
adulatoryneophytes 
of the impression- 
able gender. 

The quest of the 
simplelife was hope- 
less and unsatisfy- 
ing. Rather should 
their aim be to 
emotionalise reason, 
to de-simplify the 
-obvious, and to sub- 


digression on the melodic system of strong presumptive evidence of its in- Istitute for a sterile Monism the voluptuous 
Croatian folk tunes, several of which he trinsic credibility. Kuno Punckhauben, rSgime o^olysyllabic thaumaturgy. 
cantillated in an exquisite Msetto, however, had pointed out, with the The Professor, in conclusion, translated 
accompanying himself on a/Czimbalom subtlety which marked the etymo- the lines beginning suave main magno 

which had been presented to him (with logical quidnuncs of Upsala, that it was into Telugu, Toltec, Algonquin, Swahili, 
a course of lessons thrown in) by the late probably not a philtre but a filter of the andMeeso-Gothic, and gave a wonderfully 
hereditary Hospodar of WALLAOHLt. pre-Pasteurian epoch which was the cause realistic imitation of a symposium 
Woman, resumed Dr. Streich, after a of tlie Roman poet’s regrettable decease, between Canon Cheyne, Dr. Harnagk, 
brilliant cadenza, was necessarily a Butsuchbacteriologicalspeculationsmust Lord Halifax, and M. Pobedonostzeff. 

negligible factor in the geopolitics of always be looked upon with suspicion. 

the Fescennine phalansteries. Yet even Much more plausible was the conjecture 

here exercised an influence none the of Sohnorb von CAEor.sPEU>, the famous “ Rain,” says The Seotsmin^ “ has been 
less cephalic for being indirect. (Sen- populariser of ORNrnioPARCUs’ theory of in the ascendant in this district since 
sation.) Even in these unpropitious invertible counterpoint, that Lucretius’ quite an early hour.” One is certainly 
surroundings she had already realised poem was a translation of the libretto of a a little tired of the commonplace expres- 
the necessity of Nietzsche’s profound Coptic oratorio in^which Cleopatra had sion, “Isn’t the rain coming down?” 
dictum, sustained a leadingV^Zs. Now Cleopatra, and The Scotsman does Well to strike out 

Skirt dancing was a lost art amongst the whatever Winkler and Bijek might say, a new line. 
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TO AN INFANT APE. 

[A baby monkey, the only one ever born in the menageriep 
recently made its appearance at* the Zoological Gardens.] 

Yootg William, when a week or two ago 
Your infant lips pronounced their priroal crow ; 
When, carefully washed and brought outside to dry,, 
The precincts loomed on your expectant eye, 

Just at the moment, enterprising elf, 

No one was more astonished than yourself. 

No spicy nut grove sighing in the breeze, 

No playmates pendant from adjoining trees, 

No maiden aunts in whose exiguous fur 
Fleet parasites should properly occur, 

No cocoanuts were there, no ripe banana 
Wherewith to pound your fellow quadrumana, 

No Amazonian glade whose fastness woos 
The spider monkey’s pensive^yed papoose, 

The while his parents pulverize the rash 
Intruder with the well-timed calabash ; 

No ruined temple where the hungry 
kaa 

Swallows the haby Bandar-log’s 
papa — 

Nought (though a vague uncertainty 
aiieiit 

The species you propose to represent 
Compels this careful pen to introduce 
A background broad but just a trifle 
loose) 

Nought — ^to conclude the phrase — 
could you detect 

Such as a new-laid monkey might 
expect ; 

Instead a view incomparably a 
Momentous dulness occupied the 
vista. 

Yonder across the intervening space 
A languid stork exploits his amorous 
grace, 

While close at hand imsavoury pens 
confine 

The prickly but innocuous porcu- 
pine. 

About thy cage the 'inilgar human 
tribe 

Pronounce the wheeze and urge the 
ill-bred gibe, 

Turn up their noBeBjl thy ways displease, 

Or smile at thy adhesive properties, 

Or criticise thy looks, while one small creature 
Saj^s, “Lor, Eliza, ain’t it just like teacher ! ” 

Well mayst thou view with iU-concealed disgust 
The casual refuse charitably thrust 
Under thy nose ; the unromantic rusk, 

The orange’s unappetising husk; 

Well may it irk when youths with shiny faces 
Prod thee with walking-sticks in tender places. 

Yet are there compensations to thy lot, 

Evils that men endure and monkeys not, 

Recurring troubles which the captive ape 
Is fortunately able to esaipe. 

No anxious crowd of fashion’s hierophants 
Await from thee the dernier cn in pants ; 

You will not suffer apprehension lest 
The art cravat should mar the fancy vest ; 

At thy devoted head no matron hurls 
Her seven diarming (and unmarried) girls ; 

On thee no Bridge-distraoted female rounds 


For going “ hearts ” on insuflScient grounds ; 

No motor bus from which you strive in vain, 

Once having mounted, to descend again, 

Shatters your nerves, nor will you he annoyed 
By the existence of the unemployed. 

Here vrill you sit with calm abstracted mien, 

Your face well nourished and your mind serene, 

Nor stir at all save haply to ensnare 
- Some passing toque, or dubious tuft of hair ; 

Here you will live admired of every eye, 

And they will duly stuff you when you die. 

Really, I think (there, there, my son, don’t bawl), 

You haven’t done so badly after all. Axgol. ■ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Like all writers who have early made their mark, the 
author of John Chileote, MJP.^ putting forth fresh effort, is 
confronted by the rivalry of hei*self. Is The Oarnhler 
(Hutchinson) as good as Mrs. Thurston’s last book or her- 
•first? One who was, if not actually the 
first, in the first flight of those who 
recognised the genius of the currently 
unknown writer of The Givcle, confi- 
dently answers in the affirmative. As 
a piece of literary workmanship it is the 
best tiling she has done. The most 
delightful chapters are the earlier and 
the later ones dealing with Ireland and 
Irish people. Neither Lover nor Lever 
could have been more successful in 
bringing out those peculiarities of Irish 
character which are presented in Denis 
Asshlln^ successor to an ancient name and 
an inlieritance whose ruin his reckless 
management completes. His daughter 
Ohdaghj round whom tlie story is spun, is 
a more charming -tnrly Tim old servant 
Hannaif/I »// u .u- .aid butler 

in turns— the present critic, hospitably 
entertained in the south of Ireland, over 
the waste of twenty years still scents the 
odour of the stable wafted from the person 
of the ancient liveried butler hovering 
round the dinner table — not forgetting 
the dog Mick, are aU sketched with sym- 
pathetic hand. The fashionable English 
folk with whom Clodagh comes into 
connection are more conventional, hut they serve their turn as 
chorus, helping to make up an excellent performance. One 
defect that mars the pleasure of the reader is incessant 
asseveration that somebody smiled and someone else laughed. 
Here, from a single page (298), is an example, “itfrs. 

Bathhurst tnmed to her with her pretty languid smile 

Nance smiled shyly Lady Diana returned the smile. 

.... She drew back and laughed a little She laughed 

once more He smiled a little.” In preparing a second 

edition let Mrs. Thurston take up the book, run her pen 
thi-ough the sevend separate lines devoted on neaaly every 
page to this banality, and she will be surprised to find not 
only how much valuable space is saved, but how the style is 
strengthened. 


Mr. LinTD-GEOROE, replying to a deputation of stophangers, 
promised that “ there would be legislation ; but on what lines 
he was not prepared to say.” Why not on the District for a 
start ? He also said that “ the question was certainly ripe for 
a forward step.” As a matter of fact the “ forward step ” is 
being rather overdone. Every time the train stops a number 
of over-ripe gentlemen drop from tlreir strap and take it. 



With thee conversing I forget all time.” 

Paradise Lost. 
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PALATABLE ALIASES. 

[“Members of tlie Cornwall County Council 
and of various other Cornish local authorities 
attended a dinner at Truro yesterday with a 
view to pOTrilarisin^ dogfish as an article of 
food. A meeting of the Sea Fisheries Com- 
mittee earlier in the day had approved of the 
change of the name from dogfish to flake, and 
after the dinner the company unanimously 
affirmed that flake was a most excellent, 
nourishing, and agreeable form of food.” — 
Paper.] 

, The good example of tlie Cornisli 
Fisheries Committee has, we understand, 
not been without its effect, and the 
WorsWpful Company of Fishmongers 
has appointed a Special Committee to 
frame and submit attractive aliases for 
those denizens of the briny deep who 
have hidierto been handicapped by for- 
bidding designations — the case of the 
smdt, shark, and conger eel in particular 
calling for preferentid treatment. 

The movement, moreover, has made 
itself felt in extra-piscine circles. Thus, 
at the annual banquet of the Amalgam- 
ated Society of British and Polonial 
&usage AfeaLufe-cturers, held ou Saturday 


evening last, a telegram was despatched 
to the Cornish Sea Fisheries Oommittee 
congratulating them on their sensible 
action, and inviting suggestions as to 
the best and most reassuring method of 
renaming the various substitutes for 
pork. 

I Again, a meeting of the Mayfair 
Matrons’ Domestic League was held last 
Friday with a view to popularising 
■ rahbit as an article of food in the Ser- 
vants’ Halls of that neighbourhood. 
On the motion of Lady Gwendolen 
Vavasouk it was unanimously resolved 
that in future the name “ rabbit” should 
be changed to “bunnison,” on the 
analogy of venison. 

Universal approbation, however, is 
more than could be expected. We re^et 
toleam that the Committee of the Ladies’ 
Kennel Club met on Thursday last to 
protest against the arbitrary action of 
the Cornish Sea Fisheries Committee in 
changingthenameof dogfishtoflake. As 
Lady Julia ORiFFONpertinently remarked, 
this was a case of the thin end of the 
wedge, which they could not be expected , 
to sit down under without vigorous pio-l 


test. If County Councils once began 
; tampering with the names of fish, ibey 
would never rest content until they had 
rechxistened’ the entire flora and fauna 
[ of the British isles. 

I THE MANAGER’S COMPLAINT. 

j She danced among the unfinished ways 
That merge into the Strand, 

A maid whom none could fail to praise, 
And very few withstand. 

A sylph, accepted for the run, 

Not at a weekly wage ; 

Fair as a star when only one 
Is shining on the stage. 

She met a lord, and all men know 
How soon she ’d done with me ; 

Now she is in Debrettf and, oh, 

That ’s where they ah would be ! 

Hara-kiri in the Fatherland. 

** The recent history of English sausage- 
making does not lead one to hope t&t 
Enghsh makers will throw themselves 
into sausages as vigorously as the 
Germans do .” — Daily ^ews. 


yoz. exxx. 
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OF TAME LIONS, 

[T’crses eoinpoaed on the Kalends of March ] 

Month of the Winds that, like the royal heast 
When on his prey he pounces to annex it, 

Should strictly enter raging from the East 
And having finished make a lamh-liko exit ; — 

Why have you not arrived in rampant mood, 

As Afric’s monai’ch hurtles through the jungle ? 
Can there have been some inexactitude, 

Some silly meteorologic bungle ? 

We were to hide our heads from your attack, 

But these are dulcet airs that softly stroke us, — 
Zephyrs, not mentioned in the almanack, 
isOT contemplated by the crescent crocus. 

That harbinger of Spring, by lawn and glade, 

That looked to see you in your Lion’s habit. 

Laughs in your face and feels much less afraid 
Than had you been a small domestic rabbit ! 

What have you done to lose your strength and speed ? 

Have the rheumatics made your tawny flank acho ? 
Or was it Shrovetide’s feed 

Tliat left you torpid Jrom excess of pancake ? 

1 do suspect this last. And here I find 
Another Lion has in you a sjnnbol 
Of its own self — I mean the British kind. 

Once so superbly muscular and nimble. 

Whether he sw'ills his beer at public bars 
Or bolts his private beef and boiled potato, 

Or else at Claridge’s, among the stars, 

Corrects a heavy lunch wdth pills of Plato — 

He, too, has overstrained his powers inside, 

And to the stomach’s wants so weakly pandered 
That, while elsewhere the nations filch liis pride, 

None comes, in cost of living, near his standard ! 

And still -we raise new gastronomic shi-ines, 

Making a rude embarrassment of Ritzes, 

Till the dull beast, outworn with meats and wines, 
Ixises at last what poor remaining wit ’s his. 

Cbme then, 0 March, p\it on your Martial show, 

Lest wc, who have our sinews soft and flabby, 
Forget how Lions look, before they grow 
Sleek as theii- lower type, the pampered tabby. 

Month of the Winds, let loose their healthy roar ! 

Call up your tonic gales from out their cavem ! 
Sting us to see that life is something more 
“ Than just a round of restaurant and tavern ! 0. S. 


An AU'Boxind Han. 

The Oxford CVrrespondent of the Star writes to his paper: 
“Rugger, too, is well represented by Mr. W. J. CcmEN, of 
Magdalen, who plays Lucio.” 

We must confess that we see nothing very remarkable in 
this. It is the commonest thing in the world to find an 
athlete sitting down to a quiet game of Halma, Lucio, or 
Chess, after some desperate contest upon the field in the 
afternoon. It is not as though any mention were made of 
Mr, Ourwen’s excelling at Lucio ; he is merely reported as 
playing it. 

!By the way, for the honour of the sister University, we feel 
bound to state that there is at least one football blue at 
Cambridge who puts up a good game of Unlimited Lucio. 


A BUMP ON THE ALABASTER, 

It is impossible not to sympathise with Captain Marshall’s 
desire to be taken seriously, for this is a passion with eveiy 
professional humorist. At the Comedy Theatre, in the 
character of his Prime Minister, he has had the courage to 
maintain a high earnestness, unrelieved by cynicism ; to be 
always au grand ^ never au 'petit, serieux. But there is this 
fatal flaw in his scheme, that it depends for its initiation on 
a farcical episode. The bump which the Premier sustains 
on the back of his head, w^hen he slips on his very expensive 
Alahaster Staircase, is a device of pantomime. It reconstructs 
his brain on an advanced Radical basis, but it might equally 
well have rendered him an object for the consideration of 
the Commissioners in Lunacy; which is, indeed, his own 
physician’s view of the actual result. No personality but that 
of Mr. Hare, and perhaps of one other living actor, could hope 
in these ti 7 ing conditions to impose itself upon the outraged 
intelligence of the audience. 

This intelligence received a further shock in the Cabinet 
! scene. In the absence of all dramatic effects — since we 
knew quite well wbat was going to happen, — great pains 
had been taken to reproduce faithfully the details of the 
Council Chamber ; but very little would seem to have been 
expended over the actors themselves. We may form what 
views we like of the mental calibre of an average Tory 
Ministry ; but that nearly every member of the Cabinet should 
have the obvious air of being a super is unimaginable. 

If the play lives it must be on the strength of what was 
designed to be its weaker part, namely, its light comedy. 
Miss Lottie Venne and Mr. Matthews were simply admirable. 
Of the many good things assigned to these two, the best was 
the Duchess of DanelagKs comment on the Premier’s flowered 
language : “ I never care for figures of speech, they are so 
unreliable ! ’* 

Miss Sybil Carlisle, always natural and unaffected, has 
seldom been better suited tlian in this character of a high- 
spirited girl whose affections are not too deeply engaged. 
Never called upon to show an intensity of feeling to which 
she does not pretend, she played her light part with charm- 
ing tact and discretion. She even succeeded— no easy 
thing — ^in making the audience embarrassed by her assumed 
nervousness when this quality was required by the situation. 

Miss Granville played the role of tlie Prime Minister’s wife 
with her accustomed ease and distinction of manner ; and Mr. 
Leslie Faber, as Fichford, M.P., acted with becoming fervour. 
But it would have been a happier chance for him, and for 
the play too, if some of the author’s seriousness could have 
been spared for the development of character through the 
emotions ; if, in fact, the Radical Member had been allowed 
to win over this girl fi*om her Tory environment, instead of 
finding her sympathetic to his views from the outset. 

But it is parlous work dictating to a chartered humorist what 
form his solemnities should take. Frbe-Sratbr. 

P.S. — ^A correspondent sends me the following reflections 
evoked by The Alabaster Staircase : — 

NEMO BEmTB FUIT .... 

If there is any foundation of truth in the theory advanced 
by Captain Marshall that a bump on the head is suflficient to 
roduce a sudden and complete change of views in the 
umpee, we may expect shortly to read the following items of 
intelligence : — 

“The Eight Hon. J-hn B-bns, whilst steering a Thames 
steamboat, was so startled at seeing three people come on 
board at once, that he incautiously let go of tlie spokes, and 
was struck rather smartly on the side of the head. The next 
day the hon. gentleman was seen wearing an orchid and an 
eyeglass. He is understood to be preparing a Bill for the ! 
imposition of a 20s. duty on com, and another for the ' 











TECHNICAL EDUCATICN IN THE ARMY. 

Officer (exammvig a Mounted Infantry Close), Well, I think you tjndebstand about the hoop and what the feoq is. Now, just 

TELL ME WHERE YOU WOULD EXPECT TO FIND CORNS ? 

Mounted Infantry Becruit (suspecting a catcli). ** In the Manger, Sir.” 


transference of all Money Bills to the Lords for their sole * A Papal Bull, 

consideration. . c« g2i,iiieT from this declaration hy the Roman Catholic 

“The Archbishop of C-nt-eb-ey, while reaching after a Metropolitan that the heads of that Church have put their 
dusty tome on a high shelf in his library, was struck on the feet down as regards their own schools and their treatment, 
head by the fall of a very heavy volume of Patristic Theology. We hope the heads of the Church of England wiR not be 
The eminent prelate was seen next day w alkin g down Regent legs decisive resolute.” — Newcastle Daily JouTnal. 

Street arm-in-arm with Dr. Clifford and Mr. Bibeell.” ^ 

“Mr. B-lf-e, during his City campaign, was hit by a 
missile (improperly discharged without the customary warn- rr- f n 


ing of ‘ Fore ! upon the cranium. He is now understood to 
have two philosophical treatises in the Press, one On the 
improper use of the “ Driver ” in Chinese Slavery ; the other 
in favour of Home Rule, entitled Putting on the Qreen, 

“ Colonel S-ND-ES-n, slipping upon a piece of orange poel, 
was subsequendy detected in possession of a moonlighter's 
mask and a blunderbuss.” 

“ W-iH-LM H. had the misfortune to have a heavy portfolio, 
full of Press cuttings on the Morocco Conference, fall full 
upon his bump of self-esteem. Since this unlucky mishap he 
has delivered seventeen speeches from which the&st personal 
pronoun is conspicuously absent.” 

English as She is Wrote. 

“ Clem. Hill, the famous South Australian cricketer, who it 
was announced some weeks ago had retired from the cricket 
fidd, is incorrect.” — The Sun. 


Erom. the Blue-Coat School. 

Eistory Class. 

Subject — George II. and the Pelham Ministry, 

Master. Who said and when : “ Now I shall have no more 
peace ? ” 

Small Boy (after a long interval of thoughi). Please Sir ! 

, Geobge the Tbuid on his death-hed. 

From the “ Daily Express ” ; “ Large quantities of ammuni- 
tion have become obsolete for naval purposes, and have either 
been disposed of or handed to the War Office. Storage accom- 
modation has thus become available for modem expfosives.” 

The italics are ours, hut the brutality of it is the Admiralty’s. 

From Advt. of Art Exhibition : 

WATER COLOUR DRAWINGS 
One Steeplechase, after Herbing. 

Surdy this is our old friend, the Drag. 
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THE AWAKENING OF ETON. 

The extraordinary success acliieved hj 
Mr. Arthur Bourohier’s lecture on the 
“Art of Plain Speahing” at Eton has 
led to natural desire on the part of 
other distinguished old Etonians to 
place their services at the disposal of the 
Headmaster to supplement Hie instruc- 
tion imparted by the regular staff. On 
Saturday evening last no fewer than 
four addressed the school, the first being 
Dr. Haeger, the famous hygienic voice- 
producer, who was inti*oduced by Canon 
Ltitelton in a brief speech of welcome 
as the noblest vegetarian vocalist of his 
acquaintance. 

Dr. i^GER tlien mounted the rostrum, 
the subject of his address being “ Breath- 
ing with Brains.” Dr. Haeger began by 
pointing out that the articulate enuncia- 
tion so beautifully advocated by Mr. 
Mttor Bourchier presupposed, as an 
indispensable antecedent, a complete 
mastery of the art of respiration. Breath- 
ing might be roughly defined as the 
inflation and deflation of the lungs, but 
here as in other matters everything 
depended upon the method. For 
instance, some authorities advocated 
clavicular and others diaphragmatic 
breathing, and eacli of these schools was 
divided into subsidiary ramifications. 
Two things, however, wore certain : that 
breathing of some sort was absolutely 
indispensable, and that the man who 
breaHied with brains would make his 
voice carry further, and thei'efore secure 
a better hearing, than the man who did 
not. (Loud applause,) The ideal of 
efiiciency ^vas to combine the character- 
istics of Mentor and Stentor. To achieve 
this end all compression of the hirynx, 
pha^x, and thorax must seJulously be 
avoided. Linen collars must be absolutely 
discarded (sensation) j for all collar-work 
was distasteful, and ties must be taboo 
(slight hiteiruption). All clothing, 
whether upper or xmder, should be 
porous and elastic, so as to give the 
freest possible scope for the utterance of 
bright, resonant, and persuasive sounds. 
In a word, let their motto be “ Great 
cry and all wool.” (''Hear! Hear!'' 
from the Headmaster,) This was no 
new theory, but a reversion to the wise 
policy enshrined in the epitaph on the 
Roman matron — doml mansit lanam fecit 
(Cries of “ Constme! ”). Sir A. Woom- 
Sampson was one of the strong men in 
South Africa, and his name ought to 
inspire them to follow in his footsteps. 
But in order to breathe intelligently 
and utter noble sounds it was not 
enough to adopt a rational and ethical 
dress. A hygienic diet was also indis- 
pensable to add richness of timbre and 
emotional intensity. Paradoxical as it 
might sound, just as woollen clothing 
was the best cure for a woolly voice, 


so nuts were the best remedy for a 
husky delivery. Before he became a 
vegetarian he could not sing for nuts, 
now he could not speak without them. 
(Cheers^ and ernes of “ Time !”) 

The Headmaster, interposing, said that 
he was sure he was only expressing the 
unanimous feeling of the school in 
thanking Dr. Haeger for his beautiful 
and illuminating address. He now 
called on the Duke of Devonshire to 
address them on “ Sleep as a factor in 
Public School Hfe.” 

The Duke of Devonshire began by 
observing that it was not safe to 
generalise or hiy down a hard and fast 
rule in this matter any more than in 
fiscal policy. There was an old proverb 
which said, “ Six hours for a man, seven 
for a woman, and eight for a fool.” 
He dissented from this view, on the 
ground that Napoleon for a great part 
of his life was content with ouly five 
hours* sleep, and yet Hie battle of 
Waterloo was won on the playing fields 
of Eton. Some animals, such as weasels, 
seemed to be able to dispense with 
sleep altogether, but their example was 
not to be imitated, and it was hardly 
necessary to remind Etonians of the 
moral contained in the song. Pop goes 
the Weasel, (Loud laughter^ Sleep, he 
went on, was a favourite theme with 
the poets. He himself had a nodding 
acquaintance with Homer, and he would 
never forget the painful impression 
created on him by the perusal of the 
line in Macbeth, “Metliouglit I heard a 
voice cry ‘Sleep no more.”* A great 
deal had been said of the insufficient 
amount of sleep enjoyed by schoolboys, 
and he was glad to be able to announce 
that the Headmaster had kindly con- 
sented to his request to give the whole 
school an extra hour in bed the next 
day to commemorate his visit. (Loud 
and prolonged cheering.) 

Canon Lyttelton, after thanking the 
Duke for his heautifid and suggestive 
discourse, then begged leave to introduce 
Mr. G. P. Huntley, who was not only an 
'old Etonian but an old Ippletonian. 
(Croat applause and singing of “ For he 's 
a jolly good fellow.") Mr. Huntley, when 
at Eton, was distin^ished by his modest 
bearing, his unfailmg industry, his affec- 
tion for the masters, and his proficiency 
in the playing fields. While still at 
school he was the winner of the double 
firsts at Henley, and in the Eton and 
Harrow match he scored the finest dry 
blob of the day. (Iniense enthusiasm.) 
Mr. Huntley, with his wonted good 
nature, had come all the way from Ipple- 
ton at great expense to address them on 
“Rabbit Shooting,” and he (the speaker) 
was confident that they would be greatly 
edified by what he said. He begged to 
introduce Mr. Huntley. (Cheers.) 

Mr. Huntley then entered upon his 


discourse, but before doing so thanked 
the Headmaster for his encomiastic 
remarks, which were only too flattering. 
(No, no.) Yes, they were. (No, no.) 
Fortifying himself with an apple, Mr. 
Huntley then began. The pursuit and 
slaughter of the wily rabbit, he said, 
would be much more difficult than it 
is, were it not that the Chinese had 
invented gunpowder, and that Providence 
had endowed that active but toothsome 
quadruped with a white scut. Much 
more did he say to tlie same admirable j 
effect, but as he munched an apple all 
the time none of his words reached j 
liis audience. He sat down, however, 
amidst the vociferous acclamations ' 
which have come to be second nature 
to him. 

Mr. George Gra\t:s, another old 
Etonian, and in his time champion wet 
bob at the wall game and the bosom 
friend of the Provost, then rose to dis- 
course upon “ Unnatural History,*’ with 
special reference to an animal of his own 
breeding and training which shall be 
nameless. His rising was the signal for 
a prolonged sensation, which lasted for 
fully ten minutes, during which the 
popular but unfortunate gentleman lost 
the left half of his moustache and a 
small and immaterial portion of one ear. 

Before he could begin his remarks the 
Headmaster begged for order that he 
might say a few vrords to introduce tlie 
speaker, as it seemed that the audience 
had mistaken him for a football referee. 
Mr. Graves, he said, was perhaps the 
most learned man since the great French 
naturalist, Buffoon, He knew the animal 
kingdom from the word lo. (Cheers.) 
There were no fauna that were floorers 
to him. (JRenewed riot.) 

Mr. Graves, propped up in an arm- 
chair, then^ addressed the meeting. It 
was, he said, the proudest moment of 
his life to appear at Eton, where he 
understood the boys enjoyed not oidy 
sufficient sleep but the continuous 
presence of a Daily Mail reporter. For 
Ilia own part, taking into consideration 
the warmth of his welcome and every- 
thing that had happened, he preferred 
Harrow. [Honnhle scene. 


“ Alt over the City,’* says The Daily 
Chronicle on Ash Wednesday, “ between 
one and three thousand pancakes were 
eaten by City men whose digestions 
were good enough to wait upon their 
appetites.” The picture of hundreds 
of obliging digestions running about 
the room with napkins over their arms 
and saying, “Yes, Sir, coming in a 
minute, Sir,*’ is a pleasant one ; though 
scarcely more credible than the high 
average of consumptive energy (amount- 
ing to several h.-p.) which the statistician 
attributes to the City man. 
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Shades of the pvisondiouse hegin to dose wpon the growing Boy '* — ^Woei>sworth. 


Lady. “ Snow aiE some books suitable foe this child, please. No fiction ; but absolute 

TRUTH, AND WITHOUT ABSURDLY FANCIFUL PIOTUBES.” 

Booftaelhr (after thought), “Well, Madam, I should think this*’ — (ehmcing ^^Euelid'e 
j&Zem€7l^s MIGHT meet your requirements.” 


THE EXHUMORISTS. 

Tee ‘"Smart Set” (says a contem- 
porary) lias got hold of another neat 
expression. “ Yon mn&t pull your socks | 
up ” is the latest form of saying ‘‘ Never ; 
mind,” or ‘"Pull yourself together.”- 
The other day at a Bridge dinner, it 
was amusing (to our conteinporarj’’) and j 
a sign of the times to hear a certain 1 
youthful eldest son recommend a Dow- i 
ager Countess of seventy to pull her ! 
socks up.” ' 

The plmise is, perhaps, not much_ 
more than twenty years old, and so 
affords fresh evidence of the up-to-date- 
ness of the Smart Set. Other instances 
follow. 

As Colonel Newcome was leaving a 
Smart Set function early the other even- 
ing, Viscount A. ran up the steps. He 
looked at the Colonel intently, and then 
inquired, “Who's your hatter?” The 
Colonel very courteously gave the in- 
formation. His questioner, instead of 
making a memorandum of it, burst out 
laughing, and clapping the Colonel on 
the shoulder explained that far from 
him was any desire to purchase a similar 
hat. To ask a man “ Who 's yoiu hatter ? ” 
was, he explained, the very latest Smart 
Set way of hinting derision of the hat. 
The Colonel, when he had thoroughly 
grasped the idea, professed himself 
highly diverted. 

A certain Indian Judge was shivering 
down PaU Mall the other day when an 
acquaintance crossed over from the other 
side of tiie road and, drawing the Judge 
aside by means of his buttonhole, in- 
quired, “Is this cold enough for you ? ” 
The Judge replied that he found it much 
too cold to stand stiH talking to idiots. 
When his acquaintance had explained 
that to ask shivering people whether it 
was cold enough for them was one of the 
latest jocularities of the Smart Set, the 
Judge walked on in a pleasant glow of 
warmth. 

The other day the Duke of B was 

motoring, when he heard another car 
pursuing him foriously, its driver shout- 
ing something. The words were lost in 
the smell of petrol, and the Duke slowed 
down, thinking he might have run over 
someone without noticing it. When the 
other car came up he recognised the 
voice of a well-known member of the 
Smart Set, who was shouting, “Hi, 
Guv’nor, your wheel’s going round!” 
Considerably alanned, the Duke looked 
over the side of tlie car, and perceived 
that this was actually so. He was about 
to leap out when it occurred to him that 
after all it was only natural that the 
wheel should go round. He thanked 
his informant courteously, but could not 
refrain from expressing his surprise at 
the trouble the latter had taken to draw 
his attention to an obvious fact. It was 


then explained to him that to call out j 
“Hi, Guv’nor, your wheel ’s going round ” 
was the latest piece of smart humour. 
He then laughed heartily, and catching 
sight of a cyclist in the distance set off 
in pursuit. As the cyclist subsequently 
got off his machine and hurled a large 
stone after the car, the Duke concluded 
tliat he (the cyclist) did not belong to 
the Smart Set. 

Strangely enough, as the Duke was 
driving through tlie East End only two 
days later, more than one street Arab 
called out to him, “Hi, Mister, yer 
wheel ’s a-going roimd 1 ” This is inter- 
esting, as showing how quickly a new 
witticism will run through all dasses,of 
Society, like measles through an infant 


school. It goes without saying that, as 
soon as any such phrase penetrates to the 
lower orders, it is at once discarded by 
the Smart Set. 


CITY OF LONDON ELECTION 
Result 

MARRIAGE OF RAISER’S SECOND SON. 

Daily Mail Poster^ Feb. 28. 

We wonder what the result would 
have been if Mr. Bowles had got in. 
The City of London cannot be too care- 
ful; Uie Kaiser evidently has his eye 
on it, and is piepared to reply effectively 
and at once to any move it may make. 
In this case his motive is rather obsexvre, 
but we fed sure it means something. 
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ON A GORGONZOLA CHEESE. 

0 Thou wliose presence, drawing nigh., 

So affably infects the breeze, 

That bring’st a kindling to the eye 
Of him that likes his victual high, 

To Thee I sing— I know not why— 

0 Gorgonzola Oheese ! 

In truth, these odours, frankly blown, 
Eetire the thoughts to that stem 
dime — 

Not here, but ’neath th’ aestival zone 
Where rules the Crab : — ’tis there alone 
That thy full poignancy is shown 
In all its charnel prime. 

For there such powers to Thee belong 
That Thou hast gained a deathless 
fame; 

From blistered Ihd to damp Hong Kong 
Men rank Thee (and they’re not far 
wrong) 

Peer to the Elephant, so strong 

Thou art, and yet so tame. 

One I have known did so expand 
That, long before he came in reach, 
The guests, in ordered sequence, fanned 
A pained mechanical command 
“Avaunt!” nor knew they waved the 
hand, 

Nor tarried in their speech. 

Take him for all in aU, I hope^ 

I may not meet his like again ; 

Yet was he bahn, and scented soap, 

And ambergris, and heliotrope. 

To one, whose dihvt seemed to ope 
New vistas of a Drain. 

He, through an Indian summer’s height, 
Had been mislaid ; when found at last 
He looked “ an image of delight,’’ 

For Hermes’ art had sealed him tight '; 
Fragrant and fresh, that very night 
He honoured our repast. 

But lo ! a wonder came to pass : — 

The luler turned ; we saw him seize 
The scoop ; he pierced the scented mass ; 
There rose a whistling sound ; alas. 

He was but rind 1 The rest was gas ! 

Oh I Gorgonzola Oheese I 
0 o o 

Man that has well and deeply dined 
Regards thy flesh with high esteem; 
But little thinks that one may find 
Beneath that unattractive rind 
A heart to suffer, and a mind 

To ponder and to scheme. 

0 hard of heart and beetle-eyed ! 

’Twere, as the Swan observes, “ clean 
kam” 

To bid him look for aught inside ; 

Yet have I known — speak with pride — 
A Oheese that lived, and loved, and died, 
All with a Homing Ifem. 

These twain, while years above them 
rolled, 

In the canteen were doomed to stay ; 


We sold them — ^they would not be sold ; 
They loved each other j they were old ; 
The welcome they received was cold ; 

So they came back next day. 

Few were the homes that knew them not. 

We cast them out at every call ; 

But, when they reached the fatal spot. 
Back — ^like a pigeon to his cot — 

Back to their comrade, home they shot. 
We had no luck at all 1 

At last a fiery Colonel swore 

(And ah men shivered at the sound) 
To try and palm them off — once more 
’Twas done. Precisely as before. 

Dawn found them beating at the door I 

O O 0 o 
The Colonel had them drowned. 

Dum-Dum. 


CHARIVARIA. 

One of Mr. Balfour’s most cherished 
ambitions has been attained. He is 
now a Member of Parliament. 


“The only thing M.P.’s resent,” says 
Mr. Henry Norman in The World's 
Wor\ “ is that if they die in harness 
no word of regret is officially spoken in 
the House.” We think that in certain 
cases the necessary encouragement should 
be offered. 


It is now officially stated that modern 
guns are to be supplied to the Volunteers. 
At the same time, we understand, a 
letter is to be issued to Foreign Powers 
thanking them for their kindly con- 
sideration in not invading our shores 
when we were unprepared. 

Small wonder if our Army has not 
been all that could be desired in recent 
years. It has jxist been discovered that, 
for some time past, many officers have 
been shaving their upper lips contrary 
to regulation. 

Our soldiers, under some new War 
Office rules, are to be taught shorthand 
— and someone writes to ask us whether 
this is to enable them to handle the new 
short rifle. A very silly question. 

This is scarcely a time when nations 
like France and Germany, whose veiy 
existen^ is threatened, should be 
wrangling instead of standing shoulder 
to shoulder. President Castro, we are 
told by ^Reuter, has now declared that 
he will dear the French out of Venezuela, 
and then begin on the Americans, British, 
and Germans, who, the President avers, 
are worse than the Chinese. 


This, by the way, is not true as far 
as the British are concerned. They are 
superior to the Chinese. Britons never 


never shall be slaves; whereas the 
Chinese insist on returning to “ slavery ” 
as soon as ever they are set free. 


Referring back to Venezuela, we learn 
from a confidential source that the 
reason for the bold attitude of that 
coimtry is that she has received secret 
promises of support from the Princi- 
pality of Monaco, which is justly cha- 
grined at not being asked to send a repre- 
sentative to the Algeciras Conference. 


Because Mr. Willum K. Vanderbilt’s 
motor-car knocked down a little girl 
near Pisa, that gentleman was subjected 
to a Battle of Vegetables. This should 
put the Riviera on its mettle at Mi- 
GarSme. 


It is announced that the Prince of 
Wales is sending the collection of Indian 
wild beasts presented to him by the 
Government of Nepal to the Zoological 
Gardens. This disposes once and for all 
of the rumour that his Royal Highness 
intended to keep the animals at Marl- 
borough House, and to dispense with a 
house-dog. 

The tremendous infantile mortality 
which prevails among cats is now stated 
to be due, to a large extent, to their 
inability to swim. 


Mr. Alfred Austin’s new poem is 
announced to be published “early in 
April.” The phrase has a suspicious 
air of euphemism. 


A charitable gentleman has presented 
gramophones to 300 asylums and other 
institutions, on condition that they are 
played for half an hour every day. The 
inmates of the asylums are said to 
insist on an hour. 


A man has been committed for trial 
on a charge of pocket-picking at Ken- 
sington High Street Station, and it will 
be more difficult now than ever to know 
what to do during the long weary waits 
on the Metropolitan Railway. 


Dr. Emil Reich has propounded Plato’s 
theory of the non-existence of matter 
to a fashionable audience at Olaridge’s 
Hotel. Several w^eU-fed ladies who were 
present coyly accused the deceased 
philosopher of being a sad flatterer. 


Annoyed at the inconvenience to 
wliich they were put by the recent cab 
strike in Berlin, many fares are now 
refusing to give the cabbies their 
customary ^urboire. It is on occasions 
such as ^ese that new oaths come into 
existence. 


A large number of “ strangling cages ” 
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are being made in Shanghai native city, 
so we learn from a local paper. Per- 
mission has now been given for such of 
the coolies in South Africa as wish to 
return home to do so. 

Poets all over the world have been 
annoyed by the publication of a para- 
graph reporting that a kdy, who recently 
lost her reason at Providence, Rhode 
Island, has developed a remarkable 
facility in writing verse. 


“ Visiting the Sins of the rather.” 

“ CHisvnoK— Board residence for a gentleman 
with homely people, IBs. per week.”— Adiii. in 
“ Evenmg Iveica.” 

Surely this is going too far. A land- 
lady may have a certain right to insist 
that the lodger should be unmarried; 
but she has no business to make stipu- 
j lations as to the looks of his parents. 


Note by the Stage Carpenter. 

In an account of a concert The Wilt- 
shire Ghroniele says of one of the per- 
formers that “ she liad no difficulty in 
reaching high A at the conclusion of the 
beautiM solo, ‘ 0 for the wings of a 
door ! * ” A misprint doubtless for “ 0 
for a door in the wings ! 


E3NGSKETTLE YET. 

Mr. Keir Bardie possesses the one essential 
qualification for the headship of a modern 
party — ^he is a Scotchman .” — TJie Outlook.] 

A native of Kingskettle speaks : — 

Herb ’s words o’ wisdom, Jock, an’ oh ’ 
They ’re gouden words indeed — 

Ay, I ’ll admit it even though 
They hail frae south the Tweed. 

For I’ve tliat kind o’ open mind 
That ’s no the gift o’ mony : 

I ’ll gie in fu’ the deil his due 
Whenever he has ony. 

I ’m prood — ay, mair than I can teU — 
For noo, my man, I hear 
The gospel I hae preached mysel 
This five and twenty year. 

Ay, gin ye need a chief to lead 
That vrinna mak’ a botch, man — 

I’ve kent it fine frae Anld Lang Syne 
Ye aye maun tak’ a Scotchman. 

An’ noo I doot the word I ’ve preached 
I Thro’ a’ the lang lang past 
t Wi’ sic an eident tongue, has reached 
To Lunnon toon at last ; 

An’ here ’s a strae to show which way 
The wind ’s begun to bkw, man— 
Who's Who, I’m tdlt, will soon be 
spelt 

The proper way, Wha ’a Wha, man. 


Tak’ ony sphere—tak’ Letters, Airt, 

The Kirk, the Cabinet, 

Ye aye will find the leadin’ pairt 
Played by a Scotsman yet. 

An’ what’s die caiise? Jist Katur’s 
laws 

Wha ’s made a bonny nation 
Whaur ilka ane is blessed wi’ brain 
As weel as eddication. 

For, Jock, forhye thae gaudy blooms 
That flaunt in Fame’s demesne, 

Tliere ’s mony a flo’er that Fortune dooms 
To blush awa’ unseen : 

Some mute C.-B. his weird maun dree 
Ne’er guessin’ his resources ; 

Some Tommy Shaw, unlaimt in law, 

Here hides his legal forces. 

Tak’ Fife. There ’ll likely be a tale 
O’ micht-be leaders bom 
Ilk year in Dairsie, Cupar, Crail, 
Pitscottie or Kinghorn ; 

An’ wed we ken there ’s twa guid men 
0’ inteHec’ an’ mettle 
We could withoot a shade o’ doot 
Discover in Kingskettle. 


Slaking a Job of it. 

“ Tbe firemen continued their exertions 
until after two o’dock, by which hour 
all the damage that could be done was 
at an end .” — Newcastle Daily Chronicle, 
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IMAN AND BANNERMAN. 

{Being the first portion (a/nd quite enough too) of 
a report of a lecture on the Prime Minister 
recently delivered by M7\ George Bernard 
Shaw.} 

The Cliair was taken by Mr. H. G. 
Wells and Mr. A. B. Walkley, eadi 
occupying halE of it. Mr. Wells first 
introdnced Mr. Shaw to the audience as 
the most advanced thinker of the time 
(bar one), and Mr. WinKinr followed by 
calling him the wittiest of dramatists. 
During these remarks, Mr. SShaw’s beard 
was observed to be wearing its permanent 
blush. 

The speaker then began his address : 

Ladies and Gentlemen (he said): I 
flatter you by coming here this evening 
(laugliber) to tell you the truth (T^u^hter), 
and not only the truth but the truth 
about a very difiBcult subject (J^ughtei^ 
— about your Prime Minister. {Roars oj 
laughter.) You won’t, of course, under- 
stand what I say (laughter), being totally 
unused to the truth (piugkter), and 
having not the dbintest idea what it is 
when you hear it. (Gfreat laughter.) But 


if there is one man who can tell it, it is 
I, (Laughter.) My friend Wells thinks 
he can (laughter) ; but he can’t. (Shouts 
of laughter, in which Mr. Wells pined.) 
My friend Walkley, wittiest and wisest 
of dramatic critics, with one exception 
(great laughter), since that over-rated 
wind-bag Aristotle (roars of laughter), 
thinks he can tdl the truth (laughter) ; 
but he can’t. (Renewed laughter, in 
which Mr, Walkley pined.) 

At the beginning of ms year, on 
January 1, 1 so far forgot myself as to 
behave like an ordinary human being. 
(laughter.) For a moment I became 
like that lowest of reptiles, a ratepayer 
(laughter), or a banker (laughter), or a 
school-girl. (Laughter.) I made a resolu- 
tion. ((^reatlaughter.) I did not say “I will 
be good ” (laughter), nothing so foolish 
(Laugher), so impossible (great laughter) 
as that. I did not say ‘‘I will not 
swindle any one in 1906” ^ughter), 
because I knew I should. (Roars of 
laughter.) I could not hdp it. (Laughter.) 
No one can. (Reneioed laughter) I did 
not say, “I will be modest” (great 
laughter), because I had no intention 
of being so. (Renewed lavghtjpr.) I did 


not say, ** I will look upon self-praise^as 
no recommendation ” (laughter), because 
I knew I could not keep to it. (Great 
laughter) 

But what I did say was this. I said, 
“ I will so arrange it that my ceaseless 
activity in all directions wifi, make it 
necessary for my name to get into the 
leading papers every dav in the coming 
year ” (roars of lauighter), and up to the 
present it has. (Increased laughter) 1 
have not missed a day. (Laughter) 
Neither, you will say, has Sir Henry 
Oampbell-Baitoerman. (Laughter.) True. 
(^ughter.) But can he keep it up? 
(ijavghter.) Can he? (Laughter.) What 
about the recess ? (Laughter) He will 
have to drop out then. (Laughter) But 
not me. (Ijavghter) There will be no 
recess for me. I am not a Member 
of Parliament. (Laughter) God forbid ! 
(Roars of laughter.) Least of all Prime 
Minister. (Renewedlaughter) I need no 
holidays. When I need a change I do 
something else. (Laughter) And that is 
why I shall keep my resolution, and that 
is why the Prime Mhusteb, had he 
made a similar one, could not keep^ it. 
(Laughter'.) {Left talking. 









MiHCH 7, 1906.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARTVARL 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from tee Diary of Toby, 31P. 

Eoubb of Lords, Monday nighty Feb, 26. 
— "WTieii for my sins I sit tlirongli a two 
or three hours’ debate in the Lords, I 


‘IV'- ‘‘’’■V'-r 








script of his ktest poem, and read it 
aloud to his hapless neighbours. 

So to-night Lord Harris delivered an 
inchoate speech an hour long to an 
I exceptionally crowded House gathered 
; to hear Milner’s maiden speech. In the 
; Commons, so assailed, Members would, 

! after first quarter of an hour or so, stroll 
l' forth. The higher humanity that peoples 
1 House of Lords scorns such weakness, 
j Are there in discharge of public duty ; 

I will fulfil it at any personal cost. 

I Situation aggravated by circumstances 
1 creating it. It was Milner’s show. He 
i had given formal notice of intention to 
j raise tlie wliole question of Ministerial 
i policy in South Africa. Personal and 


the steps of the Throne. Lord Halsbury, 
entering late, walked on tiptoe to the 
Front Opposition Bench, as if afraid of 
disturbing someone in a pulpit. On his 
way he, with averted gaze, passed the 
Woolsack, on which was seated in lonely 
dignity one whom it was fire years ago 
the fasliion in good society to regard as 
an arch Pro-Boer. And now Alfred 
Milner, home from his proconsulship in 
South Africa, was about to defend his 
repressive policy, attack that of the new 
Government, under the august presi- 
dency of “ Bob ” Reid. 

The whirligig of Time brings its 
revenges. Surely there has not often 
been one so dramatic as this. 










m: 






The Cassandra of the Cape, 

— ^not much “ Good Hope ** about it ! 

(Lord M-hi-r.) ; 

1 

think of the poet Dyer, of whom Charles ; 
Lamb tells delightful stories. On a time ’ 
Dyer was a patient at an earth-bath j 
establishment. The proprietor had holes 
dug in the garden, tucked his patients 
comfortably up, and there left them for 
an ordered period. When all were 
interred Dyer brought forth the manu- 













“Under the august pbesidenot op ‘Bob’ Reid.” 
(The Lord Chancellor.) 


-‘■V 


“Ministerial Policy in South Apeioa.” 
(Earl of Elg-n.) 


political interest combined to give House 
animated appearance. Whilst the red 
benches were filled, the side galleries were 
crowded with Peeresses and their kin. 
Prevalence of mourning gave something 
of somhreness to scene. In brightest 
times House of Lords is oppressed with 
sense of funereal decorum. As the 
assembly gathered this afternoon there 
was a buzz of conversation. But it was 
carried on in undertone. Men^ (even 
women) spoke as if somewhere in the 
stately chamber there lay a Body await- 
ing burial. 

The influence extended to the Members 
of the other House penned in boxes 
above the Bar, A reverent silence fell 
upon the throng of Privy Councillors on 


The new Peer, making his maiden 
speech, painfully hesitated at opening of 
its delivery. “For greater accuracy,” 
as the Speaker says when about to read 
the King’s speech at the opening of 
Parliament, he had “obtained a copy” 
of his remarks neatly typewritten. Over 
the manuscript he assiduously bent, 
with natural consequence that his voice 
did not fill a chamber which under | 
more favourable conditions is the 
sepulchre of speech. As he wanned to 
his work, grew more familiar with &e 
surroundings, he improved. He tried 
no grace of oratory, no flight of rhetoric. 
Bhd a plain statement to make, and 
delivered it in tone and manner appro- 
priate to reading from a Blue Book. 
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Hamlet and the Ghost. 

(With aeknoidedgmenta to Mr, Asquith.) 

Le Bevenant. Unliousel’d, disappointed, Hamlet Remember tliee * 

luaanel’d : Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a 

No reckoning^ made, but sent to my account Seat 

With all my imperfections on my head : In this distracted globe. 

0, Horrid-ge ! 0, Horrid-ge ! Most Horrid-ge f [Act I. Scene V. — "*A more remote paH 

. . . Hamlet, remember me. of the platform** 

Then Lord Harris leisurely strolled on That a mere flash in the pan. When it 
to the bowling-end of the wicket. His ‘ flickered out, he trundled on as before, 
appearance was imperfectly accounted for I “Harris seems to think it is a Board 
by notice on the paper inquiring whether meeting he is addressing,” I whispered 
Rume UnsiSTER was correctly reported as | to the Meaiber for Sark. 
having alluded to “ the taint of slavery ” 1 “ Sodt is,” said he, looking round the 

in connection with Chinese Labour. In ' galleries at the rows of fair women 
the Commons the question, being printed, | pluckily attempting to suppress a yawn, 
would in due course have been pnt, “ Very much so.” 
answered, and there an end on’t. Harris, What an oddly inconsequential reply ! 
fortified by voluminous notes, talked for Bttsiness done . — ^In Commons, Address 

an hour by Westminster dock. agreed to. 

To be precise, proceeding savoured House of Gommons, Tuesday nigU . — 
more of thinking aloud than ordered Out of the dulness of Committee of 
speech. It possessed corresponding Supply suddenly evolved a profound 
quality of disconnectedness. There mystery. Advancing with timid step, 
were pauses during which perturbed it speedily bounded along like a motor- 
Peers furtively looked up to see if their car crossing the Hog’s Back when 
noble friend had dropped adeep. No ; no policemen are in sight. It was 
he was only looking for a stray sheet of DaIjZIEIj who began it widi inquii-y for 
his notes. When found, he proceeded particulars relating to a vote of £1200 
in the same provokinglyleisurdy fashion for expenses of the DepartmentalCom- 
tillfreshdifficultywifli the notes brought mittee appointed by Brother Qfjjald at 
another spdl of dead silence. Only the dose of last Session to make prdimi- 
once he woke up in approach to energy nary inquiries into bearings of Redis- 
as he described the innocent shareholder tribution Question, Where was the 
in a Rand mine, his dividends threat- Report ? W' hen would it be laid on the 
ened by policy of the new Government. Table of the House ? 


John Burns, Brother Ger.vld’s suc- 
cessor at tlie Local Government Board, 
assumed air of embarrassed mystery. 
The Committee had concluded its labours, 
but he had not seen a Report ; did not 
even know the scope and the direction 
of inquiry. True a confidential docu- 
ment had reached him, hut without 
special permission he was not in a posi- 
tion to communicate its purport. 

Here was a nice mess of mystery ! The 
Radicals pricked up their ears; they 
smelt a rat ; some of the keener-sighted 
saw it moving in the air. Alpheus 
Cleoph-VS, back with us after long pained 
parting, naturally came to front. If 
there was no Report, where was the 
money ? The £1200 asked for by the vote ? 

“We are,” said Alpheus Cleophas, 
“ entitled to know how eveiy penny of 
the public money is spent.” 

Prom Labour Members, learning how 
to be happy though married on 50s. a 
week, there came deep-noted cheer, 

John Burn’s couldn’t say where the 
money was, who had got it, or who was 
expecting it. Subject apparently ignored 
in confidential document. Walter Long, 
appealed to as representative of late 
Government, equally ignorant. All he 
knew was that Officials at Local Govern- 
ment Board were honourable men. 

This, though indisputable, did not 
tlirow any light on the m^^ster}’- of the 
£ 1200 . 

_At this moment. Committee seething 
with excitement, enter Sir Henry Ktmber. 
Members on both sides sniffed at him 
suspiciously. He was the man chiefly 
instrumental in bringing question of 
Redistribution before the last Parlia- 
ment. Had been baroneted in recognition 
of his services. Had he further ? 

Members of acute sensibility could 
almost hear the £1200 jingling in his 



Blenheim consults Birmingham. ' 

A pretty iacideiit on the steps of the Throne. 
(The Duke of M-rlb-r-gh. and Mr. Ch-mh-rl-n.) 



Lrrandioso 



ORGAN-GRINDER WITH THE MUSIC IN HIS SOUL. 
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Ah Miss It, the great Miss 'Wim Lung Wing, Double U Gee, the 0 Kiki, the famous San Dow, much See ^fee Rim, with some 

Golf Champion. Pi esident of the Ladies’ Cricket Champion. Halfee Backee. strongeeman. of his prizes. 

CliopstickHockeyClub. 

[“ A new phase of China’s awakening was shown a few weeks ago in the first great athletic meeting in that country .” — Daily Mail.'] 


trousers pocket as, all unconscious of the 
nature of the storm, he unconcernedly 
walked up the floor. 

Claiscy rushed in where others feared 
to tread. “Does the hon. Member for 
WjomswoRTH,” he sternly asked, “know 
anything of the disposition of this 
£1200? Has it in bulk or in part 
reached his private purse ? ” 

Kimber tremblingly answered in the 
negative. He knew nothing either 
about the money or the Eeport of the 
Committee. AIL he knew was that Re- 
distribution was a very desirable thing. 
Were hon. Members aware that, whilst 
the Borough he had the honour to re- 
present ? 

. “ Order ! Order ! ” cried the Speaker 

sternly. Kimber sat down without 
having the opportunity of offering a few 
observations interesting to new Members 
on the inequality of Parliamentary re- 
presentation. 

In the end it was decided to postpone 
the vote so as to give Peirce Arthur, 
coming to his own again, opportunity of 
throwing light on the mystery. 

Business done. — In Committee of 
Supply. 

Friday . — “I beg to move that Mr. 
Caldwell do take the chair as Deputy 
Chairman of Ways and Means.” 

It was BfeuRY Fowler who spoke. By 
fortuitous circumstance, Mr. Caldwell 
happened to be at hand. With agility 
pleasing in one of his long Parliamentary 
esperience he hopped into the chair at 
the Table. If any meant to dispute with 
him the pride of place, they would find 

But there was no competition. An 
hilarious cheer, long sustained, came 
from both sides, as the new Deputy 


j Chairman stood erect. Even Irish 
I Members, who regard a Chairman ofj 
Committees as something akin to a 
member of the Irish Royal Constabulary, 
cheered the statesman whom we really 
must not any longer allude to by the pet 
'name “Jimmy,” 

I For a dozen years he has been a 
i Parliamentary institution, just like the 
Mace, perhaps even more like the brass- 
bound box on the Table. Being after 
I all only human he has his frailties. One 
j is tendency to deliver in level voice 
I speeches of prodigious length. Whilst 
suffering these (though not gladly) House 
has recognised his honest intention and 
sterling qualities. It has chaffed him, 
but it likes and esteems him. His 
appointment to the Chair is counted 
among the best the keen discernment, 
the unconventional tendencies, of C.-B. 
have brought about. 

“ Thank you, Toby, dear boy, for your 
good wishes,” the Deputy Ohairmar said, 
as I shook his hand. “ Only, when you 
see me in the Chair through a long 
afternoon, think kindly of my suffering, 
having t 9 sit and hear speeches I could 
myself have made much better, with more 
pointed application of the ‘ Seventhly.’ ” 

Business done . — Debated proposd to 
include bread and cheese in the curri- 
culum of free elementary schools. 

ESPRIT DE CAR. 

Motor Bus Seryioe Notes. 

[” His uniforni gives tke motor bus conductor 
an almost militaiy smartness and eayrit de 
corpsJ^ — WeeTdy ^wper.] 

Lieut.-Corductor Tompkins has been 
court-martialed and dismissed the Motor 


Bus Service for conduct unbecoming to 
a conductor and a gentleman. 

The Vanguards, 1st Batt. Union Jacks, 
2nd Batt. Arrows and the Kingsways 
will be bri^ded for service between the 
Old Kent Road and Hampstead Heath 
on Easter Monday. 

An excellent day’s hunting was en- 
joyed with the Rearguards’ regimental 
pack on Tuesday. The meet was at 
Oxford Circus, where an old lady was 
immediately started and followed by the 
field at a sneezing pace down to 
Holborn. Here she doubled, and got 
away down Earringdon Street, where 
she weakened, but eventually ran to 
earth at Blackfriars Station. 

Mr. Will Crooks, M.P., has been 
appointed honorary Colonel-in-Ohief of 
the new County Council (Cornwall’s 
Own) Asphyxiators. 

Driver-General Biles, who retires to- 
day, entered the service as lamp-cleaner 
in 1846, was promoted for meritorious 
work against the pirate buses in 1865, 
and was subsequently mentioned in 
despatches in connection with the cheap 
expeditions to Wembley Park. He was 
transferred from the R.H.B.’s (Royal 
Horse Buses) to the Motor Service 
Corps in 1905, and served through the 
Twopenny Tube war of 1905-6. 

We understand that Mr. Haldane is 
in favour of the abolition of the Motor 
Omnibus Army Corps introduced by 
Mr. Bbodriok, wlule retaining the terri- 
torial system under which buses are 
known as Kolbums, Cricklewoods, &c. 
The horse busery will be superseded 
as inefificient (except for commissariat 
purposes), but a number of the vehicles 
wiR be converted and modernised for 
use in the other arm. 
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^ 1 - “Ho^ Inekv,” said Pcddefoot. “I, “Ron over by aa omaibus,” said 

THt STORY OF PU DDE FOOT. ' shaU be able to help you choose it. I 'Hitchlikg. 

Pcddefoot met Hitchling at the Picca- sliculd think a pale green, with ” ! “ Tut, tut ! ” 

dilly end of the Burlington Arcade, “ Xo, I must have a hkck one,” said : “ In Bond Street,” added Hitchling. 
and they walked up Bond Street Hitchling. A Victoria omnibus passed as he 

together. Pcddefoot's first words vrere, “Black?'* said Pcddefoot. ‘'Xot spoke, and with a slight jerk he had 
Hallo, Hitchlixg, where are you off mourning, I hope, Hitchling ? ” Pcddefoot off the curb, 

to ? '* xVs a matter of fact. Hitchling : “ Yes,” said Hitchling. Xow Hitchling was, as will have been 

was trying to get to his Club in St; “My poor dear old fellow,” said Pud- gathered, a man of foresight; hut in 
James's Street, but as Pcddefoot had ' defoot, “ niy very dear old fellow, I need this case he had greatly under-estimated 


seized hold of his 

arm without wait- , 

ing for an ^answer • 

Street,* it followed i 

that Hitchling’s || 

destiny was for the j* I li 1) ;• ^ 

moment in other i ' I f |s, 

hands than his i 

j I J 

Three times did * ' ’ AS 

Pcddefoot and 
Hitchling walk up 
and down Bond 
Street . . . while 
Pcddefoot talked. 

Passers - by might ■ 
have noticed that , 

Hitchling looked I 
worried and be-' 
wildered, and that | 
he made little timid i 
efforts to withdraw j 
his arm from the; 
grasp of Pcddefoot. j 
But, as they passed ' 

Conduit Street forj 
the seventh time, j 
it was noticeable J 
that Hitchling’s j 
brow cleared. He 
had the calm look 
that a man wears 
who has come to a i 
great detennina- 1 
tion. 

Pcddefoot had ' 

just made a play ^ 

upon the name 
Bowles, the point 

of it deriving in no 

small degree from > 

the fact that the A GOOD STAf 

word Bowls, spelt Xetc Maid Servaiit (}ust arrived), "itiT I HAESK IF 

so — without the 

“e,** connoted a pastime or recreation of hardly say how sorry — 
some standing ; and this he had followed relation, I trust ? ** 
up with some reference to “tennino- '‘An old school-fellow; 


j|ils 

lili 

mff 



A GOOD START. 

N etc Maid Servajit (just arrived), "Mat I haesk if mt Yocxq Man ’as palled tct?” 


the effect of an 

omnibus upon PuD- 
defoot. There was 
a collision, cer- 
tainly ; but when 
the passengers had, 
mM on the advice of 

the conductor, re- 
! sumed their seats 

^ \ (all except one man 

V \ ij who said he was a 

fo [I doctor), Pcddefoot 

#1 I ' was picked up, and 

f/ ; ■' 1 . discovered to he 

f/ ]’ ■ !';1 sufferiug from 

— ' M '■'ll. 1 I nothing more vital 

^ I than a contused 

\ forehead and the 

\ ’ -I temporary loss of 

^ \ iV his senses. 

^ this was hap 

' I pening outside Ren- 

/ \\ \ ton’s the Hosier; 

\i / vlvM i and as Hitohling 

/A , turned away to 

j 1 hide a sigh he 

mi noticed an an- 

W 11 nouncement in the 

//fkW \\1m window. After 

// f Wa \ Ul \ reading it carefully, 

// W 1 \ \ l\^ occurred to 

^ i/\ W V entered 

/ f/ 1 \\ \ the shop again. 

7, I 1 t “I see,” be said 

to the gentleman 

behind the counter, 
“that you under- 
take to exchange 
goods that do not 
meet with the ap- 
proval of your cus- 
tomers ? ’* 
“Certainly, Sir,” 
replied the man; 
■ and he went on to 

Yocxo Man ’as palled tct?” explain this and 

other causes that 

No near had helped to make Renton’s, as he said, 
the most famous hosier in the town, 
explained “ Quite so,” assented Hitohling. He 


logical inexactitude,” the which indeed Hitohling, as he paid for the tie. drew a little package from his pocket, 

he spoke of as “ the latest joke in “ Dear, dear ! ” said Pcddefoot. “ I and sighed deeply. “ Would you be so 
the City.” They were then approaching had not heard — A contemporary of good, then, as to take back ^s black 
Renton’s the Hosier, and it so coincided mine, too, I suppose ? Tell me — tie, and give me a dark grey one in 
that here Pcddefoot’s comments upon “I hardly like to talk of it, Pcddefoot, exchange? I find I shall not want the 


the matter came to an end. Said Pcdde- if you don't mind.” 


FOOT : “ And where are you off to, old 
man ? ” 

“I was just going into this place,” 
said Hitohling, “ to buy a tie.” 


“ Quite BO, quite so, my dear fellow. 
Your feelings do you credit. At least 
I may hope his death was an easy 

nrift ? ” 


black one after all.” 


What he said. Taint of slavery. 
W^hat he raeant, ’Taiji’t slavey. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

From yet another of Mr, Punches young men — and the 
most illustrious of all — comes a new book ; and what can Mr. 
Punch do but stretch out the hand of welcome? Everyone 
knows Titmarsh’s Paris Sketch Book, with its wonderful 
history of CaHouche and other delectable matters. Everyone 
knows his Irish Sketch Book ; — ^well, here is his PJew Sketch 
Book (courageous title!), never before published, but now 
gathered together with inspired industry by Mr. R. S. GARsnsTr 
from the pages of the old and defunct Foreign Quarterly 
Review in 1842 and thereabouts, what time the great and 
genial giant was contributing to Punch “ Mrs. Tickletoby’a 
Lectures on English History ” and other delightfiil papers. 
The Xew Sketch Book, which is published by i^STON Rivers, 
deals, in the unmistakable Thackerayan manner, with Eugene 
Sue and Ajuexandee the Great, Hugo and Balzao, and other 
Continental authors of that day. Mr. Punch places it in his 
archives with reverence. 


The High Toby (Methuen) has nothing to do with dog life 
personal to the companion of Mr. Punch or others. The name 
pertains to what were known in the good old times as Gentle- 
men of the Road or (in their tempona^ absence) as highway- 
men. Dick Ryder, otherwise Galloping Dick, Jfc. Marriott 
Watson’s hero, is of the type glorified by an earlier novelist 
in the person of Dick Turpin. He was not the man to rob 
the poor or to raise his hand against a woman except in 
kindness. Adventurous by nature, adventures came to him 
by night and day, were briskly faced and are brightly told. 
It is not the kind of record to read right through from cover 
to cover, as there is necessarily something of sameness in 
the success of the hero in difficult circumstances. But to 
take up in a chance half-hour of leisure, it will be found 
most acceptable. 

It was a gentle lady and her name was Alice Brown, 

And she wrote a charming story of a small New England 
town ; 

Her puhli Aer was Constable, that enterprising thing, — 

But it isn’t of her publisher I ’m going for to sing. 

She called her story Paradise, and told of simple folk 
Who loved and smiled and suffered and bent to duty’s yoke, 
Of Malory and Barbara (who in the end was Nick's ) ; 

And books like these will cost you (net) exactly four-and-six. 


France in the Nineteenth Century (Hutcshinson) has no 
pretension to throw new light on the history of sixty eventful 
years. Mrs. Latimer hints at access to private papers, but 
frankly admits that she has dmwn her materials from con- 
tributions to magazmes and newspapers by contemporary 
writers, French, English, and American. The story is, 
indeed, a series of snapshots taken by chance passers-by. 
To Mrs. Iatimer belongs the credit of arrangiug them with 
skill and dramatic effect. The volume dealing vsith facts has 
the charm of romance. Its interest is increased by a score 
of photograph portraits taken from life. 


Mr. Eeble Howa^, autlior of The Smiths of Surbitoji 
(Chapman and BEall), is, I feel sure, an admirer of Tennyson ; 
so he wiU, perhaps, have heard ihis story ; The poet had 
been spending an ^temoon with a novel by Miss Somebody 
or Other, and for two hours he had not said a word to his 
family^ Suddenly he threw the book down, jumped to bis 
feet, and cried excitedly : “ Hooray ’ I see daylight at last ! 
Harry w going to be confirmed!” Now The Smiths of 
Swiiton is of course a much more interesting book than 
that. There is certainly a Harry in it, but he is grovm up 
when we first meet him, and his confirmation days are over. 


We meet him, though, at a critical moment : when, if you 
will believe me, it is the nearest thing in the world whether 
he is or is not to be Baby Smith’s godfather. Mr. Smith, too, 
himself is not without his adventure. He has a slight pain, 
and the doctor calls. The doctor feels his pulse and looks at 
his tongue. (I assure you I held my breath here.) “ A trifle 
coated,” he sajs. “Now I want you,” he goes on, and I 
stUl held my breath quite tight, “ I want you to unbutton 
your dressing-gown, and the coat of your pyjamas.” 

It is generally unfair to an author to quote extracts from 
ibis book; and I feel that I should be better employed 
quoting the stock phrases for any novel of Mr. Howard’s — 
“delightful,” “full of charm,” “a delightful simplicity,” 
“beautiful,” “fragrant.” Mr. Howard’s first book, Lave 
and a Cottage, deserved all that. But he has now become 
a man with a mission, the founder of a school, the apostle of 
simplicity and naturalness .... and he is overdoing it. 

WoRDSWORTH-^one cannot get away from the poets — ^Words- 
worth should serve as a warning for Mr. Howard. Words- 
worth also was an apostle of simplicity. One day he sat 
down and wrote : — 

“ And Betty’s most especial charge 

Was : ‘Johnny, Johnny, mind that you 
Come home at once, whate’er befall, 

Come home at once, nor stop at all , 

My Johnny do, I pray you, do.’ ” 

In a preface to this poem he says, “ I never wrote anything 
with so much glee.” Mr. Howard, on page 281, says, “ It 
would be pleasant, at any rate for the writer” — ^to go on. 
He xeaRy must be careful ! Only his sense of humour can 
save him now. 


The publishers of tliat indispensable companion. Who ’s 
Who,^ indulge in a touch of subtle humour by issuing in 
identical form the Medical Dictionary (A. and 0. Black). In 
Who^s Who we gloat over particulars of our friends and 
! acquaintances, induding hints at their favourite recreation. 
In the Medical Dictionary we find nearly 900 closdy printed 
pages, giving fullest range to any moderate man or woman’s 
favourite frailty in the way of illness. All the iUs that flesh 
is heir to are catalogued, traced to their origin, with sensible, 
lucid instructions for early treatment. It has been said 
(probably by a lawyer) that a man who in legal difficulties 
conducts his own case has a fool for a client. The axiom 
applies equally to a sick man who dispenses with the ser\uces 
of a doctor. But there frequently arise cases of urgency 
where prompt elementary treatment might lead to the saving 
of life. ^ Regarded in the light of first aid to the wounded, 
the Medical Dictionary wiU be found invaluable. Dr. Comrie, 
who edits it, avows desire that it should occupy a position 
somewhere between that of a technical dictionary of medicine 
and one intended merely for the domestic treatment of 
commoner ailments. The scheme is admirably carried out. 


*P^IRST-OLASS FACTORY of an artfully technical mass article is 
. , seeing for a responsible, organize, capable Merchant, versed 
with building trade, for acceptation of a branch office. Epoch-making 
new proceedmg of manufacturing. High profit provable.— Advi. m 
“Daily Tdegrapk." 

Esperanto again ? 


From Answers to Correspondents in Farm, Field, and 
Fireside.-- 'We should advise you to bathe the inflamed 
parts with a decoction of puppy heads twice daily.” The 
bark would, of course, be removed before application. 


During the absence of the “ Duke of Lancaster ” abroad, 
we understand that Sir Henry Fowler is to be left in sole 
charge of the Duchy. 
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SOLICITED TESTIMONIALS. 

TOe Tribune invites its readers to 
write to the Editor telling how they 
fared at the hands of die adveirtisers in 
The Tribune columns. Mr. Puneh has 
no doubts about those who advertise in 
his own pages, but he has been tempted 
to invite the Editors of other jounials 
to put to proof the promises noade in 
their advertisement columns, and for- 
ward results. He suppresses names. 

“ I used to suffer from weak eyes. In 
fact I could hardly keep them open, and 
I could not see beyond my own nose. 
On seeing Dr. Elybuster’s advertisement 
in your columns I wrote for his booklet 
and eye ointment (price 7s. 6d.), and as 
a result I got my eyes opened. So 
strong are they now that I can even see 
through certain people.’* 

“ I bought a ‘ Fitwell ’ suit (made to 
measure, 13a. 6d.) as advertised in your 
paper. I was disappointed with it at 


first, for it did not fit me well You 
wiU be delighted to learn that in the 
second week I had it on I was caught in 
a shower of rain, and now it fits me like 
a glove.” 

“ I used to have the most provoking 
habit of always blushing. Seldom could 
I go to parties and dances, for when- 
ever anybody spoke to me I always 
blushed and was much confused. On 
seeing in your advertisement columns 
that a certain gentleman would cure 
blushing for a small fee, I corresponded 
with him, and what I learned from him 
convinces me that I shall never blush 
again.” 

“ You win be pleased to hear that I 
have already piade 10a. with the help 
of that book you advertise, A Million 
Ways to Make Momy. They say a penny 
sav^ is a penny earned, and so I have 
earned IO 5 . by not buying the book.” 

“I used to suffer very much from 
consumption. My four boys were eat- 


ing me out of my house and home. I 
bought a bottle of Dr. Banting’s Sure 
Cure and mixed a little of it with the 
boys’ food. The results have been won- 
derful. There is little or no consump- 
tion in my house now.” 

“I had a rich aunt who was of a 
ruddy complexion and had been ailing 
for a long time. I was her heir, so you 
can readGly understand how very sorry 
I was to see her lying ill for such a time. 
Doctors had given her up years ago, 
and yet the poor old lady lingered and 
suffered. I was determined to put an 
end to her pain, yet I could not discover 
the right means to do so. Just when 
I was giving way to despair I saw 
an advertisement in your paper stating 
that Dr. Rumbolt’s Porous PiUs would 
do for Purple Patients. I immediately 
presented her with a box, and before 
that box was finished aU her sorrows 
and pains were over. You cannot imagine 
how thankful I am.” 1 
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A NEW PROFESSION ; 

On, WflLiT TO DO WITH OUR SOKS? 

My hopeless toy ! when I compare 
(Claiming a father’s right to do so) 

Your hollow brain, your vacuous air, 

With all the time, and wealth, and care 
Lavished upon your mental trousseau ; 

Over my waistcoat’s ample pit 
This ravening grief holds constant session — 
That through a total lack of wit 
You are deplorably unfit 
To follow any known profession. 

No tutelary genius shone 

About your scalp in school or college ; 
Therefore you cannot be a Don, 

Or anything reposing on 
A fundamental plinth of knowledge. 

You never nursed the godlike spark 
That kindles men to serve the nation ; 

I trow that, as a Treasury clerk. 

You never could have made your mark 
Or even earned a decoration. 

The medical prelim, would mar 
Your hopes of making healthy men sick ; 

Ajid, as for practice at the Bar, 

Your gifts— I don’t know what they are. 

But know, at least, they ’re not forensic. 

You might, by steady cram, aspire 
To d^ge the test of martial duty ; 

But you have shown no keen desire 
To face the pom-pom’s withering fire, 

And die for ELaldane, Home and Beauty. 

Remains the Church, where you might seek 
A paltry income from the pew-rate ; 

Yet here, again, I find you weak 
In certain graces, such as Greek, 

That go to make the perfect curate. 

Still, there ’s the chauff — What ’s that I hear ? 

You wish to say that, thanks to Heaven, you 
HaveTound a suitable career 
At some £300 a year 

Drawn from a grateful country’s revenue ? 

My credulous son ! Your faith would break 
The records of the Middle Ages ! 

Skilled work, and past your wits to f^e, 

Needs niust he do who means to make 
Six of the best in weekly wages ! 

What ’s that ? The House intends to treat 
Its private self to public payment ? 
Eventually hopes to meet, 

By saving money on the Fleet, 

Its bills for bed and board and raiment ? 

Embrace me, boy ! I felt afraid ' 

That you would never find your mission ; 

You knew no sort of craft or trade. 

But here ’s your mMier ready-made ! 

You shall become a Politician ! 

My hopes for you, preposterous oaf, 

Were ashes ; now to flame you fan ’em ; 

No need to toil or spin or chauff 
When you can comfortably loaf, 

And touch £300 per annum. 


Embrace your father ! You shall see 
How well the prospect serves to stem his fear ; 

He ’U stand his son the entrance fee, 

And you shall join, a paid M.P,, 

The finest Club in either hemisphere. 0. S. 

NATURE STUDIES. 

The Electeio Light Meter. 

Thebe is nothing that so much brings home to a man the 
responsibilities involved in the tenancy of a flat as the 
possession of an Electric Light Meter and the necessity for 
“reading” it every now and then. In the happy country 
district in which it is my privilege to spend a part of my time 
we proceed on an amiable system of mutual confidence. ^ The 
producer of the light supplies me with aE that I may require at 
a fixed sum for me year. He trusts me not to waste it in 
merely ostentatious illumination, and I return the compliment 
by hoping (often against hope) that his light will be adequate 
for all my nocturnal purposes. In London, however, so 
business-like are our methods and so rigid is our suspicion 
of one another, that we require a check, and tlius it has come 
about that a meter has been fixed to the wall of the entrance 
passage which, in our domestic language, is somewhat boast- 
fully described as the HaU. 

Now to me, who know nothing about the internal economy 
of electric light, this meter is an object of mystery and terror. 
It is constructed mainly, I think, of metal, and possesses dials 
decorated with fi^es^and made practical by hands. When 
I look at it my mind brings up by an irresistible association 
of ideas a man whose hands are black with oil, who wears a 
blue linen jacket, and whose conversation is of a highly 
technical quality to which my limitless ignorance yields an 
undeviating assent. I should no more dream of disputing the 
accuracy of his dectric statements than I should question the 
judgment of Professor Oliver Lodge if he told me that my 
kitchen was a hotbed of psychic manifestations, or should 
impugn the veracity of Mr. George Beekard Shaw if he 
informed me that his own continued existence afforded the 
best and, in fact, the only proof of the argument from design. 

It seems, however, that my Electric Company — ^I use the 
pronoun not so much to imply that I possess the Company, 
as to show that the Company owns and exercises a right to 
demand my occasional cheques— it seems, I say,_ that my 
Company is inspired by fairness, and that its dealings with 
me are to be based on the strictest rectircide. It has recently 
furnished me with a card of printed instructions entitled 
“ How to Read the Meter,” and for some time past I have 
been laboriously occupied in endeavouring to master this 
new knowledge. “ The Meter,” I am told, “ is read in the 
same way as a gas meter, the right-hand dial showing units, 
the second tens, the third hundreds, and so on.” This 
statement is, no doubt, clear and illuminating (as all Electric 
light statements ought to be), and I am quite prepared to 
admit Ihat the language is plain almost to baldness. For me, 
however, it is useless, for I suffer from an incurable preliminary 
defect : I do not know how to read a Gas Meter. 

Then follows a phrase which in its intensity is dramatic : 
“The figure to betaken is the one that the hand has last 
passed which will be the lowest numerically o£ those it is 
between.” I merely pause here to suggest that “ lower ” 
would be more correct grammatically, and tlien I dash on 
breathlessly to learn that “ there is no difficulty about this 
when the hand is clearly between two figures, but when it is 
over or nearly over a figure it is sometimes doubtful whether 
the figure has been passed or not.” How true that is ! life 
is like that, and death, and all the other things that happen 
to ordinary men and women in their passage through this 
vale — ^but it appears to my obscure intelligence to have no 
special or direct application to Electric Light. After this 
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THE NEW CHAUFEEUE. 

Mrs. Bbitamnu. “NEARLY READY, HALDANE?” 

Voice strosi tindeesbath ms Oar. ** ALL IN GOOD TIME, MUM. THI8H ’ERE CAE TAKES A LOT 
O’ THINKIN’ OVER!” 

[“I am convinced tihat if I do anything in a hurry, I shall do it badly.” — FVoro Mr. Ealdane^s Speech in the Eouee, Thursday, March 8.] 
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I became involved in a maze. I faded entirely “to ob- 
tain the miraber of units used,” for the diagrams and 
numerals had on my brain the numbing effect produced by 
illustrations of figure-skating. It Tvas no comfort to learn 
that “ representatives of the Corporation are supplied either 
with business cards or badges,” and, finally, when I went 
out to inspect the actual Meter I realised that it had been 
fixed to the wall at an altitude of ten feet, and that without 
a step ladder (which I do not possess) it would be useless 
for me to endeavour to read it at all. 


“MESSAGES FROM THE SPIRIT WORLD.” 

The case of the young man called Craze, who recently 
fled from his cottage at Abertridwr because be beard raps on 
tbe wall, and is “ completely broken down by bis experiences ” 
and refuses to go near the cottage again — is not so rare as 
some people seem to think. 

Jones Tertius, happening, one day last week, to stand for 
a few moments in the passage outside the door of the Head’s 
study, on tbe other side of which Tompeusts minor was engaged 
in a discussion with the Doctor on the propriety of appearing 
in afternoon school wearing an imitation high collar manu- 
factured out of cardboard, beard a succession of rounding 
raps. In a subsequent conversation Tompkins minor (who 
appeared broken by his experiences) said be hoped be might 
never visit the room again. 

When rendering “ Dear heart, I only love thee ” to a party 


of friends at her semi-detached vDla in the Brixton Road, 
Miss Elizabeth Spinks was interrupted by loud raps on the 
division wall, and in consequence completely broke down at 
the eighth bar (“ Oh, could I gently whisper ”). Miss Spinks 
has since removed to Balham, and she refuses to go near her 
former residence. 

"When fulfilling a Bridge en^gement a few nights ago, a 
gentleman of moderate means, during the course of the game, 
beard mysterious raps, apparently coming from beneath the 
table, and dightly anterior to his opponent’s declaration. 
The gentleman came away completely broke by his e^eri- 
ences. He refuses to go near the house now. 

Wliat we are coining to. 

From a Weekly Parliamentary Report in the near future : 
“ Last Monday Mr. Brown, the new Member for Blankborough, 
took the oath, his seat, and the first quarter in advance. He 
has not been seen since.” 

Asking an Impossibility. 

W ANTED, party to take forty gallons milk, more or less, twice 
daily, — Bcotsman, 

An American paper ascribes to Mr. J. M. Barrie the com- 
plaint that it is the Enghsh actor’s desire to “get every^ing 
possible out of a line — ^to squeeze it dry.” Our compkint is 
(not, of course, of Mr. Barrie’s own plays) that most lines 
require so little squeezing. 
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LIFE'S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

The Appootmeot. 

I. 

Mr, Adrian Spilling, of the Education 
Office, to Miss Meta Bland, 

(By hand, “ TTaZf 7*eply” 

My DE.VR Girl, — ^^Vliat has happened ? 

I 'ivaited for you from five minutes to 
three until twenty past four, when I 
had to go in order to show up in White- 
hall for a little while. Where can 
you have been ? It is not as if I had 
so much time to spare that it can be 
frittered away like this. Surely I wrote 
clearly enough — “ Under the clock, 
Victoria, at three.” I distinctly re- 
member writing these words. Please 
let me have a line at any rate to say you 
are aU right. Yours always, A. 

II. 

Miss Meta Bland to Mr, Adrian Spilling, 
(JBy hand, “ iraii reply^) 

My dear Adbiax,— Do send me a word 
to say you are well, and that it was only 
some horrid office business that kept 
you. I am so nervous about you. I 
waited as you told me under the clock 
at Victoria, from five minutes past three 
(I could not possibly get there before) 
imtil four, and then I gave it up ana 
went to Mrs. Leoge’s to tea, as I was 
compelled to do. Unless you had come 
and gone before I got there, I cannot 
have missed you, for I watched every- 
body that entered the station. These 
broken appointments are terribly wear- 
ing. I am tired out this evening, and 
quite unfit to dine at the Sergisons, 
where they always talk about Velasquez 
and show you sprigs of the true poet’s 
laurel Ever yours, M. 

m. 

Miss Meta Bland to Mr, Adrian Spilling, 
(By hand, Anaifflv to Eo, 1 ) 

Dear Adriah, — haven’t the slightest 
idea what your letter means. I repeat 
that I waited under the clock at Victoria 
from five minutes past three until four. 
If you also were there you were invisible. I 
I am relieved to find you are all right. 

Yours, M. 

IV. 

Mr, Adrian Spilling to Miss Meta Bland, 
(By hand. Answer to No, 2.) 

Dear Meta, — ^It is inexplicable to me. 
I was certainly there, and as certainly 
you were not; and another afternoon 
has been lost. These things I simply 
cannot view with composure. life is 
too short. I will let you know about 
Thursday as soon as I can, but my Chief 
seems to be inclined to resent my long 
absence to-day, and I shall have to he a 
little carefuL Yours, A. 


P.S. — ^It has just occurred to me that 
you may have been waiting at the 
London and Brighton pai*t of the station. 
That, of course, would explain it, although 
how you could imagine me to mean that 
I cannot think. 

V. 

Miss Meta Bland to Mr, Adrian Spilling. 

Dear Adrlot, — have only j ust learned 
that there are two stations at Victoria. 
Considering how often I have been to 
Brighton lately, you surely might kive 
been more explicit and said quite plainly 
that it was the other that you meant. 
It is all very foolish and disappointing. 

I should like to forget it. 

Yours, M. 
w. 

Mr. Adrian Spilling to Miss Meta Bland. 

Dear Meta, — ^I should like to forget it 
too ; but what you say simply bowls me 
out. I always looked upon you as one 
of the few women who have any intdli- 
gence. How you can say you did not 
know there was another Victoria passes 
my knowledge, when it was from there 
that we went on that awful visit to your 
aunt at Faversham. However, I shall 
know better next time. Yours, A. 

MI. 

Miss Meta Bland to Mr. Adrian Spilling, 

Dear Adriajt,— I thought we went to 
Faversham from Charing Cross; but 
anyway I don’t see why you are so 
hitter about poor Aunt Adelaide. I am 
sure she was very kind to you, and even 
let you smoke in the house, which no 
one was ever allowed to do before. It 
seems to me that since you knew aU 
about there being two Victoria Stations 
you might have walked over to the 
other one to see if I was there. 

Yours, M. 

vin. 

Mr, Adrian SpiUvng to Miss Meta Bland, 

Dear Meta, — don’t understand you 
at all about your Aunt. All the time 
we were there you were scheming to be 
out of doors, and I stiU remember your 
sigh of relief when the train started on 
the Monday morning ; but now you take 
a directly opposite view. I suppose 
women are like this. As to coining 
over to the Brighton side to see if you 
were there, I never dreamed you could 
be so foolish as to make the mistake, 
and besides, if I had left my post I 
might have missed you. But do let us 
drop this wretched subject. 

I am very sorry to say that I can’t 
possibly take you to hear Hegedds on 
Friday as we had planned. My Chief 
has asked me to dinner, and it amounts 
to a command: But I could come after- 
wards and take you home. 

Yours, A. 


IX. 

Miss Meta Bland to Mr, Adrian Spilling, 

Dear Adrian,— It doesn’t in the least 
matter about Hegedus, as Mr. Cdmnor- 
Hall, who was here this evening when 
your note came, is going to take us. 
'Please don’t trouble to leave your party 
in order to fetch me home, as Mr. 
Comnor-Hall has asked iis to have 
supper afterwards. Hb is always so 
generous about things like that. 

° Yours, M. 

X. 

Mr, Adrian Spilling to Miss Meta Bland. 

Dear Meta, — 0£ course you must do 
as you wish al)out Cumnor-Hall. I shall 
certainly not come to fetch you, as he is 
not the kind of man that 1 care about. 
Your sneer about my want of generosity 
is the cruellest thing 1 ever remember 
any one saying to me. When one has 
only £300 a year in a Government office 
and a very small private income, supper 
parties at'the Savoy are not easy things. 
If you want luxuries like that it is a pity 
you ever made me love you. 

Yours, A. 

XI. 

Miss Meta Bland to Mr, Adrian Spilling. 

Dear Adrian,— You are most unkind 
and unfair. You know I did not mean 
to suggest that you were ungenerous. 
I think of you as the most generous man 
I know. And you ought to know that 
the last thing I should ever do would be 
to sneer at you. I don’t sneer at any 
one, least of all at you. But that horrid 
Victoria Station affair seems to have 
made us both ready to misunderstand 
each other. Do let us have all Saturday 
afternoon somewhere and forget this 
stupid bad-tempered week. 

Ever yours, M. 

XU. 

Mrl Adrian Spilling to Miss Meta Bland, 
(By hand.) 

My Darling Meta, — We will go to 
Kew on Saturday afternoon. I will come 
for you at half-past two. I hope you 
win think this little piece of enamel 
rather sweet. I do. 

Yours always, A. 


The Yorlishire Post, in announcing a 
musical competition in HuH, says : “ The 
judges are Minor Canon Dams, of Carlisle 
Cathedral, who has ali'eady had experi- 
ence of this kind of work, and Mr. 
Bernard Johnson . . . whose ready wit 
may be trusted to supply the place of 
experience.” Dare we imagine the follow- 
ing dialogue ? — 

Canon Dams (with faint praise). We 
have — ah— heard worse performances. 

Mr. Johnson (readily). And better. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

OwiXG to the defection of the Ltihour 
Members last week, the Government 
found themselves in a tight corner, 
Thev escaped, but only by the narrowest 
of majorities — :204, in fact, all told. 

The Old Age Pensions Bill which has 
been introduced into the House provides 
that conviction for an offence involving 
penal servitude shall be followed by 
forfeiture of the pension. We need 
scarcely say that pressui*e will be brought 
to bear <jn Members whose constituencies 
include an influential Hooligan element 
to secure the removal of this obnoxious 
restriction. 

It is rumoured that the latest pro- 
ro*??! in rArrnrd to the policing of Morocco 

il'c: ;'ic J.ondon County Coimcil shall 
undertake the work. 

The engagement of the King of Spain 
and Princess Ena of Battenberg is | 
annoimced. This is a distinct eoxi-p for 
our newspapers, which for some time 
past have been referring to the proba- 
bility of sucli a match. 

Some admirers presented S.\cco, on 
the completion of his fast, with a diamond 
monkey. The curio is said to have been 

S ' ’ i up at a recent Freak Dinner of 
erley merchants. 

By the way, “ Ignoramus ” writes to 
ask us whether a Freak Dinner is a 
Dinner given by Freaks to Freaks. 
** Ignoramus ” knows more than his 
name implies. 

The Rivers Committee are proposing 
to abolish return tickets on theL.C.O. 
boats. This seems a mistaken policy. 
Lots of the return-halves must have 
been deliberately sacrificed. 

Police-Constable Robert Lovell, who 
has just retired, took 142,976 dogs to 
the Battersea Home, but not all on one 
string. 

“ The Ski Club of Great Britain” has 
come into existence, and a lady of the 
old school writes to us expi*essing sur- 
prise that there should be a sufiScient 
number of aeronauts in our island to 
warrant the formation of such a society. 
We have explained to her that the word 
is pronounced She; and our corre- 
spondent now writes to protest against 
the New Woman and all her clubs. 

A New Zealand gentleman who is 
making a tour of the world on foot has, 
according to The Daily Chronicle^ met 
with marvellous adventures. He was 
arrested in Russia and Turkey as a spy, 





l^^eai^aigMed Old Gentleman (throicing yenny to what he talkes to he a pavement artist). 
“ There ! I don’t suppose tod ’ve done ’em yourself ; but it must be doosid cold sitting 

THERE ! ” 

“and elsewhere has been fired at and on 592 pedestrians for being knocked 
attacked by wolves and bears.” down by cabmen in the streets of Paris. 

Pessimists should note, for all they It is suggested that, as a means of 
may say about the degeneracy of our age, raising the funds required for the pay- 
that the idea of giving compensation ment of Members of the House of Com- 
where it is a moral but not a legal mons, a new class of Paying Peers shall 
obligation is making steady headway, be instituted. There should be no 
The number of periodicals of the lighter difSculty about this. 

sort which offer prizes — and even pen- 

sions — to their readers is constantly The statement that flowers will shortly 

increasing. be exhibited for sale on the platforms 

of the dectrified District Railway, the 
Mischa Elman has declared to an inters atmosphere of wldch is now so much 
viewer that he loves everything English, improved, compels one, in fairness to 
and wants to become an Englishman, the Central London Railway, to mention 
He also wishes that his father would that Twopenny Tuber Roses have been 
talk English, and it is not impossible a popular artide of commerce for many 

that the youngster may send him to a years past. 

night-school. 

The Police cannot of course be ubi- 
A fillip has been given by the new quitous, but we are sorry to read that, 
French President to a national sport. He on the opening day of the Aldwych and 
is said to have remitted the fines imposed Islington Tramway, £71 was taken. 
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THE YELLOW PATRIOTS. 

(A Fragment from some Future Historiayi.) 

.... It may well seem incredible nowadays tbat tbe 
Governments of these tlii’ee Great^ Powers should suddenly 
find themselves on the brink of a war which none of them 
had ever regarded as desirable, or even possible. Yet such 
was the fact. 

They had been carrying on protracted negotiations, in 
which, as usual, one side had been pressing for more than 
it expected to obtain, while the other refused much that it 
was prepared eventually to concede. But the points at issue 
were not considered by the two parties chiefly concerned as 
at all worth fighting about, while our own country was only 
indirectly interested in the dispute. 

In those days, however, each of the three countries possessed 
an institution known, for some reason that cannot now be 
stated with any confidence, as the “Yellow Press.” This 
was conducted hj a small but influential section of journalists, 
to whose prescient sagacity it had been evident from the 
first that war was absolutely inevitable. Their patriotism 
was beyond all question, though it would seem to have 
restricted itself to the welfare of the particular journal I 
to which they liappened to have attached themselves. Thus j 
they held it lawful and indeed praiseworthy to announce, in 
the gigantic “headlines” which commended themselves to the 
somewhat crude taste of that period, the most alarming dis- 
coveries of infamous designs of this or that foreign poten- 
tate against the Peace of Europe. That such, ^osures 
were based on the most insufiScient evidence and might have 
dangerous consequences was considered immaterial, provided 
that they increased the prestige and circulation of the paper 
that published them — ^which, however incomprehensible it 
may appear to a modern mind, was undoubtedly their effect. 

It is always difficult to induce any people to concern 
itself seriously about foreign politics, and for some time any 
such efforts produced nothing but a languid and temporary 
sensation. Popular attention in Engknd just tiien was 
mainly absorbed by the more engrossing topic of “ Cup ties ” 
(a national diversion or sport of whidi no precise description 
has come down to us)— while on the Continent the feeling 
was so far horn bellicose that in both countries there was a 
growing reaction against the burden of military service. 

Consequently, before each nation could be inspired with 
the martial impulse, it was necessary to convince its popula- 
tion that they were in actual and imminent peril of attack. 
Excellent work in this direction was done by the enterprise 
of the Ydlow Press in publishing reports of “ Secret Under- 
standings,” “ Ominous Speeches ” by Great Personages, and 
“ Plans of Invasion,” — aUL of which, it is true, were contra- 
dicted as soon as the paper had made what was termed a 

CC »> 

scoop . 

But the citizens in three Capitals became gradually 
imbued with the impression that War was bound to come, 
and that, on the whole, it could not come at a better time, 
since their Yellow Press assured them that their own par- 
ticular country was in such a state of preparation as to be 
practically certain of victory. 

The average citizen, too, was deeply incensed by the 
offensive gibes directed against his own nation by ^jhe 
journalists of a rival country. These attacks, being written 
in a foreign tongue and generally appearing in obscure 
periodicals,^ might have escaped his notice altogether, but 
for the vigilance of the Yellow foreign correspondents, who 
forwarded faithful translations at once — simply to illustrate 
“ the trend of opinion.” 

Notwithstanding all this, the negotiations muddled along 
quite uneventfully, until the YeUow Press was actually 
suspected of being “unduly alarmist,”— which hurt both its 
feelings and its circulation; 


And at length something happened. ^ Possibly there was 
a slight hitch in the diplomatic proceedings — at aU events a 
keen-eyed correspondent observed that a certain statesman, 
as lie left the council, wore an anxious expression and his 
hat at a more acute angle of inclination — ^which portentous 
intelligence was cabled home at once. 

Whereupon the Yellow Press drew the obvious inference, 
in enormous letters (of the size generally reserved for a 
“Society Scandal”), of “Impossible Demands,” “Hopeless 
Impasse,” and “ Grave Crisis ” — and made another scoop. 

This was followed up by flamboyant articles on “Foreign 
Aggression,” “Insular Insolence,” and “The National 
Dignity,” with suggestions that any Government which 
showed so little sense of its responsibilities as tamely 
to submit to such treatment must be composed of traitors 
who deserved instant impeacliment. It was also reported 
(incorrectly, as afterwards appeared) that the other nation 
was i-apidly mobilising its forces. 

By this time the people in each country had realised the 
fact that they were in for a big war, and that, as their Yellow 
Press exhorted them, it was tibeir duty, as patriots, to insist 
that their own Government should strike the first blow. 

So the Man in the Street demonstrated, and sang national 
anthems, and waved inexpensive flags, and cheered outside the 
office of his favourite newspaper — ^without more than the 
very vaguest notion of what he wanted to go to war about. 

In fact the excitement reached such a pitch that tlie three 
Governments, each fearing that they would not be able to 
resist popular pressure much longer, sent their Ambassadors 
frequent and urgent despatches, which, being in cipher, 
were interpreted by the Yellow Press as containing “ Ulti- 
matum,” “ Time Limit Fixed,” or “ Recall of Our Ambas- 
sador,” — ^with an intelligent anticipation quite remarkable in 
the circumstances. 

Then came a day when the patriotic proprietors and staffs 
of the Yellow Press of each capital had the gratification of 
being summoned to a private audience by their respective 
Premiers. 

What took place at these interviews is still largely a matter 
for historical conjecture — but there seems reason to believe 
that our own Prime Minister, at all events, began by inform- 
ing his hearers that the Powers reluctantly recognised that, 
unl^s the present highly inflamed state of international 
feeling subsided within the next twenty-four hours, they 
would have no alternative but to resort to the arbitrament of 
the sword. Which the representatives of the Yellow Press, 
aware of the extreme unlikeliness of any such subsidence, and 
the colossal “ boom ” that a war was certain to effect in their 
circulations, received with decorous expressions of concern 
and regret. The Prime Minister, after pointing out that a 
campmgn on so gigantic a scale and of such protracted 
duration as was to be apprehended could hardly fad to 
prove almost as disastrous to the victors as to the vanquished, 
mentioned that the three Powers had agreed upon a plan 
which would reduce the carnage to a minimum, and might, 
he trusted, meet with the present company’s approval. 

It had been decided that, in the lamentable event of war, 
the belligerent forces should be composed entirely of those 
patriotic and high-spirited pressmen in each country who felt 
so keenly that the national honour could be vindicated only 
by blood — in short, of such gentlemen as he now had the 
honour of addressing. He added that, although the con- 
ditions of the conflict were stiU under discussion, he thought 
he might promise that they should have the advantage of 
being equipped with the new short rifle, and as many of the 
latest pattern of quick-firing guns as they might require. 

Then he remarked that the eye of England would be upon 
them, and that he wished them luck — ^after which they witih- 
drew. 

Now they were none of them wanting in either moral or 
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physical courage. They had faced unflinchingly the prospect 
of their country plunging into a desperate and appalling 
struggle. They were sternly resolved to see it tlirough to the 
bitter end— but they had not calculated upon seeing it through 
anything but their office windows. Tor few of them had had 
any regular military training, while sevtol were getting on 
in years. Moreover, although they entertained the highest 
respect for one another as smart journalists or Hp-to^te 
proprietors, each had his private doubts whether the others 
were precisely the kind of men who would stand more than a 
merely sporting chance in modeim warfare. But, if they felt 
that a greater responsibility had been put upon them than 
they should justly have been called upon to undertake, it 
never for a moment occurred to them to shirk it. They were 
quite prepared to turn out and do their best — as soon as the ; 
necessity should arise. | 

And, although we have no positive evidence to that effect, I 
it may be safely assumed that both their French confreres, to 
whom a duel was of course an ordinary professional incident, 
and the elderly and spectacled flre-eaters of the German 
Yellow Press exhibited at least equal ardour and determination, 
and that the caU to arms would have found them no less 
ready — ^had it come. 

But, by a merciful and wholly unexpected interposition of 
Providence, that call never did come. That very evening the 
welcome tidings was flashed to each capital that “the tension 
was relaxed,” and that the situation showed “ marked 
symptoms of improvement.” It was found that the report 
that an ultimatum had been issued was exaggemted, and 
that there was no foundation for the statement that any 
Ambassador had been recalled— indeed, the crisis might be 
considered as already at an end. 

Thus, at the eleventh hour, to quote from eloquent Yellow 
leading articles of the period, “ the gates of the Temple of 
Janus opened once more ” (' closed ’ would have been the more 


correct expression, but the meaning was obvious) “and the 
horizon of three great nations was no longer overcast by 
the sinister shadow of the goddess Bellona.” The writers 
added that, “ considering how essential it was in the interests 
of European Commerce and Civilisation to avoid anything 
that might lead to international friction, they could not too 
strongly deplore and condemn the miserable policy of ‘ nag- 
ging ’ and ‘ pinpricking ’ pursued by a certain class of 
foreign jounialists — a policy which — but for the calm good- 
sense and moderation displayed by the entire Press of their 
own beloved country — might easily have produced conse- 
quences which tliey could not contemplate, even then, 
without a shudder ! ” F. A. 

Parliamentary Intelligence. 

Scotch and Welsh M.P.’s who have in the past complained 
much of the flatness of their London surroundings as com- 
pared with their own mountainous districts, are rejoiced that 
Arthur’s Seat has been moved to the City and that Snowden 
is to be found at Westminster. 

The Member for the Scotland Division of Liverpool desires 
it to be known that he is in favour of the Tay-Payment of 
Members. 

“ Comfortable board, near sea.— Apply, <&c.” — The Schoolmaster. 

‘Useful’ would seem a better adjective. For ourselves, 
though, we have always felt that the whole romance of being 
Crusoed would be the fortuitous lighting upon a plank or 
two with which to build the raft. 

Last week in Bouverie Street we heard a rather loud tie 
proudly described as “ le dernier cnJ* If we hear it again 
we shall have to warn its proprietor that its next cry will 
indeed be its last. 
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A SUDDEN SPRING. 

(Wirt aekiiotdeigments to the Special Corre- 
bpondeiitis of our Coyitemporaries.) 

Hammersmith. — A combination of 
meteorological circumstances, together 
with the establishment of a formidable 
anticycbne over France, has quite trans- 
formed the Broadway. I took record of 
the first ten men I met ; three had dis- 
carded overcoats, four were carrying 
them over their arms, and the other three 
were soldiers. A curious result of the 
fine weather is the absence of puddles in 
the roadways. 

Putney. — ^The Atlantic disturbance 
which had threatened our islands has 
sheered off to the north, and it is no 
doubt to this happy circumstance that 
Putney to-day owes its share of the 
500,000 square miles of sunshine whidi 
we are at present enjoying. The neigh- 
bouring parish of Fulham is, I under- 
stand, equally ihfected with the glorious 


weather conditions. I took stock of the 
first ten women I met ; seven of these 
were without furs, one wore a feather 
boa, and two clung to squirrds. I think 
I sawa cuckoo, but it had passed round the 
corner before I could verify my observa- 
tion. ^ However, I certainly saw one man 
wearing a strawberry in his button-hole ; 
you may take this as official. 

Paddington.— The day opened here 
with a cloudless sky. Expressions such 
p, Isn’t it a lovely day ? ” ‘* Pity to be 
indoors on such a morning,” and, “ My ! 
ain’t it ’ot ! ” were heard on aU sides.. 
Many people living near the Parks woke 
to the twittering of the lark, and break- 
fasted to the liquid flute-like tones of 
the blackbird or thrush. 

I understand that a gentleman was 
seen in Kensington talking to a pedes- 
trian with a pith helmet. I personally 
took hote of the first ten men I met ; 
three had shed their chest-protectors, 
two wore cummerbunds, and five were 
down with sun-stroke. 


How happy could I he with both. 

We gather from The Birmingham 
Daily Post that the Headmaster of the 
Holywell County School is strongly of 
opinion that the daffodil, and not the 
leek, should be the Welsh national 
emblem, and he asks, “ Since both are 
called ‘ cenin ’ in Welsh, why not wear 
the prettier and the more odoriferous ? ” 
This means wearing both daffodil and 
leek, and is perhaps the best way out 
of the difficulty ("since both are called 


More Professional Candour. 

“ French Master requires French. Lessons.” 

Bath Herald. 

‘‘WatoR Dog (Cross Russian Retriever), 
strayed on the 18tli February, if found in any 
person’s possession iffter three days tviU he 
prosecuted.” — Scotsman. 

But would not this make the poor 
dog even more cross ? 




French Gendaeme. “J’Y SUIS! 


German Gendarme. “ J’Y RESTE ! ” 
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“ WTio dares tliis pair of boots displace 
Must meet James Kitson face to face.” 

(The Member for Colne Valley.) 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted the Diary of T(>bt, M.P. 

House of Coinmons, Monday, Mar, 5 , — 
C.-B. back after week’s absence through 
illness- Returns to find other seats of 
the mighty vacant for similar reason. 
Prince Arthur stiU tarries on his way 
from the triumphant poll. Don Jose 
also on sick list. Epidemic spread to 
Lords, where the Leader has not been 
seen for fully a week. Xot unnatural 
feeling of depression prevalent. Ordered 
arrangements of business tumbled about. 
Were to have had field night on Fiscal 
Question, specially arranged for benefit 
of Prince .^thur and Don Jose. C.-B., 
always thinking of others, felt certain 
they would welcome opportunity of say- 
ing something definite as to their personal 
position in altered circumstances of 
the day at Westminster. Accordingly, 
primed Kitson with resolution affirming 
sacredness of Free Trade principles and 
challenging contradiction. 

Nothing new in this procedure. 
Familiar to Bomhastes Fiirioho when 
Utopia was still numbered among the 
kingdoms of the earth. Impossible to 
conceive two persons more remote in 
identity than the General commanding 
Arfaxaminous' s troops and Member for 
Colne Valley. Yet Kitson’s resolution 
standing on Order paper is but a prose i 
rendering of the distich Bomhastes hung 
with his boots on a tree : 

Who dares this pair of boots displace 
Must meet Bomhastes face to face. 

Days gone by when, equally per- 
tinacious Liberals insisting on submit- 
ting analogous resolutions, Prince Arthur 
and his men-at-arms filed forth from the 
lists. By accident result nevertheless 



** Clear Thinking ” ’ 
(Rt. Hon. R. B. H-ld-ue.) 


the same. Neither Prince Arthur nor 
Don JosjS would be present if original 
plan carried out and 5kee Trade Resolu- 
tion submitted on Thursday. C.-B. 
having arranged the little performance 
for special benefit of the two right hon. 
gentlemen, it would be foolish to proceed 
with it in their absence. Accordingly, 
motion to-night indefinitely deferred. 

Meanwhile sympathy of House centred 
upon Kitson. Having, in obedience to 
original programme, hung his boots on 
the 'tree, he walks round it in his 
stockinged feet, cursing the fate that 
brought a naturally peaceful Baronet 
into such a fray. 

Business done , — Civil Service Esti- 
mates. 

Tuesday night , — Odd how from time 
to time chance tom of debate makes 
startling disclosure of the character of 
men with whom we have thought our- 
selves long familiar. Here’s Baloarres, 
for example, been in House these ten 
years. As Hon. Sec. of Society for Pro- 
tection of Ancient Buildings appro- 
priately, during declining years of late 
Ministry, buttressed it as Junior Lord 
of the Treasury. Threw himself with 
energy of middle-aged youth into per- 
formance of fascinating duties of Whip. 
In short, has buzzed about pretty pro- 
minently. Yet only tbis afternoon did 
the House catch glimpse beneath a 
studiously placid demeanour of the 
volcano of a passionate nature, instantly 


responsive to cry for help for the weaker 
side. 

It was Acland-Hood wKo inadvert- 
ently but directly led up to disclosure. 
It appears that Sydney Buxton been 
trying to do something iniquitous in 
matter of nomination of Post Office 
Committee. A long involved story, 
occupying in development freshest two 
hours of the sitting. In brief it came 
to this, that, early negotiations for nomi- 
nation of Committee breaking down, 
the PostmasteEt-General placed on paper 
a motion leaving its nomination to Com- 
mittee of Selection. 

That on face of it eminently impartial 
arrangement ; hut perfidy lurks behind 
its simplicity. The Pinn ’Un told how, 
happening to he hovering about the 
Bar, he “ spied ” Sydney Buxton handing 
to the Clerk of the Table half a sheet 
of notepaper. Naturally suspicious, he 
made his way to the Table, asked what 
the document contained, “ and,” he cried, 
holding out the Orders of the Day and 
shaking them in the face of the quiver- 
ing Postmaster-Generai., “it was this,” 
— vindicating the amendment aforesaid. 

This dramatic interposition of his 
ordinarily impassive Chief moved Bal- 
GARRES. In addition he had a personal 
grievance that evidently seared a haughty 
spirit. 

“ We Whips,” he said, “ are commonly 
alluded to as the ordinary channels of 
communication.’ ’ 
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No one wlio liad yet spoken had made 
the aUnsion. ‘Evidently somewhere at 
some time it] had cropped up, causing 
effusion of had blood. More than once 
in the course of his speech Balcarres, 
w’ith increasing bitterness, repeated the 
phrase. If they had called him an 
equator it might have been meant dis- 
respectfully but would not have mattered. 
“A channel of communication,” and an 
ordinary channel at that, was more than 
trained patience could stand. 

I In a fine passage, glowing with scorn, 
Baloamies, having crumpled up Sydnfa’ 
BuxTOiT, turned on unoffending C,-B. 
who had ventured to offer a few remarks, 
and with threatening forefinger, reminis- 
cent of LoehieVs interlocutor on the eve 
of CuUoden, bade him beware of the 
day when the Tjowlands should meet him 
in battle array. 

“We,” he proudly said, “can be 
voted down. But the findings of your 
Committee will be discredited in 
advance.” 

Here the channel of communication 
abruptly dried up, and the House, 
grateful for relief from terrible tension, 
hurried forth to the Division Lobby. 

Business done. — Storm in a teacup. 
Objection taken to Postmaster-General’s 
procedure in getting Select Committee 
appointed. C.-B., having scored a 
majority of 204, gracefully yields to 
wishes of minority, and peace reigns at 
Westminster. 

Friday night. --The Aliens Act come 
home to roost. Has dealt decided 
back-hander at Parliamentary week- 
ending. Hon. Members seem to be 
especial objects of suspicion on part of 
agents administering it. Attention is 
not even confined to sitting Members, 
Cap’en Tommy Bowles, attempting to 
land after enjoying a breath of that 
briny which old associations make indis- 
pensable to the pleasure of life, was 
stopped at the gangway and asked if he 
were the possessor of £5 in lawful cash. 
The Cap’en, his vocabulary not exhausted 
even after an electoral campaign in the 
City, made suitable reply. 

Sir Joseph Leese, taking up the curd- 
ling story, recently made the House’s flesh 
creep by narrative of his personal experi- 
ences. Coming home from brief visit to 
Continent, his eyes brightened by gleam 
of cliffs at Dover, liis patriotic breast 
inflated with English air blowing off the 
Downs, he was stopped by what he 
described as “a htde gentleman in 
French uniform,” who inquired whether 
he was an Englishman. 

An artist, desirous of varying the 
traditional type of John Bull, might do 
worse than present a portrait of the 
Recorder of Manchester. For a moment 
startled by the question, he gazed < 
speechless over the head of his inter- 
locutor. Then he let him have'it straight. 



So LIKE A Destitute Alien 

“ * Am I an Englishman ? ! ! ! * — Who the — 
what the — why the — ' ‘ ! — Never w’s so 
’nsulted ’n in* life ! ’ ! ’* 

(Sir J-8-ph L-se ) 

Shortly after, the shrivelled remains of 
“ the little gentleman ” being decently 
removed, another hapless man, this time 







COACHINQ THE MINISTERIAL BoAT. 

It *s a dinting good crew and amazingly well 
together.’* 

(Mr. R. 0, L-hm-nn.) 


in ship’s uniform, came up and asked, 
“ Are you a British subject ? ” [Curtain. 

In their zeal for administering the 
Act these inquiring gentlemen are no 
respecters of persons. Except Evans- 
Gordon, no Member of last Parliament 
worked harder to pass Aliens Bill than 
Howard Vincent; and he too, coming 
home after taking his walks abroad in 
Boulogne, found himself suspect. Un- 
like Joseph Leese who, perhaps not 
saying exactly what he meant, protested 
it was “degrading to be asked if he 
were an Englishman,” Howard Vincent 
gloried in the misunderstanding. There 
is in truth something in his martial 
figure, his piercing eye, his war-worn 
moustache, that suggests the foreign 
Field-Marshal. Had he been privileged, 
as on historic occasion St. John Bbodrick 
was, to wear military uniform in the 
company of the Kaiser and his Colonels, 
he would have seemed so much at home 
that no bystander would have suspected 
he came from Sheffield. 

In the misunderstanding on hoard 
the packet-boat he discerned fresh testi- 
mony to distinction of looks and manner. 
He regretted that the learned Recorder 
of Manchester, returning to liis native 
land, should have been, even for a 
moment, regarded as an undesirable 
Alien. For himself, he had no com- 
plaint to make. 

That all very well in a particular case. 
But the annoyance indicated in other 
instances is a serious blot on the pleasure 
of week-ending. “ Moreover than which,” 
one result of the passing of the Act has 
been the abolition of third-class return 
tickets to the Continent. This, coming 
on top of refusal of the Postmaster- 
General to reintroduce franking, and 
the dwindling quantity of the shilling 
dinner provided by the Kitchen Com- 
mittee, is calculated to make some 
younger sons in Opposition Camp 
reconsider their position. 

Business done . — Talk about Agricul- 
tural Compensation. 


A Cruel Blow. 

Lady Blew the Whistle. 

Three Policemen Injured. 

Daily News Headlines. 

A Chance for Black-listers. 

“ Tapper (Experienced) Wanted.” 

Birmingham Daily Mail. 

The whole world, according to The 
Daily Express, is going mauve mad. 
Another fashion authority, however, 
insists that not mauve hut something 
nearer pink is the correct spring shade, 
and doubtless the world will now go 
rose madder. 



lasAer^^o fair Americanf vUio Tuia ju8t ridden into the middle of the paeTt), “ Doe^ not tour Ho:tSE kick Hounds 
"“air American. “That’s so, I eeokon you’ll want to move ’em away!” 
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ARE JEWELS MALIGNANT? 

[Ill a lecture delivered at the Westminster 
Palace Hotel on “ Occultism in Jewels ” Madame 
Cavalieb, an Indian lady, said that jewels 
were not mere lifeless lumps of crystal, hut 
possessed a soul and sex, and were capable of 
influencing those who wore them.] 

Mr. P. Tobias Ceaokit writes from 
Dartmoor, as follows : — 

May I be permitted cordially to en- 
dorse Madame Cavalier’s observations 
regarding the malign influence exerted 
by some gems npon their wearers? I 
can testify to the truth of her statements 
from personal experience. A combina- 
tion of amethysts and peails, says 
Madame Cavalier, is very dangerous. 
It is. I once had an amethyst and 
pearl scarf-pin and was fool enough 
to wear it. I say “fool” because I 
tnew it would be simply tempting 
fortune to venture out in that amethyst 
and pearl pin. But vanity overcame 
my better judgment. 

It looked really rather nice, and gave 
to my appearance just that finish which 
marks the perfectly dressed man. 

I was thinking of returning home 
when I was accosted, in a grossly insulfc- 


ing manner, by a total stranger, who 
claimed my scarf-pin as his property 
and intimated that I had acquired it 
by dishonest means. I was unahle to 
convince him or the policeman he snm- 
moned that the pin was an heirloom, 
descended to me from my mother’s side 
of the family, and the experience was 
altogether most unpleasant. It took me 
quite a long time to work off the dis- 
agreeable effects of this monstrous accu- 
sation. 

On several other occasions I have 
suffered cruel misfortune from causes 
which could only be attributable to the 
diabolical malevolence of some jewel 
which happened to be upon my person, 
and for the present, at any rate, upon 
the recommendation of a member of the 
Judicial Bench, to whom, not without 
some reluctance, for I have a horror of 
ignorant superstition, I confided my 
trouble, I have abandoned the wearing 
of precious stones altogether. 

I have long been a believer in the 
theory put forward by Madame Cavalier 
that certain stones have sex and are 
capable of propagating their own kind. 
I have several diamonds interred in my 
back garden, but to achieve results from 


which reliable data could be obtained 
more stones are required than I possess. 
If any of your readers are interested in 
this truly fascinating branch of mystic 
science I shall be happy to include a few 
large and flawless gems (sex immaterial) 
in the experiments upon which. I hope 
to engage, when I have completed the 
geological observations at present de- 
manding my whole attention. 


Salaries for Members. 

A niFFiouLTY has arisen in regard to 
the proposed payment of Members. It 
has been pointed out by a student of the 
speeches of Mr. LLOTD-Q-EORGEand others 
on Education, that, where grants axe 
made from public moneys, the Govern- 
ment must and shall exercise control over 
the expenditure of such grants. This 
reminder has created a very painful 
impression. 

A Holocaust of Olympians. 

“ During the shooting in the Gwalior 
State the Prince of Wales bagged nine 
tigers and three pantheons.” 

Western Maily Cardiff, 
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MiiCiCAi ^ magnificent ehecelure of terra cotta Bilger, wlio owns to being fifteen, is a 

IViUdlCAL. GU^ooir. 'W'ears a long black velvet frock- viobncellist of Trans-Caspian reputation, 

The debut of !SL\iiko Kuumeioff, the coat, violet accordion-pleated pantaloons and is able to cantiUate in no fewer than 
Bulgarian conductor, with his orchestra and a Puiple Emperor butterfly tie of fourteen languages, including Lithuanian, 
of seventy-five trained instrumentalists, gigantic dimensions. The wood wind, Pomeranian, and the Eomansch of the 
attracted a large and fashionalde by a happy device, are arrayed in Lin- Grodnerthal. B^anusch and Fritzi Bilger 
audience to the Euterpe Concert Hall coin-green doublets, the trumpeters in (twins), aged twelve and a half, have 
last Saturday night. In directing the scarlet zouave jackets — in short, ever}” achieved a unique position by their 
performance without a baton M. Kar.v- section of the orchestra is clad in an wonderful joint performance on the same 
meloff resembles other notable con- appropriate uniform. Thus, their per- instrument — the double-bass — which 
doctors of the day ; what honourably formance not only affords perfect relief recently led Signor BoIto to eulogize 
distinguishes him from his talented to the ear, it appeals irresistibly to the them in a witty letter beginning “ A 
confreres is that he has achieved such a eye as well. An especial interest, more- propos de Botteslni.'^ Parsifal Bilger, 
complete control over his men that they over, attaches to their visit, as it serves rising eleven, is a master of the Saxo- 
are able to dispense with instruments to illustrate in the most convincing way phone, and passing over Eugen Porpora, 
idtogether. The results achieved in- that conception of Greek “ orchesis ” so Eudoxia Ser.\phixa, and Max Gregoro- 
evitably foil somewhat short in actual eloquently described by Mrs. Marcelle witch (nine, eight, and six), who are all 
sonority of those with which ordinary Atrx Hincks in the current number of addicted to instruments of percussion, 
concert-goers are familiar, but so con- the Nineteenth Century, and fore- we may mention tliat the latest addition 


vincing is the panto- 
mime of the performers | 
that, w'ith the aid of a 
fuU analytical pro- 
gramme, the intelligent | 
amateur finds no diffi- , 
culty in following every ' 
bar of the music. ; 

j 

M. Kailvaieloff’s ges- j 
tures, moreover, are 1 
extraordinarily sugges- j 
tive in their picturesque 3-— 

intensity. Thus to in- interesting in- 
dicate a pianissimo he cite on the subject of 

crouches down on all ‘ singers 

fours ; when a passage Sjj ,/ recently been con- 

in contrary motion ducted by oiur contem- 

occurs he stands on his ^ ' pora^ The Lyre, which 

head; and at a 1 ^ ^ publishes in its current 

zando his whole frame j ^ issue replies from 

undergoes a convulsion || ^ several leading singers 

whi^ leaves nothing to j musicians. Per- 

SnSrt included the | - of Mr. Bcrhery * Quait- 

Kaisermarsch, ih.e over-! m , » took, the famous tenor, 

J . X T>- • xl... I HeSULT OF Tompkins S ATTEMPT TO create IX impression BY “VAULTIXQ LIGHTLY ’ <CT 1 

ture to Eienzi, the 1 the saddle” according to his riding instructions. ^ 

WaUiurenritt, and ; smg better than im- 

SiRAUfs's EeMenhben, and by the shadows the advent of that happy time mediately after a hearty meal of boiled 
unanimous testimony of those present a when all musical performances wiU rest, beef, suet dumplings, and marrowfat 
more picturesque and ^mnastic render- in their final appeal to the senses, on a peas ; but it is always dangerous to 
ing of these masterpieces was never correct application of the principles of generalise from individual cases.” 
given in London. One great advantage Jiu-jitsu. Madame Lorna Butler, the impressionist 

of the method of inaudible performance soprano, recommends a li^ht lunch of 

is so patent as hardly to desenj-e men- la no calling is hereditary talent so banana-fritters and lime-juice before an 
tion. It is that no constraint is put conspicuously displayed as in that of evening concert, and M. Hugo Mobella 
upon the exercise of the conversational music, and in no fanuly is this eharac- advocates port wine, diluted with soda- 
instinct amongst the audience, and on teristic more signally illustrated than in water, and helped down by cracknels. 
Saturday night the uninterrupted ripple that of Professor Bilger, the famous Mr. Plunkitt Bbown', the renowned 
of talk in the auditorium formed a most WaBachian composer, conductor, and Hibernian basso and banjoist, writes the 
charming obbligato accompaniment to pianist. Himself tlie son and grandson following characteristic letter ; “ Though 
the spirited contortions of the instru- of distin^ished musicians, he has trans- personally a follower of Dr. AsERiSETHy, 
mentalists. mitted his talent to a large and increasing I do not wish to impose my views on 

family. Boleslas Bilger, his eldest son, others. But there is no doubt that 

It remains to be added that M. Kara- who, only three seasons back, excited the golden sjTup is good for the cantabilc 
AiEioFF and his band are fuHy alive to raptures of the fashionable world as the style, that Ktiimnd. taken with oysters is 
the great additional attraction lent to infant Paderewski, has now devdoped dangerous, and that, in order to obtain 
music by the dress and hearing of its into a robust virtiAoao, with so magnificent perfect control of the high G, one should 
executants. M. Kabameloff, who is a ahass voice that he is serionsly thinking never ride a horse of less than sixteen 
man of colossal huild, and endowed with of taking to the operatic stage. Hunyadi hands.” 









we may mention tliat the latest addition 

to the family, the baby 

B^unnhilde Bilger, 
) unable to 

hH I« exhibits a marked 

mmlWmSiB preference for the music 
of Debussy over that of 

^ debwt, 'which is 

^ W'B' expected to take place 

•K in May, is looked for- 

*-0 keenest 

apprehension. 






Result of Tompkins’s attempt to create an impression by “vaulting lightly 
into the saddle” according to his biding instructions. 
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HOW TO BE AN AUTHOR. 

Mr. PcycH, having read the latest book on the way to 
for the Press, feels that there is at least one important smbjeet 
not properly explained therein : to wit, the Covering Lettesr. 
He therefore proceeds to supplement this and similar hooka . . . 

... It is, however, when your story is written that the 
difficulties begin. Having selected a suitable editor, yon send 
liim your contribution accompanied by a covering letter. 
The writing of this letter is the most important part of the 
whole business. One story, after all, is very much like another 
(in your case, probably, exactly like another), but you can at 
least in your covering letter show that you are a person of 



toiy, or Corruptive. I proceed to give examples of each. 

I. — The PLELmiNG Letter. 

199, Berkeley Square, W. 

Dear Mr. Editor, —I have a wife and seven starving children ; 
can you possibly help us by accepting this little story of only 
18,000 (eighteen thousand) words ? Not only would you be 
doing a work of charity to one who has sujBEered much, but you 
would also, I venture to say, be conferring a real benefit upon 
English literature — as I have already received the thanks of 
no fewer than thirty-three editors for having allowed them to 
peruse this manuscript. — ^Yours humbly. The MoHardv, 

P.S. — ^My youngest boy, aged three, pointed to his little 
sister’s Gazeka toy last night and cried “ De editor 1 ” These 
are literally the first words that have passed his lips for three 
days. Can you stand by and see the children starve? 

II. — ^The Peremptory Letter. 

Sir, — ^K indly publish at once and oblige 

Yours faithfully, , Eugeije HAcxEinciCK. 

P.S. — ^I shall be round at your office to-morrow about an 
advertisement for some 600 lb, bar-bells, and will look you up. 

ni. — ^Thb Corruptive Letter. 

Middlesex House, Park Lane, W. 

Dear Mr. Smith, — Can you come and dine with us quite in 
a friendly way on Thursday at eight? I want to introduce 
you to the Princess of Hoidwig-SohijOSSTeth and Mr. Aijfred 
Austin, who are so eager to meet you. Do you know I am 
really a little frightened at the thought of meeting such a 
famous editor ? Isn’t it silly of me ? 

Yours very sincerely, Emma Middlesex. 

P.S. — ^I wonder if you could find room in your splendid 
little paper for a silly story I am sending you. It would 
be such a surprise for the Duke’s birthday (on Monday). 

E. M. 

Before concluding the question of the covering letter I must 
mention the sad case of my friend Haixbut. Hallbut had a 
series of lithogi’aphed letters of all kinds, one of which he 
would endose with every story he sent out. On a certain 
occasion he wrote a problem story of the most advanced 
kind ; wliat, in fact, the reviewers call a “ strong ” story. 
In sending this to the editor of a famous magazine his 
secretary cardessly slipped in the wrong letter : 

“ Dear Mr. Editor,” it ran, “ I am trying to rite you a littel 
story, I do hope you will like my little storey, I want to tell you 
about my kanary and my pussy cat, it’s name is Peggy and it 
has seven kitens, have you any kitens, I wiU give you one if 
you print my story. Your loving little friend, Flossie. 

From the Report of a Hospital for paying patients : 

“All the food for the staff comes out of the Beds. Also brushes, 
lamp-glasses, and utonerous other sundries ’’ 

The Millennium, surely, when all things lie down with the 
lamb. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Hallam Murray’s High Road of Empire (John Murray) 
is dedicated to the Princess of Wales, and opportuudy 
appears at a time when H.R.H. and the Prince are visiting 
India. It is with that part of the vast Empire the handsome 
volurae chiefly deals. The route is familiar, having often 
beeaii written about. Mr. Murray brings to his task the rare 
oombifliation of qualities found in an artist who can write. 
He ]mk& upon the glowing colour of India with the eye of a 
paiaiteT, His story is illustrated by a number of charming 
sketehes, many in water-colour. To those who have never 
passed through India they bring home a keen sense of its 
beauty and antiquity. ’ Although on artistic mission bent, 
Mr. Murray was of business mind. Amid his rapture over 
the iaoomparahle Taj the instinct of the publisher asserts 
itself. "First of all,” he Tvrites, “I had to try and verify aU 
tlie Handbook statements and do what I could to put the 
descriptions straight.” “ The ’Ouse, what ’Oiise ? ” the 
cabman gi-owled when the new M.IP. loftily bade him 
drive to “The House.” No need to ask what Handbook'^ 
It is THE Handbook — ^Murray’s. 


Whov)rote '^BiUy^sWife^^f 
“ I,” said Luoas Cleevb ; 

“ You ’d hardly believe 

I eould write such a siUy book as Billy's Wife." 

Who ‘^lished Billy's Wife" ? 

“V said JomrLoNG; 

“ I suppose it was wrong — 

hut she ’d already written eleven other books ; and one might 
have expected something pretty good for the twelfth, parti- 
cularly when it had such a promising title as Billy's Wife" 

Who read '^Billy's Wife" 9 
“I,” groaned the reviewer 
(Temerarius puerl); 
^^IxeuiBiUy'sWife." 


From the house of A, & 0. Black, which sounds black 
enough, comes The Blackmore Country, by Mr. F. J. Snell, a 
volume to be caoried to Devonshire by pious readers of Loy^na 
Boone and Ghnstowell, Perlyeross and The Maid of Sker. 
R. D. Blackmore is not just now quite where he used to he 
in the matter of popularity, and perhaps this book may serve 
to revive his old vogue. We hope so, for Lorna Boone is 
still the best story of its kind. None the less, although Mr. 
Snell’s labours are interesting, we do not hold that a romance 
like that gains anything from a topographical gloss. “ Rend 
Lorna Boone first,” would be our advice; “ami al'ierwartU 
— ^please yourself.” 


No flowery tale is Hyacinth (E. Arnojd), and although 
The author’s name is Birmingham, the tale is not of Joe ; 

But those on whom The Seething Pot a lasting impress left 
Win hasten to procure it by purchase, loan or theft. 

For here the Irish problem in fiction’s pleasing guise 
With wit and sense and pathos is set before our eyes ; 

And whether ’tis amusement or facts you want to get 
You ’H find them both in Hyacinth for four-and-sixpence net. 


Suggested name for the Free Breakfast for School 
Children Bill. — The Alimentary Education Act. 


Q. Why has Mr. Tree recently dispensed with his body 
servant ? 

A. Because no man is a Nero to his valet. 
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A SOFT ANSWER. 

Papa literary, who has given orders he is not to he distundjed). “ WHO IS IT ? ” 
Little Daughter. “ Scarcely anybody, dear Papa ! ” 


CHARiVARIA. 

The Kaiser lias recently been at work 
on a canvas symbolic of the idea of a 
Happy ^Marriage. Tlie moral of the 
picture is, we understand, that Marriage 
is not so bad as it is painted. 


By-the-by, with reference to the state- 
ment that the Kaiser was kept weather- 
bound for an entire day at \Vi]helms- 
haven by a gale, we are requested to 
state that His Majesty was in mufti at 
the time. 


A great and much-needed access to 
the ranks of American comic writers is 
announced. A number of Transatlantic 
Vitterntcurs have agreed, at the instance 
of Mr. Carnegie, to publish books the 
contents of which shall be spelt phoneti- 
caUy. 

Honours come thick and fast to Mr. 
S^iRGENT. The other day he was invited 
to coiitril)ute Lis portrait t<» the Uffizi 
Ghdlery. Now a writer in The London 
Magazine declares that Sargent would 
seem to be the painter to whom the 
portrait work of Mr. Hal Hurst is most | 
closely allied. 

First it was the Tariff Reformers, and 
now it is Lord Milner ; and the nunour 
goes that it is the intention of members 
of the Liberal Party to propose a vote of 
censure on all persons whose political 
views differ from their own. 


The Daily MiiTor last week made 
Major-Genem Sir Alfred Turner sixy 
that Mr. Haldane’s “ proposed deforms ” 
were excellent. This was, of course, an 
inadvertence. 


Tlie Post Office is about to issue a 
book containing twelve penny stamps 
and twenty-three halfpenny stamps at 
the price of two shillings. It is hoped 
that, if this publication goes well, a 
popular edition at a shilling will be 
forthcoming. 

So few people make use of the 
Embankment that the Thames decided 
to do so last week- 


We have pleasure in recording the 
following interchange of badinage which 
delighted the Marylebone Police Court 
last week. “ Do you know' if it is right 
to summon us for tlie rates before they 
are due V ” a woman asked Mr. Piowden. 
“ No, I don’t know what is right in this 
world,” was the reply. Applicant : “Oh, 
you don’t ? ” Mr. I^wden : “ No.” \ye 
do not think that Mr. Pldwden was quite 
at his best in this second repartee. 


People are stiH talking of the recent 


terrible accident to an Exmyss which 
ran off the lines, and dashed into Lagos, 
Africa, instead of Lagos, Portugal. 


Meanwhile, by an act of rare considera- 
tion and magnanimity — ^for the Express 
is a Protectionist organ — ^the Government 
has promptly changed the name of the 
colony of Lagos to &)uthem Nigeria. 

The appearance of a new disease is 
chronicled. “On being medically ex- 
amined,” writes a correspondent to a 
contemporary, “ it was found that I was 
slightly flat-footed and short-sighted in 
one eye.” 

Many doctors, we hear, are now 
recommending smoking for ladies as an 
inexpensive substitute for a sea-voyage. 


Walxee Houck, aged sixteen, of New 
York, recently slept for seven days. His 
sleep seemed to be natural, and his 
hedtli excellent, and it is prophesied 
that the lad will become a great judge. 


The Census of the British Empire 
reveals the gratifying fact that every 
possible variety of fancy reli^on con- 
tinues to flourish under the British Flag, 
and that the King has no more loyal 
subjects tlian the Oalathumpians, the 
Hokes, the Millennial Dawnites, the 
Dippers, the Timkers, and even the 
Homerites. 

“ Dressmaking Season Begins” is the 
heading of a paragraph in a contem- 
porary. The poor husbands bad no 
idea that there was a close time. 
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THE TURNING OF THE MIDDLE-CLASS 
WORM. 

\The Daily Mail is tatinpr np tlie cause of tlie ** MSddle-Class Serf,” wlio 
is taxed and rated and bled bevond endurance “ in the interests of the 
ni05t pampered section of the community — the labouring man ” The 
Middle Classes, it seems, are now in revolt, and are forming a new 
political body on the lines of the Labour Party m order to obtain 
justice and recognition. It is to be known as “ The Thinking Party.”] 

What are these voices floating on the Springtide, 

Blent Trith the clank of chains. 

Poignant as when a sea-mew, with his wing tied, 

Frets for the ocean’s plains ; 

Xot loud and coarse, hut doleful, but adagio ^ 

As fits Refinement even in decay, 

There in its villa aptly styled ‘'Bellaggio,”’ 

Down Brixton way ? 

I know that cry, that stifled cry for freedom ! 

I know that weary wail ! 

It is the Middle Class with none to heed ’em, 

Except The Daily Mail ; 

It is the type of whom the word was written 
That proves the pen more potent than the sword . 

‘‘ These constitute the heart, the brains, of Britain, 

Its spinal cord.” 

The clerk, the journalist, the man of letters. 

Of medicine and the law' — 

They are condenmed to wear ignoble fetters, j 

Aid lie on planks and straw ; I 

Daintily bred, they have their bodies branded 
With marks that ought to make our bosoms boil ; 
They are the slaves of so-called homy-handed 
Scions of toil. 

Bled (to oblige his lord) of hard-won wages, 

The wretched drudge provides 
Free schools and meals, free baths and free old-ages, 
And Lord knows what besides ; 

Until a brain of once superb dimensions 
At last collapses, and the poor dull slave 
Gets, while his tyrants pouch their annual pensions, | 
A pauper’s grave ! 

England, he warned ! The time for patience passes ; 

You are more near the eve 
Of a revolt among the Middle Classes 
Than you perhaps believe ; 

Worn to a thread by Labour’s licensed plunder 
Of what poor desultory pay they earn, 

Can anybody reasonably wonder 
These worms should turn ? 

We can but dimly guess what that contortion 
Will in effect he like, 

For none has ever seen the brainy portion I 

Of England go on strike ; 

Tills much is sure — or I Ve miscalculated — 

It will recall Athena’s maiden rSle, 

Wlien she debouched, in armour fuUy plated, 

From 2feus’8 poll. 

Figure the portent ! Let there he no blinking 
The dread results to he 

When all our Thinking Classes give up thinking 
And strike for Liberty I 
The public might endure its straitened lot if 
Most other hives of thought should cease to hum, 
But what— 0 hideous apprehension ! — ^what if 
The Press went dumb ! . 0. S. 


TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF WIT. 

I H.\D heard so much ever since I can remember — and I had 
read so much continually in The Daily Ghronicle, — of the ready 
wit of the London omnibus driver, that, when the fine weather 
came the other day and I felt lazy, I determined to hear some 
of it for myself. The time seemed peculiarly propitious, for 
the sun shone, and every hour or so a new motor-bus was 
being projected into the streets of London to add to the con- 
fusion of traffic and intensify the sardonic nature of tlie old 
drivers. So I took a front seat beside a driver with a scornful 
mouth and a twinkling eye, and waited ; first, however, care- 
fully fastening the waterproof apron to the pegs on each side 
of me, because I remembered so many anecdotes in which 
repartees had caused the hearers to “ nearly fall off the bus ” 
in their mirth as they “ thought they would have died.” 

An opportun ity came at once. At the Albeit Gate there was 
the usual block, in which a cabman edged his c<ih so near our 
off horse that the shaft touched it. It is the kind of thing that, 
in the stories of bus drivers’ wit that men tell you, invariably 
leads to retorts tliat made them “ nearly die of laughing.” So 
I was full of confident expectation. But in vain. “Why 
don’t yer bring out your old woman to drive for yer ? ” was aU 
he said. This did not seem to me to he funny ; but I must 
confess that I was alone in that opinion. The rest of the 
people on the bus thought it excellent, and I heard one young 
woman behind me repeating to her friend ; “ Did you hear what 
he said ? He asked that cabman why he didn’t bring out his 
old woman to drive for him. They ’re so quick, these drivers.” 

We passed on and had more luck. We came to a motor-bus 
that had broken down — an “Ariel,” I think it was. “ Now,” 
thought I, holding tight to the sides, “ now ! ” The 
driver looked round and collected the passengers’ atten- 
tion. Then he called out to the chauffeur, with an air of 
secure triumph, “ Why don’t you sit on ’is ’ead ? ” Every- 
one laughed ; everyone except one who had come out expect- 
ing too much. 

I sat on lhat bus all the way to Charing Cross, and twice 
more the driver asked cabmen why they had not brought out 
their old women to drive for them, 'and once he asked it of a 
coachman and once of a carter; and once more he told a 
chauffeur to sit on the motor’s head, and once he asked the 
conductor of a motor-bus for a drop of oil for mercy’s sake. 
I confess to smiling at the last appeal, ^hich, for the moment, 
was new to me ; the rest of the passengers “ nearly died.” 

At Charing Cross I changed to the front seat of another bus 
whose driver also looked promising, and returned to Kensing- 
ton. This is tlie record of the lide’s intellectual activity. Half- 
way up lower Regent Street a waggon in front “ bored ” a 
little, and the driver was asked why he had not brought out 
his old woman to take his place. As we waited in Piccadilly 
a Fulham motor-bus was just in front, and the conductor was 
asked to spare a drop of oil for mercy’s sake. Opposite the 
Naval and Military Club a cabman was asked why he hadn’t 
brought out his old woman to driv (5 for him. Opposite the 
Lyceum Club tlie chauffeur of a motor-bus which had gone 
wrong was told to sit on its head. By Knigh tshridge Barracks 
a Carter Paterson driver was asked why he hadn’t brought out 
his old woman to drive for him, and again by the Albert Hall 
the question was put to a coadiman ^vith a rather mischievous 
pair of bays. That was the lot ; and once again I must confess 
that I was alone in not being able to laugh and enjoy these 
sallies. Everyone else was delighted, and doubtless carried 
home spicy stories of the day’s wit. 

And that bus drivers are original and witty will, I suppose, 
continue to he alleged as long as bus drivers exist ; which will 
not be very long if the motor-buses multiply at their present 
rate. Whether the chauffeur is to be ciidited also with 
powers of repartee remains to he seen. He seems so f^ to 
have no time for frivolity. 
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SMALL PROFITS, QUICK RETURNS. 

London Cabby. “WOT WITH THESE ’ERE MOTOR BUSES AN’ TUBES AN’ ALL, 
KNOW WOT THE KEB BUSINESS IS A COMIN’ TO!’’ 

French Cooker. “DO AS I’VE DONE, MON VIEOX. TRY CHEAP FARES AND TJ. 
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HOW TO LIVE CHEAPLY. 

Hints to Peers with less than £50,000 a 
Year. 

(Coniinuation uf llte Daily Express” Series) 
Rigid economy will be necessary for 
young couples marrying on less than 
£50,000 a year, if they wish to avoid the 
manufacturers seizing the furniture 
purchased on the instalment system. 
Dressing allowance must be rigidly re- 
duced to £800 a year each, and at the 
outside four chauffeurs only retained. 

Far the best system of saving money 
is by cutting down expenses. Give up 
the house in Park Lane, and take one in 
some cheaper part, such as Great Cum- 
berland Place or Grosvenor Gardens. 
Dismiss aU your servants except twenty ; 
with a little self-denial the young wife 
should be able to do the rest of the 
house-work herself. Cost of firing may 
be reduced by using •electric fires, while 
bus-fares may be eliminated by only 
riding in your motor. 

Your income may be increased in your 
spare time by acting as company director, 
playing Bridge and Baccarat and attend- 


ing horse races, or you might borrow I 
money all round and then go bankrupt. 
When taking a special train travel by 
first-class carriage instead of Pullman 
car, and giv^e up one of your steam 
yachts. Share deer forest and grouse 
moor with another, and take American 
millionaire as paying guest at a hundred 
i guineas a day. 

Answers to Correspondents^ 

“ Desperate ” (Berkeley Square). — You 
say your income is only two thousand a 
week, and you have a wife and three 
children depending on you. Join a 
burial club. Give up most of your viUas 
on the Riviera. Tell me how you get on. 

“I. O.U.” (Carlton Hotel).— (1) Re- 
coverable in the County Court. (2) 
Y"our expenditure on macintoshes and 
lucifer matches is too high. (3) Stop 
entertaining Royalty. 

“Generous” fV^te’s Club). — Cut 
down your charities at once. Revise 
your wife’s dress allowance, and take 
yonr boys from Eton and Oxford. Stop 
pensions to retired servants. 

“Hire System” (Royal Yacht Squad- 


ron).— Your estimate of £5,0P0 for the 
fitting of your yacht’s dining saloon 
seems reasonable enough. Perhaps 
55. 8d. for the coal-box looks rather 
high, but coal-boxes have been excep- 
tion£^y dear this season. 

A Novel Turn. 

A MAN charged with picking pockets 
at the Marylehone Police Court the 
other day seems to have enjoyed excep- 
tional ‘facilities for the carrying on of 
his vocation. The evidence, according 
to The Daily Mail, showed that “at 
one time he had the appearance of a 
gentleman, wearing kid gloves. Then 
he would suddenly turn into a doorway,^^ < 
A very clever disguise, which might 
have deceived anybody except a British 
constable. 

A Pretty Compliment. 

The Nevxuzstle Daily Gkronide says of 
Mr. George Robey that “ he never sings 
a song until everybody has grown sick 
and tired of it, and consequently [his 
turn is always fresh and always funny.” 
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OUR SHORT STORY. 

[One of these will appear every week 
until fuiiher notice . — ^Author. 

I regret to announce that with this 
nuniber our weekly Short Stories will 
cease . — Editor.] 

I. 

Though Millicent Somkrs was tlie 
beUe of the town, she looted the picture 
of woe as she dropped lier shapely head 
upon her hands, and gazed up at the 
French painted ceiling with a sigh of 
utter and hopeless despair. 

[Editor. 1 mpossihle. 

Author. Hang //:, thin h <i 

What is it, Milly dear ? ” ashed her 
aunt, Lady Mackenzie. ‘‘ Come, my 
love, tell me all your trouble,” and the 
good woman moved across to the sofa 
where her beautiful niece was sitting. 

“ Oh aunt,” said Milltcent, "I am so 
unhappy.” 

“Had you not better tell me all?” 
said her aunt again. 

[Editor. I caimot understand a woman 
like Lady IVIackenzie. 

Author. Tl ait.] 

Milly put her arm round Lady Mac- 
kenzie’s waist, and unburdened herself 
to her aunt (with whom she was stay- 
ing for a few weeks at her house, Calcot 
Towers, in Sussex). 

“It’s about Jack,” she said. “He 
has been untrue to me.” 

“ Impossible,” said Lady M.vckenzie ; 
for handsome Jack Staunton was a great 
friend of hers, and nobody had been 
more pleased than Lady Mackenzie when 
his engagement to Millicent had been 
announced. 

“ Alas,” said Milly, “ there can be no 
doubt about it. Lord Steeple told me 
that he had overheard Mr. Staunton say- 
ing that he was already secretly married 
to a Miss Hedingham.” 

“And what explanation has Jack to 
give on the subject? ” asked Lady Mac- 
kenzie, drawing in the ends of her mouth 
and pouting her lips, as she always did 
when vexed. 

[Editor. Lady Mackenzie was a re- 
markable woinaiiy was she not 9 

Author. Vei^j. Her husband was the 
Earl of 

Editor. Quite so.'] 

“ I have not asked him to give one,” 
said Milly. “ I would not demean my- 
self by talking to a man who could 
behave so unfaithfully.” 

[Editor. Was Milly quite right ? 

Author. You forget. She is the 
heroine of Our Short Story. What 
else could she do 9] 

“ My dear,” said her aunt. Lady Mac- 
kenzie, “Lord Steeple is] misinformed. 
Jack has always loved you. He has 


never had anything to do with Miss 
Hedingham.” 

“ Oh aunt 1 ” cried the beautiful girl. 
“ How happy you liave made me ! ” And 
she threw her arms round her aunt’s 
neck, and kissed her. 

“ Dear, dear,” said hex aunt jokingly, 
“yon would make Master Jack jealous 
if lie could see you now. I shall have 
him challenging me to a duel.” 

Milly laughed happily. 

[Editor. I beg your pardoji Jor Inter- 
rupting again, but I don't quite under- 
stand. Why did Milly laugh 9 











''ll:!'*- 


PORTRAIT OF THE MONTH. 

The March H\re. 

Author. Well, it was rather funny of 
Lady Mackenzie, was it not 9 

Editor. Oh. 

Author. Yon don't think so 9 Surdy 
common politeness, anyhow, would prompt 
a laugh ? 

Editor. I see. Tt was the happily” 
that put me off.] 


- Now Lord Steeple had made up this 
wicked story about handsome Jack’s 
marriage, in order to alienate Millicent’s 
affections ; with whom he declared him- 
self to he in love — though, to disclose 
a secret 

[Editor. Let me guess: He wanted 
her for hbr money 9 
Author. I say, how did you know 9] 


lijQ only wooed her because sbe was 

the heiress' to Lady Mackenzie’s large 
fortune. 

[FIditor. I uish to apologise for my 
interruption at the end of the last section. 
1 might have known it was that.] 

As we have seen, his plot was success- 
ful, and for a time at least Jack was 
alienated from Milly. Now (alas! for 
Lord Steeple) they were lovers again. 

“ What can I do,” he soliloqidsed one 
day in his beautiful park on the borders 
of Kent and Surrey, “ what can I do to 
alienate 

[Author. I say, how do you like 
“ alienate ” 9] 

Editor. I like it very much. Please 
go OR.] 

— to alienate 

[Editor. Do get on. This is simply 
bymthless. I can hardly hold myself 
in.] 

to alienate her affections from that 

young bounder Staunton ? ” 

At that moment whom should he 
meet, to his great surprise, but Millicent 
herself ! 

[Editor. I wasn't a bit stn^pnaed. 

Author. But then you 're so clever.] 

After the usual interchange of cour- 
tesies, he took off his hat and said in a 
low voice, “ Miss So^iers, prepare your- 
self for a shock. Jack Staunton died 
suddenly this morning.” 

Milly shrieked and stepped back in 
borror. I’hen, before Lord Steeple could 
move to her aid, she liad fallen in a 
swoon at his feet .... 

[Editor. We have asteAsks too in the 
office. Or do you prefer dots 9 

Author. Don't. I ’m going to stait a 
new section.] 

III. 

One day in early summer, when the 
roses 

[Editor. Look here, I'm rather off 
roses just now. Let 's get on to Millicent. 

Author. You're so impatient. I teas 
just coming to her. 

Editor. Good. You see, we have a 
man already who does “ Country Notes ” 

/07’ tts.] 

. . . walked the beautiful Millicent. 
Suddenly her heart stopped beating, 
the blood fled from her face, for there, 
in front of her, was coming Jack 
Staunton 1 

[Editor. I thought Jack was dead. 

Author. So did Milly.] 

“Jack,” she cried, “they told me you 
were dead I ” 

“ Whoever told you that— lied,” said 
Jack, impressively. “Then that was 
why you did not write to me ? ” 
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“L)r<l SiF.i:riJ: tol<l me you were 
<lead;’ 

“All I'' Paid Jack. ‘*1 see that I 
must talk to that gentleman,” and lie 
felt the muscle of his foreann with a 
grim smile. “ When Lord Srr.EPLE and 
I meet ” He stopped suddenly. 

'^Ediior. I"m sori% hu^. you had 
better, too. 

Author. Pleaae ! I 'm at the end.] 

“ Milly/’ he cried, “ but you do love 
me — you won’t doubt me again ? ” 

Jack ! ” 

He took her in his arms. 

“ At last ! ” he cried. 

‘‘ At last ! ” cooed Mtlly. 

[At last /—-Editor.] 


A SOXCr OF ILYICH. 

0 EARLY March was early May. 

Soft was the air and bhmd ; 

The sun diffused a constant ray. 

And everything combined to say 
That Spring was close at hand. 

Nature forsook her winter sleep , 

And through the rustling wco 1 
The little birds began to cheep ; 

And oh, to see the lambkins leap 
Did one a power of good. 

The early flower came bravely out ; 

In buds of tenderest green 
The cryptogam did newly sprout ; 

The orchard blossom looked about 
ITie best I h e ever seen. 

So all the land put off the sere, 

And filled the day with song : 

“ The air is warm, the skies are clear. 
Now welcome life, and love, and cheer. 
For Spring is here — for Spring is here ! ” 
And all the knd was wrong. 


There came a change — ’tis ever so— 
First it began to rain, 

And then to freeze, and then to blow ; 
And after that we had some snow ; 

And tlien it blew again. 

Nipped was the budding ciyptogam ; 

Nipped were the early flowers ; 

The bird w^as mute, and every lamb 
Relieved his feelings with a dam ; 

The blossom fell in showers. 

I care not, though the worst befall 
The green thing or the brute ; 
Though they be damaged past recall, 

I should not weep. But, dash it all ! 

I ’m troubled for the fruit ! 

Dum-Dum. 

From The Irish Tvms : 

“ Cook (good) 19 ; 2 years in present place ; 
leaving through no &ult ; would take hotel.” 

This sounds a little like kleptomania, 
always an excusable vice. 



j 


CjjeUst very sorry to blear about your husband, Mas. (Trver. It's double 

PKEUHONIA, lou sat?” 

Mrs. Carver. “Yes, Mum. You see, he had a DREADtur, cold, and wouid go doing a bit 

o’ GARDENING ; AND INSTEAD OF COMING HOME TO DINNER, FEELING A BIT BAD LIKE, HE LAY DOWN 
IN THE WOOD-SHED, AND THAT’s WSBBB EE DOUBLED TTC' 


A TRIBUTE TO “THE TRIBUNE.” 

De.\r Mr. Pukch,— I recently read an slee 
account of a young New Zealander who time 
was walking round the world for a sear 
wager and, being short of clothes and witl 
money, contrived a suitable and sufficient B 
covering out of four copies of The T)il 
Wellington Post and a packet of pins, witl 
May I, in case he should find himself reqi 
in a similar predicament in this country’’, days 
earnestly recommend to his notice the of i1 
claims of our only Penny London Liberal for i 
Morning Paper ? ^ dam 

I liave taken The I'rihune ever since (the 
it has been in existence, and I speak 
from daily experience of its strength 
and efficiency ; in fact I cannot imagine 
how I ever got through my busy 
mornings without it. Being broader, 
in comparison to its length, than are Ti 
its contemporaries, it lends itsdf ad- tone 
mirably to the duplication of tissue- engi 


I pmper blouse patterns, and will actually 
take the whole length of a Directoire 
sleeve without a join, and at the same 
time it is so tough in texture that 
seams will hold together w’hen pinned 
without tearing through. 

Being practically dust-proof also, The 
Tribune enjoys an equal popularity 
with my maids, and it is much in 
request for curtain-hags on cleaning 
days, while the artistic colour scheme 
of its posters gave me an excellent idea 
for a green and white accordion-pleated 
dancing skirt for my second little girl j 
(the fair-haired one— like me). 

Yours, Home DBEssarAKER. 

BRIGAKD KIDNAPS A LADY 
(From onr oven Corrcsyondeitt) 

Daily MaU:' 

Tms has just that intimate personal 
touch that makes the ^d. papers so 
engrossing. 
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LIFE'S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 

The Dedication. 

I. 

AZr. Launcelot Wyke Mister, of ''The 
Ih'yads,*^ Worthing, to Dj\ TV". Porter 
Boddy, Mereham, Xorfolk, 

Deae Dk. Roddy, — am just collecting 
together in one volume all my fugitive 
poetry of the past nine years, since the 
publication of my Death of Noah, and 
other Poems, and it would give me great 
pleasm*e to dedicate the book to you, not 
only as some recognition of your industrj- 
as an antiquary, but also as an acknow- 
ledgment of the great skiU which you 
displayed dm-ing my long and very 
severe illness last summer, from which 
I am now happily recovered, save for an 
increased tendency to hike cold. 

Believe me, deai* Doctor, 

Yours very truly, 
Launcelot Wyke Mister. 

ir. 

Di\ Boddy to Mr, Mister, 

My dear Mr. Mister, — Your letter, 
widi its flattering offer, does me too 
much honour. The archaeologist quickly 
gets into the habit of not looking for 
recognition or reward. Perhaps, as 
antiquity has worked for him, it is only 
right that he should work for posterity. 
Hence, although such coups as I may 
have brought off in the fields of archae- 
ology and lolk-lore have been commemo- 
rated in the local press and in the 
minutes of our Society, the wider world 
taows almost nothing of me. The dedica- 
tion page of your volume will be the first 
intimation of my name and career to a 
large portion of the English-speaking 
community. I thank you very heartily 
for your courtesy. Perhaps you will let 
me have a notion of the form which the 
dedication will take. As for your ten- 
dency to catch cold, of which I am very 
sorry to hear, I would recommend the 
adoption of an abdominal belt, often a 
sure precautionary measure. 

Believe me, my dear Sir, 

Yours very tnJy, 

W. Porter Roddy. 


Mr. Mister to Dr, Boddy, 

Dear Dr. Roddy, — It gratifies me 
extremely to find that you will allow 
your name to honour my poor bantling. 
The dedication will nm thus : — 

To W. Porter Roddy,- M.D. 
the modem Galen to whom the author 
owes his life, recently jeopardised on 
a visit to the East Coast by a severe 
attack of rheumatoid arthritis, and the 
modem Oldbuok to whose imaginative 
kbour and inde&tigable researches 
into the storied past the townspeople 
of Mereham and the inhabitants of 


East Norfolk generally owe so much, 
this volume is, with respect and admi- 
ration, dedicated. 

I think tliat that expresses the case 
1 very clearly and, if I may say so, with a 
• pleasant allusiveness, and I feel sure that 
you will agree with me. I am ordering 
an abdominal belt. 

Believe me, dear Doctor, 

Yours very truly, 
Launcelot Wyee Mister. 
P.S. — I re-open this to say that I have 
suddenly become the victim of a most 
curious and, to me, alarming singing in 
the ears, so loud that I can hardly hear 
anything that is going on. L. W. M. 

IV. 

Dr. Boddy to Mr, Mister. 

Dear Mr. Mister, — ^The wording of the 
dedication is very flattering, and I am so 
much honoured by it tliat I hesitate to 
utter a syllable of criticism ; hut since 
you have been so kind I am emboldened 
to suggest that a more suitable pre- 
decessor than Oldbuek might be found. 
For two reasons : (1) he was a character 
not in real life but in fiction, in a novel 
by Sir W.iLTER Soott, and Gaien being a 
real man I would suggest, with aU 
deference, that whatever antiquary you 
choose should be r^ too; and (2) if by 
any typographical disaster, such as are, 
unhappil}^ only too frequent in our local 
Press, a line of cleavage were to inter- 
vene between the first and second sylla- 
bles of Oldbueh, the reference to me 
would become instantly not respectful as 
you so kindly desire, but grotesque. I 
trust I make myself dear, I would 
suggest the substitute of some such 
name as Aubrey or Leland. 

The singing in the ears has probably 
passed away by this time ; but if it has 
not I should take a tonic. Weston’s 
syrup might be useful, and it is easily 
obtained of any chanist. Believe me, 
yours very truly, W. Porter Roddy. 

V. 

Mr. Mister to Di\ Boddy. 

Dear Dr. Roddy, — I am sorry that 
you take exception to my dedication, 
which was, I assure you, not idly thrown 
off, but represents the work of some 
hours of ^ thought. Your objection to 
Oldbuek illustrates once again the im- 
possibility of reconciling science with 
poetry. I, a poet, wishing my dedica- 
tion to be in keeping with my book, 
choose deliberately a figure of the 
imagination from the greatest of all 
modern novelists (whom you do not, 

I fear, sufficiently esteem). You, being 
a man of science, require me to substi- 
I tute the name of some fusty old book- 
worm and tombstone-sexaper from real 
life. Few people give way to criticism 
so readily as I, but in this case I really 
must be firm. 


The singing in the head, which yon 
treat so lightly, still continues to cause 
me the gi*avest concern. I have taken 
two doses of the syrup without any 
relief. Believe me, yours truly, 

Launcelot Wyke Mister. 

VI. 

Dr. Boddy to Mr. Mister. 

Dear Mr. Mister, — am sorry that we 
cannot see eye to eye in this matter. I 
have taken the liberty of submitting 
your dedication to several of my friends, 
including the Vicar, an exceptionally 
gifted man, and the Curator of the 
Museum, whose memoir on bees is a 
standard work, and all agree with me 
that a suggestion of not precisely frivolity 
but want of tbe highest seriousness is 
imparted by the reference to Jonathan 
Oldbuek. The Vicar is also of opinion 
that it is, perhaps, nndei-stating tbe case 
to limit my reputation, as you do, to 
East Norfolk, since I have several times 
contributed to Notes and Queries. I 
liave, however, done with criticism, and 
beg to repeat my thanks to you for your 
kindness. 

A tonic requires time to do its work. 
Tv^o doses could not effect any material 
improvement. Tbe singing is probably 
over by now. Believe me. 

Yours very truly, 

W. Porter Roddy. 

VII. 

Mr. Mister to Dr. Boddy. 

Dear Dr. Roddy, — ^lamhorrified tolearn 
that you have committed the solecism — 
the unpardonable solecism — of showing 
my dedication to strangers. Were you 
more conversant with Qie laws, written 
or unwritten, of authorship, you would 
know that this is never done ; that every- 
thing is avoided that can take the fine 
edge of novelty from a new hook. The' 
incident has completely disheartened me, 
and I am quite incapable of attending 
any further to the dedication. 

To add to it the singing in my ears 

increases. Believe me, 

Yours faithfully, 

Lvunoelot Wyke Mister. 
vni. 

Dr. Boddy to Mr. Mister. 

Dear Mr. Mister, — am extremely 
soiTy ; but my friends read the dedica- 
tion in strictest confidence, and I was 
quite unaware that I was offending. 
Perhaps the matter had better drop alto- 
gether. You will have, I am sure, no 
difficulty in finding a worthier and less 
critical object to whom to offer your 
volume. Believe me, 

Yours very truly, 

W. Porter Roddy. 

IX. 

Mr. Mister to the Bishop of Caster. 

My Lord, — I am just collecting to- 
gether in one volume all my fugitive 





poetry of the past nine years, — since, in 
fact, the publication of nay Death of 
Noah, and other Poems , — and it would 
give me great pleasure and confer a 
high distinction upon the book, if I 
might be permitted to dedicate it to you, 
not only to 'mark your interest in poetry, 
but al^ from personal gratitude for 
benefits received from your Xenten 
sermons last year, which I attended with 
my wife, and which we still vividly 
remember. 

Believe me, my lord, 

Your obedient servant, 

Latocelot Wise Mister. 


llic Per. Cipnl Blood (Private Seercta)*y 
to the Bishop of Gastev) to Mr. Mister. 

Dear Sir, — am instructed by the 
Bishop to say that he will be pleased to 


accept the dedication to which you refer; 
but tliat if you propose to make it a 
lengthy one he must insist on seeing a 
proof. I am, Yours faithfully, 

CiRiL Blood. 


“I MUST LEARN SPANISH ONE 
OF THESE DAYS.”--Browxi^^g. 

The statement that in view of the 
Spanish marriage the mantilla is to be 
worn in England during the coming 
season, has served to call attention to 
other movements incidental to the boom 
in things Spanish. 

The Society game that will be played 
everywhere will, we hear, be the old 
Nursery favourite, “My father’s just 
come home from Spain.” 

The President of the Local Govern- 


ment Board has requested that he shall 
in future be addressed as Don Burns. 

Ml*. S. R. Crockett’s novel for the 
week ending March 24: will have Spain 
for its background. 

A round of the West-End restaurants 
reveals the fact that unprecedentedly 
large orders have been issued for Spani^ 
onions. 

It is amiounced that the efligy of 
Drake will be burnt by Mr. W. T. Stead 
and a party of friends on a date to be 
made Imowii shortly. 

Notice. 

In self-defence Mr. Punch begs to 
state that any further references to' 
King Alfonso’s favourite instrument j 
as the Consort Ena wiD. be treiited with' 
the contempt which they deserve. 
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PARLIAMENTARY APPETITES. 


A MEjrBER of the Kitchen Committee 
of the House of Commons has recently 
imparted to Hie Daily Mail some in- 
teresting information as to the diet of 
the new Parliament. He notes that the 
consumption of wine has gone down 
one-half, that new Members are either 
taking temperance drinks or beer, and 
that they eat double the amount of food. 

Carrying this investigation a few steps 
further, one of Mr, Punch's young men 
ha? been enabled to supplement the 
foregoing by some further interesting 
facts. 

“Who are your most intemperate 
customers ? ” 

“ WeU, that is rather a leading ques- 
tion, but in regard to the constimption 
of non-aloohoEc drinks Sir W'liiFRin 
Lawsoh stands easily first. Indeed, I 
have known him take as many as nine- 
teen barley-and-waters during an all- 
■night i^ittihg.” 

“■I suppose that certain Members -have 
peculiar tastes ? ” 

“ Yes, but fortunately it ,is not diffi- 
cult to gratify these idiosyncrasies. Ths 


strange tiling, however, is that in some 
cases they hke the exact contrary of 
what you might naturally expect. Thus 
Major Seely will only touch China tea, 
and ’the few Orangemen in the House 
are all addicted to lemon squash. On 
the other hand, Lord Percy has a great 
weakness for Turkish Delight, and Mr. 
Herbert Paul frequently dines off a 
j>uree of chestnuts.” 

“ Then the v^etarian craze has laid 
hold of our legislators ” ? 

“Oh, yes. FuUy one third of the 
new Members abstain from flesh foods, 
and of those the majority are followers 
of Dr. Haig. In consequence the demand 
for cheese, fruit, and huts has gone up 
by leaps and bounds, milk is drunk by 
the hogshead, and pyramids of stewed 
prunes vanish before the onslaught of 
the new Parliamentarians.” 

“ Have you been able to establish any 
general connection between the different 
parties in the House and the diet they 
affect?” ' ' 

“ Well, it Is perhaps rash to be too 
specific, but I may say that the members 
of the L.C.C., as the result, no doubt, 
of their visit to Paris, are the most festi- 


dious feeders, that the Irish Members 
are most addicted to greens, that the 
Balfourites have the sm^est appetites, 
and the University representatives are 
most partial to' Butcher’s meat.” 


‘‘Experience to 'make me sad.” 

“Gardener seeks situation, age 26; ex- 
perienced inside and out.” 

Somerset County Gazette. 

We recommend the gardener with the 
experienced inside to apply for the post 
of Lapper that was mentioned in the 
last nuinber of Punch. Or he might 
obtain a, place with the Swiss Family 
Robinson when the Monkey dies (as he 
must soon). It is absurd for him to 
insist on being a gardener. 


Forewarned. 

The Daily Dispatch announces : 
“Russia is carrying out surveys for a 
Black Sea to the Baltic canal. Twenty 
thousand pounds has been voted for 
preliminaiy inquiries.” We do ndf know 
what the idea is, hut should not the 
South or some other cone be hoisted at 
all fishing ports ? 
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THE BITTEE CEY OF THE HEAYY-WEIGHT. 

C.-B. “HERE, I SAY! YOU’RE Hin’lNa ME BELOW THE BELT!” 

A. B. “WELL, I’M HITTING YOU AS HIGH AS I CAN REACH!” 

‘ We have a great majority The first thing we have got to do i^ to get fair play for it, and that fair play it has not at the present 

moment .” — Sir Henry Camphell-Bannerman^a Speech at the Reform Cluhj March 13 ] 








HAMLET AGAIN; OR, THE FISCAL “MOUSE-TRAP.” 

The King (sotto voce), ** Do you know, my dear, it ’s jubt occurred to me tliat tliis elaborately stagey and somewhat melodramatic per- 
formance was intended in some hazy way to inconvenience us ! 1 I fancy I detect obliq^ue allusions to oui* ‘ past, ’ and Hamlet ’s rather^ 5 
obtrusive air of watchful expectancy would seem to point to something of the kind I ” 

The Queen. “ No ’ ! What fun I How disappointed he must be ! Why it 's been a most enjoyable evening ! ” 

House of Commons, Monday, Mar. 12 . — Don Jose with, the orchiid of quenchless j his hands and in broken voice uttering 
There is one thing Prince Arthur can't hope in his buttonhole. On his right | his lament. 

abear. It is ambiguity. George WTNDHiir, one of the few sur- ’ “ Do Ministers deliberately think they 

Back to-day to old familiar scene ; vivors of the cataclysm of January, j have a better chance of passing this 
much battered by the way. When, just Behind, some four score of the throng j resolution in its ambiguous than in its 
seven months ago, he walked forth, who a year ago were wont to welcome j unambiguous form?” he waded. “I 
Prorogation accomplished, he was still his presence with jubilant cheer. cannot beheve that they_ would delibe- 

master of legions ; looked forward with These things, slings and arrows of | rately prefer an ambiguous to an 

gay confidence to another Session which outrageous fortune, hard to bear. He | unambiguous discussion. If true, it 

should see accomplished the beneficent confronts them with gallant heart and ' would be discreditable in the highest 

work of Redistribution. He comes back gay smile. When, however, it comes to I degree.” 

to find the contemned O.-B. on the Ti'ea- C.-B. declining to define his view of Flippant majority broke in with roar 
suiy Bench, Leader of a host compared Protection, taking refuge behind the of ironical cheers, varied by a shout of 


with which his own long-dominant ma- ambimities of carefully framed resolu- laugnier. oianaing quieu periorce, 
jority was a feeble force. For himself tion, he breaks down. Prince ^thub's eye rested wistfuRy on 

there is plenty of room on the Front A House thronged from floor to top- the stationery box. Here were quires of 
Opposition Bench where he sits bravely most seat of Strangers’ Grallery, looks note-paper. If C.-B. would only take 
smiling, mddy with his country holiday, upon pathetic scene. At one side of the half a sheet and write out the meaning 
but hair, alack 1 growing woefully scant, Table O.-B., stolid, silent, unrepentant, of the resolution moved by KrrsoN with 
grievoudy gr^. On £s left hand is At the other Prince Arthur, wringing his sanction all would be wdl. 


laughter. Standing quiet perforce, 
Prince Arthur's eye rested wistfully on ' 
the stationery box. Here were quires of 
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Two OF A TltADE. 

Paul (of Corpm) to Smith (of WadJiam). “ Look here, young man ! I can’t liave this ; you ’re 
putting in too many epigrams to the square inch ; I shall have to bring it before the ‘ Union ’ ! ” 
(Mr. H-rb-rt P-1 and lifr. F. E. Sui-th ) 


Doy Jos£ followed on same line, to 
gaping wonder of new Memters. Tliey 
had gathered in eager anticipation of 
hearing Prince Arthcr define his posi- 
tion on Fiscal question in the altered 
circnmstances of to-day. To that end 
C.-B., ever ready to oblige, framed a 
resolution declaring that, since at the 
General Election the people of the 
United Kingdom demonstrated unquali- 
fied fidelity to, the principles of Free 
Trade, the House deems it right to 
record its determination to resist any 
proposal to create a system of Protection. 
It had been moved and seconded. Now 
was Prince Arthur’s opportunity. When 
he rose the crowded audience settled 
down in anticipation of the pleasing 
prospect of seeing him wriggle in a 
corner. And here he was talking for 
an hour, saying not a word about his 
own views and position on the Fiscal 
Question, but bewailing O.-B.’s sinful 
ambiguity, beseeching him to stand u]) 
like a man and say plainly what he 
meant. 

Such turning of the tables finds its 
nearest parallel in the imaginary case of 
a prisoner in the dock addressing a 
moral lecture to Judge on Bench. Dcjn 
Jose, equally son-owing over delinquen- 
cies on Treasury Bench, more actively 
resentful, moved adjournment of debate. 

“ Enough of this foolery,” cried C.-B. 
“ Put your amendment and let us get to 
business.” The majority gnashed their 
teeth in impotent rage. They had come 
to shear ; every prospect of their going 
away shorn. Close upon dinner hour 
before division concluded. Here was 
morning sitting frittered away. Prince 
Arthur and Don Jos^ had both spoken 
at length and had said not a word, 
compromising or otherwise, on their 


relative or individual position on Fiscal 
Question. New Members begin to think 
House of Commons is even a queerer 
place than they had suspected. 

B2isiness done . — ^Prince Arthur and 
Don Jos6, solemnly arraigned on charge 
of Protection heresy, decline to plead. 
“Instead of which,” as was remarked 
in another leading case, they accuse 
C.-B. of criminal ambiguity. 

Tuesday night , — Debate on Kitson 
amendment brought to conclusion just 
in time for men to be too late for dinner, 
and this in spite of repeated efforts by 
Speaker to cut it shoi*t. Began with 
Lowe. As one of the sacred Seven of 
Birmingham he felt it behoved him to 
discourse at lai-ge on Free Trade and 
Protection. Sn^vRr- Wortley’s amend- 
ment, under discussion, limited debate 


to question whether or not the people 
of the United Kingdom at the recent 
General Election had demonstrated un- 
qualified fidelity to the principles and 
practice of Free Trade. Hadn’t got far 
into denunciation of wicked men who 
were opposed to tax on corn when 
Speaker was up with insistence on his 
keeping to the point. Explaining that 
he was coming to it, Lowe resumed 
thread of his remarks as spun in 
manuscript held in hand. 

“Now,” said he, “what constitutes 
Protection?” 

Speaker up again with sterner warn- 
ing. Lowe bowed to his ruling, of 
course. But he desired to show that he 
only meant— and so forth through some 
troubled sentences. Then back to his 
manuscript. 

“Now, Mr. Speaker, that being so, 
wliat do hon. gentlemen opposite say 
Protection is ? ” 

“ Order ! order ! ” cried the Speaker. 
“I have twice warned the hon. Member 
against irrelevancy. I must ask him to 
discontinue his speech.” 

Lowe, gasping for breath, sat down 
forlornly turning over the many pages 
of his unused notes. 

Next Houston, a Liverpool man, took 
the floor. Had prepared a short auto- 
biography which, a propos of Stuart- 
Wortley’s amendment, he pni-posed to 
read. Its opening sentence arrested 
attention. 

“I was,” lie said, “ originally intended 
for the Church.” Natural tendency, 
however, drew him, as vrith a hawser, to 
the shipbuilding yard. 

“That,” said Mr. Houston, gazing 
reflectively on the countenance of C.-B. 
sitting entranced on Treasury Bench 
opposite, “ was my boyhood’s ambition.” 

Here the Speaker moved imeasily in 
tlie Chair. But Mr. Hous roN, reminiscent 



Treib First Experience of 
(Some new Members, including 


Joe and Arthur in Debate. 
the Member for West Salford.) 
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of childhood’s happy days, did not 
observe the omen. 

‘‘ I served a four years’ apprenticeship 
in the shipbuilding yard,” he continued. 
After a pause affording opportunity for 
this fact to sink into the mind of the 
listening Senate he turned over a new 
leaf of his interesting autobiography. 

“Hon. Members of the Labour Party/’ 
he proceeded, turning to the left so as to 
get Don’t Keir Hardie’s vermilion-hued 
necktie in focus, “know what a hard 
day’s, work is. So do I. Early and 
late 

“Order! Order!” said the Speaker. 
“ I do not see what this has to do with 
the amendment. 

“lam coming to that,” said the auto- 
biographer a little tartly. “To-day I 
have lines of steamers running to all 
parts of the world. I pay £10,000 a 
year for cables.” 

Speaker up again with second warning. 

“ I mentioned this to show,” Houston 
hurriedly explained, “that I have my 
pulse on the fingers of the world.” 

That not exactly the way he intended 
to put it. But how can you, especially 



‘One of the Sacred Seven.” 


, if you are a new Member, read your 
j autobioj^phy correctly if you aie con- 
stantly interrupted by a man in a fuU- 
bottom wig? 

I Houston never got over this last inter- 
ference. Embari-assmeut increased by 
[ vain endeavour to keep one eye on tlie 
manuscript and the other on the Speaker. 
Finally, thinking he saw signs of 
Speaker rising for the third time, he 
abruptly sat down in tlie middle of 
Cliapter I. 

Rowtand Him tbe next victim. He 
also liad brought his sheaves with him 
in form of handful of notes. These were 
biographical only to extent of mentioning 
that he belonged to the Catholic Faith. 
This, it appears, liad led to the circula- 
tion during the Election contest of the 
statement that, if he were returned to 
Parliament, the offspring of the electors 
would he burned at the stake. 

This a little mixed. Whilst Members 
were thinking it out, Mr. Hunt proceecled, 
with the assistance of a few posters, to 

f ive a sort of limelight entertainment 
escriptive of election proceedings in 


Sir Fr-nk L-we “ sat down gasping for breath.” I Ludlow. SPEAKER called him to order. 
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‘‘Very well, then. I was going to 
bring it round to the point by showing 
the difference between the facts of the 
big and little loaf and the Radical poster 
I have here. Can I produce it ? 

‘‘ Certainly not,” said the adamantine 
Spfaker. 

“Then I am afraid,” said Mr. Hunt 
wofiiHy, “ I cannot tell you.” 

House bore up against this disappoint- 
ment. A few min 

utes later, wander- 
ing back to one of 
the posters with 
which his pockets 
bulged, the SmKER 
gave him an Oliver 
for his Rowland, 
ordering him to 
shut up. 

Buuiness done . — 

Kitson’s resolution 
carried by a ma- 
jority of 376. That 
pretty good for 
Ministei-s. Actually 
Prince Arthur and 
Don Jos£ won the 
day. Debate \in- 
disguisedlyplanned 
with design to 
“ draw ” them on 
Fiscal Question. By 
counter - inanoenvre 
they evaded chal- 
lenge. ■ As a matter 
of fact Kitson’s 
amendment was not 
discussed at all. 


THE CUCKOO. 

The Haven, Bvlxton. 

To Mr. Punch, 

Sir,— I am deter- 
mined to be, and 
nothing shall pre- 
vent me from being, 
the first person to 
hear the cuckoo in 
the year 1906. As 
I desire to attach 
no blame where 
blame is not due, 

I (will refrain from 
any recrimination 

now, though I can- 

not help thinking that I was most dis- 
gracefully treated over this affair last 
year. Eveiyone knows and must know 
that it has been from time immemorial 
my practice to write to the papers on this 
subject year by year ; nevertheless last 
year I was treacherously forestalled by 
an unscrupulous intruder. 

In order to prevent repetition of this 
sort of thing I enclose a suitable letter 
containing 3ie usual statement (“The 
other day as I was walking in the 


country with a friend, I heard, &c. &c.”) 
and such appropriate remarks on the 
advent of Spring and the flight of 
Time as long use has rendered of in- 
dubitable propriety. 

I must ask you to publish this enclosed 
letter at the earliest date on which you 
consider its contents wiU be credible. 

I remain. Sir, yours faithfully, 

[One enclosure ] An OBSERVER OF NatUEE. 



A^/ Af //\j C' 

“ You THINK you ’be bveetbody, you do ! ” 
“GabnI I don’t think I’m you, nohow!” 

^ [Unfortunately one of Our Suburban 
Correspondents has already made a 
, statement in last week’s issue of Punch 
\ on the subject of the cuckoo. It is true 
that he only ^Hhcmglxi he saw it,” and 
says nothing about having heard it, hut 
in these circumstances the letter to 
which “An Observer of Nature” 
refers, had better be hdd over till 
1907, when it can appear any time 
he likes after the middle, say, of 
January.— Ed.] 


WHAT TO DO WITH OUR SONS? 

Dear Mr. Punch, — notice in your 
current issue a poem (with the above 
sub-title) in which a parent is represented 
as having despaired of finding a pro- 1 
fession for his son, till the House of 
Commons passed a resolution in favour 
of the payment of Members. It looks 
as if he must have missed a most attrac- 

— tive article a few 

weeks ago in a con- 
temporary on “ The 
Idyllic Life of Dart- 
moor Prison.” 
When I read this 
article I at once de- 
■fe, cided what to do 
with my Willie. I 
may say that I am 
a clerk myself, and 
did not want him 
to grow up to this 
drudgery, but until 
reading the UaiVs 
account of Dart- 
moor I did not see 
any alternative. 

' Of course, to 
becom eeligible, 
X Willie would have 
to qualify by com- 
^ mitting a crime. 

What would you 
r'"' suggest? He is 
thirteen years old. 

. ^ Thanking you in 

anticipation for any 
useful hint you 
could give me, 

I am. 

Yours obediently, 
Lemuel Smiles 
(and no wonder !) 

- P.S. — ^I think the 

parent in your poem 
p had ' better give 
Dartmoor a chance 
before he tries to 
get his son into 
Parliament. You 
see, Dartmoor can 
always be extended 
to hold any number, 
whereas the other 
House is ’ limited 
to 670 inmates. 

A coreesiondent sends the following 
essay by an elementary schoolboy. The 
Biblical simplicity of the closing sentence 
has seldom been surpassed in any tongue. 

COMPOSITION. 

The Prince in India. 

The young Prince in India went out shooting 
in the jungle with his huntsmen on horses 
and. others on camels and hundreds bare- 
footed .... Whei^ he got there, there was.not 
a tiger to be seen so he started on rajahs. 
And there was joy when he brought one back 
to Jaipur. 
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THE TRUTH ABOUT PL.VTO. 


thoroughly well, we all crowded into the just been to another of these lectures, 
lecture rami and began to disdain It was about drink, and the American 


Dearest Daphne, — ^Yoii say you want matter. It was a lovely lecture, and the type of ])eauty, and other subjects on 
) know aU alx)ut this Plvto boom, and Pnffessor is a darling man ; 1 ’m simply which PjLvro is a recognised authoritv. 


whether the lectures at Claridge's are over head and e*ars. I fiinl no difficulty 
really like the one on LucmcTirs at in following him. He told ns that men 
Ix)ckliart’s which Mr, Pinwh descril)ed. were imicli easier to understand than 
Don't you believe him, my dear, ivlien plants. Why, \es —I see that quite 


LITTLE BACK GARDENS. 


he sniffs at the New Learning. He’d clearly — easier, and so 77ntch more 
like you to believe that Pjlito’s plain- amusing ! rinntH, he says, ive can iierer 
sophy is Greek to us ; whereas it ’& understand ; ami I feel so glad now' 
nothing of the kind ; it ’s pkin English, that I didn’t bother myself learning 


easier, and so more TJainjer of 1^ routs. J he latter half of 
lantfiAie siiys,vrecim iievcr c^ome just about the same 

ami ' I feel so glad now' usual, and there is plenty of w'ork 

; bother myself" learning done. There is, of course, the 

rou did. It w'as all sheer probability of nipping frosts and biting 


I'U tell you all about it. There are botany when you did. It w'as all sheer probability oi nipping Irosts and biting 
three heads, VLS it were, to the study of w’uste of time, c/icne- plants are not to 6c May, and the little back gar- 

Plato. You lunch at Claridge’s; you anderstood. He told us about some simply can only tiy to counteract these 

have a little darling note-book ^suede or horrid people, the Early Chriuinns, who iiiAueuces by getting to w'ork now', and 
morocco) to match your frock ; and you distorted dear Plato’s views, and actually plenty of extra clothes on the i 

disdain matter! There is the whole said — ^just fancy, the wretches !— that I 


m 




disdain matter! There is the whole said — ^just fancy, the wretches 
thing, in that proverbial nutshell that women were the origin of evil. 

must be full to over 

flowdng long ago. , A ± 

Never again wiU any- 
one dare to call Society 
people feather-brained. 

The room is crammed " Jwj i S 

everj' time, and we all 
disdain matter like any- 

thing. And, without, Z y ^ ' 

ranity, I really believe ■ n^fTL/] '>*■ \ 

I do disdain maUer mo^^ ^ ^ 

of news, ^ my dear * I 
don’t know whetlier to| 

hats are to be worn a! 

weeny bit liigher in the i ^ r 

crown!). Then I went j 

to Burlington to ^ White Mare. “And they’ve got the face to call n 

f ^ i Black Mare. “ I don’t think that was the word he u 

coat and boots (tliey > better take the children away ! ” 









C.U>f(£S ^xc.\) 


^ tu j White Mare. “And they’ve got thejace to call it ten-horse-power ! ” I grudge the borax, the 

g om^m a mo r j BXaefe A/are. “ I don’t think that was the "word he used. In fact, I tuink \^E’D; results will surprise vou. 
coat and boots (tliey ; better take the children away ! » I ■' 

kept me an age, for ironus. — Worms are 

little doggies are rather difficult to fit), disky creatxu’es are responsible for that j not all bad, and should be judged on 
and then I went straight to Claridge’s, odious notion of celibacy that is not vet their merits. Remember that a wonn 
where Bars was to meet me. It w'as all stamped out, and that gives us girls and { halved hy the spade in digging practi- 
w'e could do to get a table. All the our Mammas so much ti*ouble and ' cally counts two on a division. 

^ATO ]^ple were lunchmg there;— anxiety. Why at o«r last party, myi guwjno-hoHses.— Before erecting these 
Croppy Vavassor and his wife, the Bosh dear, a crowd of Early Christians stood 1 delightful adjuncts to the garden it is 
TEEsmtAxs, and, in fact, everybody, hy the door, and simply -wonldn’t dance, ^ consult an ardiitect and a 

Trixie, Lady Larkixgtox, and Popsy, though they had been squared with a solicitor. We believe that fireproof 
^dy R.uisa.ATC, were together, l»th good dinner, and some of the prettiest floors, escape staircases, and doors open- 
dressed for nineteen ; I suppose they girls in Society in their prettiest frocks outwards (plainly marked ‘‘ Exit ”) 
take an interest in Plato because they w^ere waiting to dance with them. required by the by-law's. 

kriew him j^ersonally. The Duchess of And now'. Daphne mine, I think I 

Dunstable and Winnie and Cuckoo have given you what bores call a most 

Dellamont were in a sort of Greek get- exhaustive account of our Pl.vto studies. ^ Provincial weekly paper publishes 


Borders . — Box borders always look 

1 neat, and perhaps the 

' best boxes for the pur- 

; pose are ’s 2-oz. 

j Navy Cut tins ; they 
can be got in two 
I strengths, the “ me- 
|dium”and the “mild,” 
aud, the tins being of 
' different colours, when 
placed alternately they 
f Sm ' exceedingly 

' * ^fffi^tive border. 

^ ^ P^rr/oZa«. — ^Theselittle 

! pests must be got rid of 
I uever, and the 

following recipe is pro- 

' other. In low dishes of 
a suitable size place a 
layer of wet moss, and 
t.. sprinkle liberally w'ith 

finely powdered borax. 
If you see that the moss 
is kept wet and do not 
ower!” grudge the borax, the 


I ing outwards (plainly marked “ ! 
are now required by the by-law's. 


A Provincial weekly paper publishes 


up with a key-pattern trimming, if you We aU feel so pleased at being such the following : — 

ever heard of anything so perfecUy clever, thoughtful people. The dear “ The horse in Farmer ’smilkcarttook 

ricky I I wore pale grey face-cloth, with Professor considers that there is an fright and ran away. The milkeart was upset, 
chinchilla, a highwayman hat to match, immense amount of mental activity and gallons of pure milk watered the High 
and a deoy little grey suede note-book among us. Ho much for the bookworms Street.” 

witli silver comers. • ^ and blues, who liave boked dawn on us This gives us a new insight into the 

When we had taken our time over as empty and fmoy I truth of the proverb which states how 

luncheon (that’s the beauty of having Ever thine, Blanche. foolish it is to cry over spilled milk. 


it on the spot) and done ouraelves 1 


This gives us a new insight into the 
truth of the proverb which states how 
foolish it is to cry over spilled milk. 


-Since writing the above I have [ There is enough water about already. 
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LAPSUS LiNGU/E LATIN/E. 

[A contemporary remaiks tliat Latin quotations will "be mor© than 
ever out of place in the new House of Commons.] 

My Georgian grandpapa, whose education 
(And shape) ^vas totus teres ae rotundus, 
xVssisted in the counsels of the nation 
As member for his own avifus fundus : 

And, as he “ briefly summed the situation ” 

I 'riie dear old man was rather apt to bore ’em), 

He never failed to flout his generation 
As a progentem vitiosiorem. 

My uncle too, who sat for the vicinit}^ 

(Our village seat, alas ! was docked by Dizzy), 
AYould tell me, when I sketched my life at Trinity, 
Forsan juvahif olirn nunninisse: 

Moreover (though he seldom figures in it) he 
Could point to Hansard with an author’s gusto ; 
England,” he feared (Lucretian his latinity), 

Defessa hpatio ohruat vetustoy 

And I, yes I— but that a mob impervious 
To Ciceronian plirases wise and witty 
Preferred to mine the imjenium protervius 

Which marked a joiner from a Northern city — 
Should, in this House of Commons liitrdy-gurdious. 
Cull from the Mantuan’s page by tens and twenties 
(With help of notes from Sidgwick back to Seuvius) 
Such flowers of speech as Danaos ferentes. 

Well, mos ma jorum tamen interibli ; 

The Horace-quoters were a trifle solemn. 

And then, I must confess, I ’ve worked off my l)it 
Of learned lore upon this friendly colunni. ^ 

I ’in an old fogey ; u the young should gibe, it 
Concerns me not {non r^fert mea) : in fact, I 
Had better cut this short, and just subscribe ifc 
Laudator temporis se piiero aeti. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

TJi^ Authors Progress, by Adam Lorimer (Blackwood), is 
not very well represented by its title. Primarily it is a 
treatise on modern authorship in general. As such, it is 
full of ideas and of information, and by reading it a young 
writer ought to arrive at pretty well aU there is to be known 
on his rations to his public, his publisher, his reviewers, 
and his own conscience. He may even learn to look at 
things from his publisher’s point of view, though the author 
owns frankly that “ it WTings our heart to be just ” to one 
of that abused but necessary race. But the book ought to 
appeal to many more readers than those whose interest in 
the subject-matter is purely professional. It is fuH of 
quaint thoughts and crisp sayings ; and may confidently 
be recommended to all people with a sense of humour, 
though for literature tliey nuiy care nothing, and for authors 
rather less. 


Authors are kittle cattle, not always dead on the spot, 

But you ’re sure of a run for your money when “ Q. ’s ” in 
charge of -the plot. 

j And here in Hie Mayor of Troy (the publisher ’s Methuen) 

I His strength, compared to the average scribe, is as the 
strength of ten. 

’Tis a tale of the days when Boney set Europe all by the ears. 
And it^ tells of the craft of smugglers and Ihe prowess of 
volunteers ; 

And the Mayor is Solomon Hymen — the name itself is a joy — ' 
A mixture of humbug and hero, a regular broth of a boy. 


Eun and frolic and sentiment ; first in the ’Ercles vein, 
Rising anon as the tale goes on to a qiiasi-tragic strain, — 
Such is the style of The Mayor of Troy whose Odyssey, writ 

0 Reader in quest of earnest and jest, is just the hook for you. 


Mixed Maxims — ^written by Monte Carlo and published by 
Alston Rivers — is dedicated to “All those who are likely to 
dislike it.” Pausing, therefore, for a moment to acknowledge 
the compliment, we pass on to 


Curayl, by Una L. Silberrad (Const.uile), which is another 
story altogether. Miss Silberrad’s hero, Luttrel, is of a type 
that is hardly ever drawn successfully by a woman. He is a 
strong man, a man who “ does ” things, a man who leads 
other men ; and with nine out of ten lady novelists such a 
man is a prig. But with Miss Silberrad he is an easy- 
mannered, light-hearted gentleman, who neither talks like a 
“Pinhero,” nor calls everybody “old man.” Anyone who has 
read much contemporary feminine fiction will understand the 
greatness of the author’s achievement. The doctor is another 
man’s man ; in our gratitude for these two we can overlook 
the “ financier” and the “villain.” The book has a curious 
charm. I put it dovm with an unstinted admiration for its 
technique and the naturalness of its dialogue , with a strong 
desire to read it again at once ; and with the realization that 
the only manly thing to do is to confess fully and with shame 
my previous ignorance of Miss Silberrad’s work. 

E. Okint Richards has started a new venture of Chap- 
books by a selection of the works of Lyrists of the Restora- 
tion, selected and edited by John and Const.ynce M\sefield. 
Good things are picked up, from tbe time of Sir EDWiVRD 
I Sherburne, who died when Queen Anne came to the throne, 
to Congreve, who did much to illumine her Augustan age. 
In the second volume, rather forbiddingly entitled Essays, 
Moral and Polite, die field gleaned is widened in range, going 
back to the Restoration of the Stuarts and closing with the reign 
of Queen Anne. Among the essayists are Evelyn, Cowley, 
Dryden, Addison and Steele. Here is nothing new,^ but 
because it is familiar it is the more lovable. The publisher 
has daintily frocked the little volumes in white vellum, 
laced widi strips of kid. Perhaps if he had left out an essay 
or two and cut down the lyrists with a view to using larger 
type it would have been a generally acceptable improvement. 


A DIVISION OF LABOUR. 


I'* Journalism . — Gentleman (Barrister) ofiPers Furnished Bedroom in 
comfortable, cheerful chambers in Temi)le in return for equivalent 
journalistic assistance, &c ” — Times,] 

The “equivalent” is rather a nice point. Mr. Pimeh 
suggests for other Gentlemen Barristers the following Table 
of Equivalence : — 


1 Furnished Bedroom 


i Furnished Bedroom I _ 
with use of Bath. ./ 

1 Bed-Sitting-room . . = 


_ f 1 Introduction (by Letter) to 
( Sub-Editor of daily paper. 
Introduction (personal) to 
Sub-Editor. 

1 Introduction and Interview 
(five minutes guaranteed) 
with Editor. 




2 Furnished Rooms 


] 1 Lunch (cold) with Dr. 
( Robertson NiajLL. 


2 Furnished Rooms with I _ j 1 Lunch (hot) with Dr.NiooLL 

use of Bath . . j I and Claudius Cleap. 

1 Furnished Flat, with^ ( 1 Bridge Night with Lord 

aU modem conveni- 11 Northoliffe, Sir George 
ences, electric light, [ 1 Newnes, and Mr. 0. A. 

trams to the comer, etc. J I Pearson. 
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UNLIMITED CRICKET. 

The tenacity and enterprise of great 
cricketers are mdomitable. Undismayed 
by the failure of his team in South Africa, 
Mr. P. F. ‘W.uiiCEB, the famous globe- j 
trotter and M.C.C. captain, is projecting ! 
a series of new cricket tours. Is it ! 
impossible that the papers of the future ! 
will contain some such statements as 
the following ? 

A Benter cable has been received, dated 
Scoresby Sound, Greenland, Aug. 12, 
1907, to this effect : — 

“ Mr. Wak^er's team has j ust concluded 
a very interesting match against the 
Gentlemen of Greenland. The wicket 
played very fast, as the ice had been 
thoroughly swept aU the morning ; hut 
the out-fielding was rather rough. jMt. 
W.vii>:eh himself failed to trouble the 
scorer, as he is just now training ki*gely 
on ducks' eggs ; but two or thi*ee other 
members of his team got into double 
figures. Fane, as usual, was most con- 
sistent. The home side, who were more 
at home on their own ground, compiled 
a huge score, and the position of the 
M.C.C. is hopeless. By losing this third 
match they will also lose the blubber. 

“During an interview with Mt.Wae^’EII 
in the evening he told me that he had 
already begun a hook on the present tour, 
to be entitled : — 

“ From the Oml to the Arctic Circle'^ 

From a Beuter's cable, dated Shan- 
haikwan, the seaward terminus of the 
Great WaU of China, July 7, 1909 : — 

“The M.C.O. third test match with 
China has just been concluded in perfect 
weather. Huge crowds watched the 
play from an exalted position on the 
Great WaU. Mr. Waeker, winning the 
toss, elected to bat, but disaster attended 
his own steps, as he immediately fell a 
victim to Bo Ldtg, a champion from the 
hanks of the Googhli. Captain W ixtard 
followed, hut without success, and the 
first innings closed for only 50 runs, 
of which Fane made 48 ; a result due 
largely to the Bo Ling afore-mentioned, 
and also to Ka Ching. The Chinamen 
replied by amassing a useful 323 by 
careful play. Failing to make more than 
20 in the second inning (of which Fane 
made 19), the Englishmen lost the 
match and the rubber. Naturally the 
country is much elated, and great dis- 
plays of fireworks were given last night. 
Mr. Warner’s book on this tour, he tells 
me, will be called Mandarin and Warner- 
out:^ 

From a Sims’s hairless telegram dated 
WellsviUe, Mars, June 29, 1909 : — 

“ The third and last of the test 
matches between the M.G.C. and the 
All Mars Eleven was played yesterday 
on the Campus Martius, the beautiful 
ground of the metropolis of tiie fed 



A BREATH FROM THE FAR WEST. 

“ Can I go a taed nearer on mt side, as I Ve lost the sight of me one 

EYE INTIRELT?” 

planet. Mr. Warner, who won the toss, From “ Souffl4es ” in The Westminster 
was unfortunate in being bowled by Gazette : — 

the last ball of the first OVOT, the coacknan had made three remarks, at 

popular skipper^ having never become u^tervals of tea minutes, on her ladyship’s re- 
whoUy accEmatized to the planetary spect for his lordship’s horses. The footman, 
atmosphere, but Captain Wvnyard in his te cape, with his face to the door, had 
created great enthusiasm by hitting a time ^made the monosyllabic reply of 
longhop into one of Schiaparelli’s canals, * Sickening. 

for which no fewer than eight were run In the sequel (not reported in the 
before the ball was recovered. The Westminster) we understand that, after 
innings dosed for 42, of which Fane the third “monosyllable,” the coadm^ 
was responsible for a freely hit 33, repeatedcurtlythellQthPsalm, to which 
to which the Marsupials responded with a the footman replied diffusely, and with 
useful score of 469. M.C.C.’s second a slight lisp, “ No.” 
innings yielded 70, to which Mr. “What?” hissed the other, poly- 
Wabner contributed the second figure, syUabically. 

and thus the game and rubber were The footman merely uttered the mono- 
won by the home team. Mr. Warner’s syllable “ Antidisestablishmontarian.” 
record of the tour, which he hopes to It was the longest monosyllable he 
ccHnplete on the home joumsy, will, we knew. 

understand, bear the attractive title of “ Bah,” said the coachman, rolling his 
Plum in the PlanetsJ* “ r’s ” with great vehemence. 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

IV. 

Wheijever I detect in myself the premonitory symptoms of 
political fever, I have a habit of resorting to PRE^"DERBy. To 
commune with him is to imbibe a cooling sedative. That 
was how it was that I found myself in his chambers on the 
morning after the Vote of Censure on Lord Milner. 

I had scarce entered when I saw by the wildness of his 
eye that Rienderby’s customary detachment had taken on a 
sort of Maeterlinckian quality— that he had in fact become 
actually detached from liiiiiself. Certainly he struck me as 
being out of his own mind. 

“ You have come none too soon,” he cried ; “ I needed some- 
body on whom to work ofi my indignation. I was beginning 
to gibber to myself —and that way madness lies.” 

“ Let me be the vile body,” I said. 

“ It is, of course, the Vote of Censure that has done it,” 
he continued. “I am not easily provoked to wrath, but this 
Churchill amendment seems to me the most ungenerous thing 
I have ever encotmtered in a long and not unintelligent 
study of party tactics. For the moment I disregard the 
motion of Byles. Byles doesn’t count.” 

“ Oh, but he does,” I interposed. He counts one on a 
division ; and he would have counted a good deal more if the 
Government had not intervened to spare Milner’s feehngs.” 

“ Ostensibly so,” he coiTected : but actually to save their 
own faces. For, if their true object had been to spare the 
feelings of a ^eat servant of the State, why should they have 
explicidy declared that their action was dictated by motives 
of policy and expedience? Think how easily they might 
have made their amendment run in such terms as these: 
That the HoiiSe, while recognising the high services paid to 
the country by Lord Milner as High Commissioner of South 
Africa, regrets the error of judgment by which he consented 
to the flogging of Chinese labourers for acts of violence and 
outrage, and so permitted a breach of the Ordinance.” The 
rebuke, even so, would have been gvatiiitoiip ; for he had 
himself confessed his faxdt in language of regret — the most 
frank, the most patently sincere. Such admissions, with 
gentlemen, are usually considered enough. 

“ And, if a record of his error was needed by these self- 
constituted Daniels come to judgment, was it not already 
written in the annals of his own Chamber, where he owned 
that, on the advice of one whose reputation for friendliness 
towards the Chinese was unquestioned, he had countenanced 
flogging as the only effective punishment for acts of violence 
and outrage, and so permitted a breach of the Ordinance ? ” 

“The Lords are not the Commons,” I said; for I was 
suddenly inspired by a sense of the healing power of platitude. 

“ No, thank God ! ” he snapped ; and nothing that he had 
hitherto said, or was yet to say, afforded a truer measure of 
the extent of Prekderby^’s deviation from his accustomed 
attitude of mind than this implicit recognition that the House 
of Peers might, after all, have some reason for existence. 
“ No, thank God ! ” he repeated on a note of piety unusual 
with him ; “ and I dare swear that Lord Elgin had no hand 
in this business. And I dare also swear,” he added, launch- 
ing out into the oracular, “ that when History comes to make 
up its accounts this House of Commons record wiE he inter- 
preted not as against Lord Milner, whose name will then be 
too great to be affected by it, but as against the little men 
that condemned him absent. 

“ F rankly I am far less sorry for him than I am for certain 
members of the Cabinet, high-minded and large-hearted 
gentlemen, who, by the e::dgence of circumstances, had to 
endure in silence while this young man in a hurry to he 
famous did the party’s dirty work. I hardly doubt that 
more than one of them would have gladly changed pl^es 
with an ancient foe across the way. I hold no brief for 


Mr Chamberlain, as you know, but the spectacle of this veteran 
statesman, standing up, amid derisive laughter, in defence of 
his friend of the old Liberal days, and recalling the gallant 
and ungrudged services which that friend had rendered to 
the State, is to me a very moving one. ‘ Victi'ix causa deis 
(that’s the gods, with their pittite cat-calls) ‘placuit^ sed vieta 
Catoni ! ’ ” 

“It is a thousand pities,” I said, “ that Jose^Tio wouldn’t 
scan ! ” It was a futile remark, uttered from mere nervous- 
ness, for the deadly force of his Philippic had had the effect 
of unmanning me. 

“ But,” continued Prenderbt, treating me as a parenthesis, 
“ I am most sorry of all for my country. How is England to 
hope that her best men will take upon themselves the burden 
of her ser\dce acioss the seas if a single error of judgment is 
to blot out the record of half a lifetime of sacrifice ; if, for 
that very energy and prodigality of devotion in which such 
errors often have tlieir cause, as they should also find their 
excuse, they are to he stigmatised, in the terms of the old tag, 
as ‘prancing Proconsuls,’ by just any hounding ” 

“ Please don’t,” I said, “ please don’t say ‘ bounding By^.’ 
You should he above imitating these cheap alliterations. 
Besides, my dear Prenderby, how do you know that Biles 
really bounds ? I gather from Who ’s Who — and presumably 
it is his own account of hifnself — that he is a Social Reformer.” 

“Then for Heaven’s sake,” said Prenderby, dropping 
again into unwonted religious fervour, “ let him get on with 
his reforms and not waste the time of the House with nosing 
out the faults of his betters. At its best it is pure vindictive 
ness, and at its worst sheer cant. I detest this Pharisaic 
priggery. C.-B. must hold a firmer crook over the sancti- 
monious sheep of his flock, or they will come to be known as 
the Chadbannerman Party. 

“I speak, I also, as a lover of Social Reform. I protest 
myself a strong believer — none more—in the ideals of the 
higher Liberalism ; and never has a Government enjoyed a 
better chance of realising them. But if they are to persist in 
spending the precious occasion in kicking lost causes, and 
rubbing salt (and not the best Attic at that) into old wounds, 
they will soon alienate the sympathies of honest men like 
myself. Let the party cease this habit of serving up rechauffes 
of other people’s faults, and give us a taste of its own virtues. 
Proofs are still to seek of their claim to that title of ‘ Ministers 
of Grace ’ by which they have rather noticeably announced 
themsdves. If I may trust my instinct in celestial matters, 
I should conjecture that it is de rigueur in the highest circles 
that a Minister of Grace should have a pretty fair record of 
his own to show before he can qualify for the post of Record- 
ing Angd. Lord Elgin’s Assistant is, perhaps, not the most 
digible candidate for ” 

“Excuse me, Prenderby,” I said, “hut perhaps I ought to 
have told you that this is really an interview for the Press, 
and you are not doing justice to your reputation for detach- 
ment. You are saying all the dreadful things which I have 
had in my head, it is true, hut should never have dared^ to 
utter aloud as my own convictions, and certainly not in print. 
If you will allow me I think I will go home and take my 
temperature. It was 102® when I came here to get it 
reduced ; and I estimate that it is now roughly 104®. I will 
come again when we have both cooled down.” And even as 
Prenderby, relapsing into soliloquy, proceeded to develop 
his argument by the ironic method, I made good my retreat 
in a state of advanced palsy. 0. S. 

What ’s become of Waring P 

The Scotsman, in reviewing a new critical work on Browning, 
speaks of “Axjfred Dowbtt (sic), the author of ‘What’s 
Become of Learning ? ’ ” (sic — twice). 

The question is well asked. 
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THE PAPER CAMPAICN OF 1906. . 

(A Study of the great H-rmsw-rtli Oi^oiip.) | 

[Tlie autJior of this thrilling romance (written ' 
specially for The Daily Matt) is a 
of world-wide repate. He speaks i ' '1 '.vi'r, si 
thirty-five languages, not necessarily including i 
English. In 9ie course of his romantic career j 
he has wandered in search of local colour from ! 
the wilds of Peckham to those of Tartary, and i 
from Shepherd’s to the Australian Bush. In 
his exploration on the Tuppenny Tube alone he 
has covered a distance of 1,932,102 miles.] 

It was a fine summer’s morning and 
the beach at Lowestoft was crowded with 
hdiday-makers. The men lounged idly 
on the sands reading their Daily Mail, 
and thus enjoying at once the delights 
of holiday and the strennons intellectnal 
life of London. Their better-halTes sat 
in deck-chairs contemplating themselves 
in \hB Daily Mirror, The tawny covers 
of Amwers gave a richer golden tint to 
the yellow of the sands. 

When they laid aside these papers it 
was but to take np others of the same 
group. The fluttering of the pages of 
The World and Eis Wife, as countless 
readers turned them over, sounded like a I 


gale of wind. In the aristocratic quarter 
of the beach many members of the Smart 
Set sat absorbed in the perusal of the 
only other society papers — The World 
and Vanity Fair. Here and there an 
intellectual face might be seen poring 
over the instructive yet amusing pages 
of The London Magazine, Chips, Comic 
Cuts, and The OentlemmCs Magazine, 

{Editorial note . — ^You have not brought 
in The Ohsenrr and The WeeMy Dis- 
patch: why not?] 

[Author'* s note , — ^It is rather awkward 
to drag in the Sunday papers on a week- 
day, but I will do my best.] 

The bright sunlight struck on a news- 
paper kiosk, illuminating the contents 
bills of The Weehly Dispaieh and The 
Observer — the only Sunday papers with 
a vast circulation and a reliable adver- 
tising connection. 

[Editorial note, — Good, but I think 
that we should now have a reference to 
the German Fleet.] 

Suddenly the darion notes of count- 
less newsboys rang through the air. 
“ Extra Speshul — Evening News — 
Lowestoft reduced to ashes by German 


bombardment.’’ The crowd stared in 
wild amazement, but they could not 
doubt the authenticity of anything 
announced by their favourite evening 
journal — the best medium for “Want 
Ads.” in the metropolis. As the terrible 
news spread there was a panic on the 
beach. One old gentleman was observed 
to grab his World and His Wife and, 
forgetting his own, flee from the foe. 

Then on the horizon the German 
fleet loomed into sight and proceeded 
to hail shell on the defenceless town. 
In an incredibly short time boats were 
lowered and savage bands of Qenue?x 
soldiers landed to loot the stationers’ 
shops and bookstalls. The German 
Commander-in-Ohief was heard to 
exclaim in amazement, “Potztausend — 
who can these English beat?— das 
Evening Newsblatt has the stadt 
bombarded before we arrived have.” • 

(A further instalment of this thrilling 
romance of (German intrigue and the 
Carmelite group will appear to-morrow, 
containing the rout of the First German. 
Army Corps by Daily MiiTor snap- 
shotters.) 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Great care is to be taken by the 
L.C.C. that all entertainments at the 
Palace of Pleasure, which it is proposed 
to erect between the Strand and Ald- 
wych, shall be free from reproach. The 
importance of this is obvious when it is 
remembered that all the High Coui*t 
Judges, whose innocence is proverbial, 
frequent that neighbourhood. 


Judge Lumiet Smith dismissed a case 
brought against a young vocalist last 
week for the rent of a concert haU, on 
the ground that concert liaUs were not 
necessaries for infants. Judge Luailey 
Smith has evidently never spent the 
luncheon hour in a creehe. 


We certainly live in an era of grand- 
motherly legislation. Mr. BiRiffiLL has 
informed llx. O’Briei^, in reply to a 
question in the House, that a certain 
lady teacher in a Borough Council school 
was not dismissed for wearing an engage- 
ment ring ; “her engagement was 
terminated under a clause in her agree- 
ment.” 


^ The fine old prcn^erb concerning “ a 
dinner of herbs where love is ” was well 
illustrated the other night when Mi*. 
Chamberladt gave Mr, Btles beans. 

Charing Cross Station, which has been 
closed for three months, was re-opened 
last week, and a foolish old lady who 
had been waiting all that time remarked 
that the trains seemed to get later and 
later on that line. 


A newspaper, which states that snails 
are making their way as an article of 
food, adds, with an air of originality, 
that “their progress is slow.” 

We hear that a leading health authority 
is about to make a pronouncement which 
many persons have held to be inevitable, 
but which will none the less cause some- 
thing of a sensation. It is to the effect 
that food is bad for us. 


A contemporary publishes a short 
article on “The Decline of the E.I.” 
Next month the R.A. will also be de- 
clining— to the great annoyance of the 
declined. 


Owing to the deplorable weather 
which prevailed at the time, the recent 
production of The Flood at the Hippo- 
drome did not prove such a novel 
spectacle as had been anticipated. 

Miss Maud Jeffries denies, through 
her solicitors, that she has authorised 
the manufacture of marble reproductions 
of herself as tombstone angels. Her 


solicitors, nevertheless, write from Angel 
Court. 


Measure for Measure, which has 
usually spelt ruin for theatrical managers, 
has risen phoenix-like from the Ascshes. 


Mr. Georoe Alexander now appears 
in His House in Order wearing a flannel 
double collar, and flannel double cuffs, 
which it is said wiH give a cachet to a 
mode which has hilherto lacked the 
highest kind of recognition. Even 
before this many persons held Mr. 
Alexander to be our leading actor. 


It is indeed a pleasure to see the 
Drama at last emerging from the state 
of sluggish insipidity which has so long 
disgraced it. At the Prince of Wales’s 
Theatre four of our most lovely actresses 
now play a game of footb^ on the 
stage, in the course of which Miss 
Gabrieue Ray kicks the ball into the 
auditorium. We doubt whether the 
theatrical history of any country could 
point to a more saucy incident. 


An enterprising fowl residing at 
Finchingfield, Essex, in a plncky attempt 
to cope with the increased demand 
factitiously created by one of our con- 
temporaries during what is not usually 
regarded as the Silly Season, has laid an 
egg measuring four inches long and 
eight inches in circumference. 


The University of CShicago has decided 
to establish a department for the study 
of the language of monkeys. Professors 
disguised as waiters wih attend aH the 
local Freak Dinners. 


We read that “ The crew of the Cardiff 
ship Carlisle which was blown up at 
Saigon last month reached Southampton 
yesterday.” This gives one some idea 
of the force of the explosion. 


A pigeon returned to its master at 
Chester last week after seven years’ 
absence. The scene when man and bird 
fell round each other’s neck and sobbed 
is said to have been affecting in the 
extreme. 


From The Egyptian Oassette : — 
^ENTLEMAN, perfect knowledge Gennan, 
Englisk, French some Arabic, owns type- 
writer, experienced in export, import, wishes 
to change situation for 1st Aprff. 

n “ typewriter ” is a thoroughbred (by 
Blickendorf, out of Remington, say), and 
good over timber, we shall be glad to 
hear further from the gentleman. 


Commercial Candour. 

“Lexham Gardens, Kensington. Board and 
Residence from 35a. ; full size Bils 

Soitth Wales Daily News. 


“THE SPECTATOR” ON THE WAR PATH. 

Deeply interested in all schemes for 
the promotion of military efficiency, Mr. 
Punch has noted with keen but benevo- 
lent concern The Spectator's efforts to 
carry out its Militia Training experi- 
ment. Those efforts, as his readers are 
now aware, have been crowned with 
success. Mr. Punch accordingly availed 
himself last week of a courteous invita- 
tion to inspect the experimental company 
now undergoing training at Hounslow, 
and despatched a trusted representative 
to report on the progress which has 
already been made, with the results 
embodied in the subjoined interesting 
diary : — 

March 19. — ^Arrived at Hounslow at 
eleven A.M., and was welcomed by Colonel 
Pollock, who explained that the com- 
pany were attending a lecture on Free 
imports by Sergeant-Instructor Chiozza 
Monet, but that he would be pleased to 
answer any questions. On my asking 
how the experiment was proceeding, 
Colonel Pollock replied, “Magnificently. 
The results have surpassed my wildest 
anticipations.” 

“ Had you. any difficulty in getting the 
men?” 

“Not the slightest. Had I wished I 
could have obtained ten times the num- 
ber. As it is they are a splendidly 
representative set, including a Bishop’s 
son, seven dock labourers, an artificial- 
eye maker, several chauffeurs, a Rhodes 
scholar, the heir presumptive to an 
extinct Irish peerage, an ice-cream seller, 
three comedians, and several ex-Members 
of Parliament.” 

“ What were the qualifications insisted 
on?” 

“A minimum chest measurement of 
34 inches, a deep love of animals, and 
uncompromising adhesion to the prin- 
ciples of Free Trade.” 

The military training, which was 
practically completed on the second day, 
IS exclusively undertaken by Colonel 
PoiiDCK, but as he is anxious to make 
his recruits into good citizens as well as 
good soldiers he has reLiined the ser- 
vices of six sergeant-instiTictors to com- 
plete their education. Thus Sergeant 
Louis Wain lectures three times a week 
on the intelligence of the lesser Felidae ; 
Sergeant Harold Cox holds forth nightly 
on Protectionist Fallacies ; Sergeant St. 
Loe Strachet (who is known by the men as 
the Duke of Wellington Street) lectures on 
Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays on 
“ How to Write a Leading Article under 
Fire ” ; Sergeant Rat LmEESTER, when 
his duties at ^South Kensington permit, 
delivers occasional addresses on “The 
Winsome Ways of Prehistoric Fauna,” 
and Sergeant Herbert Paul is retained 
as honorary instructor in “ The Use of 
the Stinkpot in Civil War.” 
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At this moment the companr came 
trooping out of the lecture, and at Colonel 
Pollock'^ invitation I joined them at 
lunch. The men me^s in groups of ten, 
thus allowing scope for different tastes 
in diet ; meat is optional, and several of 
the messes are composed of strict vege- 
tarians. The artificial-eye maker is a 
fanatical devotee of the egg diet ; the 
Bishop's son insists t n ]ii.\ barley beer 
at all his meals ; and one of the chauffeurs, ' 
strange to say, only drinks hot water. 
Afternoon tea is served at four p.m. with | 
cream ad Jihitum, and the company’s j 
cats, of which tliere are no fewer than 
thirty-nine, are greatly in evidence at 
this meal. Supper is at nine, and after 
a “ sing song," varied occasionally by an 
extra lecture from Lord A\TJ5rRi' on the 
Offensive Tactics of White Ants, or from 
Professor Emil Reich on the PeripJus of 
Haxxo. lights are extinguished at ten p.m. 

Wednesday. March 21. — On my arrival 
at the barracks Colonel Pollock fiew to 
meet me in a state of almost unspeakable 
joy. “ The men are simply splendid ! " 
he cried. “Would you believe it, I 
planned a night surprise and suddenly 
woke up the entire company at two 
A.M., when the vitality of the hmnan 
organism is at its lowest, with the cry, 
‘The Germans have landed and are 
marching on Hanwell!’ Well, my 
brave feUows immediately leapt out of 
bed, formed themselves into a hollow 
square on all fours, with their cats in 
the middle, and by the simple device 
of pidling the tails of their devoted 
quadrupeds created such a soul-shaking 
caterwauling that the Germans, if they 
Lad been there, would have fled in 
confusion. I w^as so pleased at this 
display of intelligence — entirely un- 
prompted, mind you — that I gave them 
an extra hour in bed this morning, and 
have arranged with Sergeant Chiozza- 
Moxey to teach them the Corn-Law 
anthem this afternoon." 

“ What are the men doing now ? " 

“Attending a lecture by Professor 
Clarksoh on the art of Militaiy Make- 
up and the use of Disguise in War. 
You see they mastered the essentials of 
drill in the first two days, and I am 
now enabled to concentrate upon their 
intellectualinstruction. Sir Lewis Morris, 
I am glad "to say, has joined the staff, 
and has most kindly undertaken to give 
a course of prsdections on the Composi- 
tion of War Songs. You will remember 
that he wrote most of the JSpic of Hades 
on the Underground, and, with his per- 
mission, I have arranged for the erection 
of a Lewis Morris Tube underneath the 
driUhall." 

“ Have you had any cases of insubordi- 
nation yet ? " 

“ Not a single one. The only contre- 

3 ? so far was the attempt of an over- 
us private to arrest a suspicions- 
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POINT-TO-POINT NOTES. 

A Bad Taze-off. 


looking iadividual who was prowling 
about the barrack yard, but who turned 
out to he Mr. Halda2?e, who had come to 
pay us a friendly xisit However, the 
War Secretary took it in very good part, 
and all ended happily." 

Friday^ March 23. — On reaching the 
barracks I found no one there hut a 
caretaker. The entire company, it seems, 
had gone to York to take part in a 
realistic representation of Turpik’s 
fiimous ride, in which the title role is 
to he assumed by Mr. Strachey, The 
Spectator militia men acting as pace- 
makers in relays. 

Scotland for the Scots. 


A HANOVERIAN SURVIVAL. 

Dear Mr. Purge, — ^Having a profound 
respect for the remote past I was glad 
to see, in your issue of March 14, that 
venerable joke about “Happy Goose!" 
which I recall as being popular about 
the time of the coronation of the Fourth 
George, at which function I had the 
honour to assist. Believe me, Sir, 

Your obedient servant, 

Cektbirariar, 

[The comparative yotifli and inexperience of 
onr Editorial staff (iey are all under eighty- 
five years of age) render it desirable that they 
should have the services of an expert in an- 
tiques. Will Centenarian ” therefore kindly 
forward his name and address ? — Ed.] 


We are sorry to note the introduction ‘ 

of Coloured Labour beyond the Tweed. Silly. 

“Lambing Man Wanted for 81st April ** WANTED, Sound Boot Repairing Business.” 
(blackfaced).”— Hews. Manchester Evenivg Feics. 
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THE SCHOLAR NAVVY. 

An Anticipation, 

S ’ide “Lambda’s” recent articles in The Westmimter Gazette^ entitled 
e University and the Nation,” in which the writer advocates the 
reform of Oxford on hnes which wiU render its culture available for the 
working-classes of England.] 

Bill Smith was a of bi-awn and bone, 

His sinews steel and liis musdes stone ; 

He plied tke pick and be pbed tbe spade. 

And a nice little bving it was he made. 

His table groaned with the best of cheer ; 

He feasted high on beef and beer ; 

Care never entered his well-barred door ; — 

"What could the soul of man want more ? 

Alas ! one evil day Bill heard 
Of a place called Oxford. His soul was stirred. 

A charming spot, they said— taU. towers, 

Grey quads, green grass, and a wealth of flowers, 

! Here one might lie, stretched out at ease, 

On a velvet lawn, ’neath shady trees. 

And wile the careless years away 
With a can of beer and an old black clay. 

He hstened wistfully. “ Tliis,” said he, 

“ Can scarce be meant for the hkes of me. 

You tell of a wonderful country which 
Must be the preserve of the fortunate rich.” 

“ No, no ! ” they cried. “ In a long past day 
Things used to be very much as you say ; 

But a great reformer conceived a plan 
To make it the home of the labouring man. 

If you ’re tired of being a navvy, and sigh 
For the cultured calm of the cloistered High, 

Just say the word and you soon will be 
A scholar of Corpus or B.N.O.” 

Bill’s eyes, as he listened, grew keen and bright. 
He flew to Paddington swift as hght ; 

And that same day ere the sun went down 
He was tramping the High in a scholar’s gown. 
Four glorious golden years he trod 
The well-worn flags of the Corpus quad ; 

He studied Homer and Vergil, too, 

And PuTo’s views on the (^od and True ; 

He read the Ethics and even rose 
To exercises in Attic prose ; 

He learnt what Pericles thought of the Navy, 

And never to use his knife for the gravy ; 
lie studied the points of the gentium jus 
And how to eat his asparagus. 

At last, when he found himself B.A.’d, 

Bill thought once more of the pick and spade ; 

But his muscle had dwindled away, alack, 

And stooping gave him a crick in the back. 

He soon discovered with aching heart 
He ’d lost forever the navvy’s art ; 

So he tried for jobs of various kinds — 

As beating carpets, or fixing bhnds, 

Or driving a bus, or a railway van, 

Or being a general odd-job man. 

But berfiis like these were beyond his reach 
The one thing left for him was to teach. 

Now he spends the livelong day 
Teaching youngsters to work and play, 

While most of the night his back he crooks 
Correcting endless exercise books — 

For which he earns just half what he made 
As a first-class navvy with pick and spade. 


NATURE STUDIES. 

Teds Vix-DoG. 

TnousAims of years ago, when one of our preiiistoric fathers 
had decided to remove his habitation and lis belongings to 
some new spot which might offer him. gr«ate j facilities for 
the prosecution of raids and forays ancL the provision of 
sustenance for his family, he would, we mmy be sure, discuss 
with his wife, the obedient captive of his &pe!LT,th.e question 
as to what furniture and appurtenances they should take 
with them, and what they should leave be Lind. Having 
settled that the grand piano, the escritoire, the sohd oak 
wardrobe, the m^ogany table with, leaves (the gift of the 
lady’s father after reconciliation), the six ddrio-g-room chairs, 
the carved sideboard, and such of tlie caipets and beds and 
washstands as still happened to be seniceable, should be 
removed by the local Pickford— liaving, as Isay, settled this, 
they would then proceed to pack tip the silver, the plates 
and dishes, the linen, the clothes and tlio cluLdren, and load 
them on to the rude ox-waggon and the primitive pony cart. 
Lastly, just before starting, they wonlcd ta-ke a look round, 
and, lo and behold, they would see the cat, sleeping 

calmly on a hale of goods, while Rags, the dog, who had 
casually attached himself to their fortunes, provled uneasily 
to and fro, with the conviction that a depaitiire was taking 
place, and that, come what might, he m-ust “be in it, 

“ I can’t leave the cat behind,” the CLiiG£laia*esB would say. 
“She’s a first-rate mouser, and the cliildieiL dote on her. 
Of com-se she ’s a trouble with her kittens, but they ’U come 
in useful as presents lor the neighbouxs, cind she ’s such a 
faithful creature I can’t bear to go mthoxat h.er.” “ Well, 
ray dear” the Chieftain would answer, “if you tale the cat, 
I’ll take the dog. I never knew a dog like him for barking 
when wolves or robbers are about. BCere, Hags, lop up;” 
and with that the joyful animal would leap to the front seat 
of the ox-waggon, and with muck creaking and straining and 
shouting and Hi'-'-CT.cVnr the domestic procession would 
set out for the new home. 

Now Bags thoroughly understood his duty. He was there 
to guard the family against beasts of prey, and liglit well he 
performed the responsible task. Notw v-igilmtly perched 
beside the driver, now looking out uporx tbie receding track 
* horn the tail-hoard, now running fmiiouislj?’ to and fro over 
the trunks and bales and boxes, and always barling, harking, 
barking at the top of his voice, he made the iore^sts to resound 
with the echoes of his damour, and kept the Chueftain awake 
in case his how and arrow should be needed tor«epel a sudden 
aggression. Arrived safely at the end o£ the journey he 
jumped down and curled himself ixp and de^)!, while the 
Chieftain pegged out his daira and the Chieftsiiiiess and her 
brood collected logs and wattles for the bui-ldiing off the new 
house. 

Such was the pre-historic Rags, the lineatl ancestor of all 
the dogs who hark on vans in the streets of our gr«at cities. 
Whenever I see a wild immitigable dog xusbdng furiously up 
and down a van, and resolutely foaming at the* mouth while 
he barks at everybody and everything he sees, I know that 
the curtains of his hereditary memory have been rolled hack, 
and that his imagination kas turned the stieebs into forests 
and all the innocent pedestrians into wolves or members of 
hostile tribes leagued togetber for the destnaLction of his van, 
his master and himself. No van-dog ever takes a moment’s 
rest or gives himself a moment’s silence. ITle policeman on 
his point cannot soothe him; the old lady, who in her 
desperate passage across the street finds herself pinned 
between the tail-board of the van and tiiepole oian omnibus, 
rouses him to a madness of protesting passiom ; and to see 
him seize a messenger-hoy’s cap and worry it is a liberal 
education in unreasoning violence anc3. ridioiabu.s anger. 
Yet at home and relieved from his protective laboxirs he is 
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one of the mildest and deverest of dogs. He is a firm friend 
of the cat and a meek target for her daws ; the children 
play with him and pnll him about without fear and without 
risk, and he suffers himself to be caressed by the verj 
policeman at whom he has from his van directed all hi 
powers of contumdy and hatred. It is only when he is on 
his van that he becomes that worst of fiends, a fiend with 
a sense of duty and a determination to die rather than fail 
in the smallest detail of it. Even when he has grown dd 
and fet and wheezy he will continue (on his van) to be a 
universal enemy and to bark in a muffled falsetto at the 
human race. 

The Battle of Bakerloo. 

At the time of the opening of the new Waterloo and Baker 
Street Electric Railway it was claimed for The Evening News 
that one of their young men had invented for it a title which 
would not easily be allowed to perish. He liad called it 
“ The Bakerloo Tube.” It now appears that there is a rival 
name-maker in the field. His title for it is the “ Water Street 
Tube.” Which (if either) of these two jcux d'esprlt will 
survive in the popular imagination remains to be s^n. Mr. 
Punch is modestly conscious of his inability to pass judgment 
in so dose a contest of wits. 


A New Hobby. 

“piAYTON URBA2I DISTRICT COUNCIL.— Wanted, immediately, 
^ a person to act as Collector apd Inspector of Cowsheds and 
Dairies. He will be required to make out and coRect all rates, water 
rentals, and aR other accounts due to the Council He wiR ^so be 
required to do aR the CoonaTs Plumbing. Salary £80. The person 
elected will be required to give a suflBcient bond for the faithful dis- 
charge of his duties and to reside in the district of Clayton ” — Yorh~ 
shire Daily Observer. 

£80 a year seems meagre pay for a faithful collector of 
cowsheds who does all the plumbing as well. It is, however, 
wise to insist that he should live in the district of Clayton. 
A collector who resided in London or Liverpool would 
probably waste his whole time car^ung cowsheds backwards 
and forwards from his home to his work, and would never 
get through the plumbing properly. 

The Yorkshire Evening Post states that reciting English 
poet^ is said to have been proved a successful plan for 
defying sea-sickness. Macaulay and the late Professor 
SiDGWiCK are quoted as examples.” We suggest Dai^te’s 
Inferno, and Bybon’s “Roll on, thou deep and dark blue 
Ocean — roll ! ” as suitable subjects for the reciter. He could 
i proceed, with more j ustification than most reciters, ad nauseam. 




THE BATTLE OF THE CHESS BLUES. 

[Author H Note : — The author cannot lay claim 
to any ^eat r.® Ch/'ss, b«it 

he fancies thi . '• i:'. . i''^ -o ‘ i of the 

game. He feels that on the eve of the Inter- 
University Chess [Match it is the duty of some- 
body to sing, as the ordinary poet has a way of 
reserving Ms paean for the Boat Race, and, by 
this means, of giving undue prominence to a 
quite secondary sporting event.} 

This is tKe ballad of Edwakd Bray, 
Captain of Catherine’s, Cambridge 
Blue — 

Oh, no one ever had just his way 
Of huflBng a bishop with K B 2 1 

The day br^ks fine, and the evening 
brin^ 

A worthy foe in the Oxford man — 

A great finesserwith pawns and things, 
But quick in the loose when the gtime 
began. 

The board was set, and the rivals tossed, 
But Fortiine(alas 'J was Oxford’s h-iend. 
“ Tail,” cried Edward, and Edward lost ; 
So Oxford played from the fireplace 
end. 

We hold our breath, for the game’s 
begun— 

Oh, who so gallant as Edward Bray ! 


He ’s taken a bishop from K Q 1, 

And ruffed it— just in the Cambridge 
way 1 

Then Oxford castles his QB knight : 

(He follows the old, old Oxford groove ; 
Though never a gambit saw the ught 
That’s able to cope with Edward’s 
move). 


And half of a bishop that came undone. 
And all of a bishop on K Q 6. 

o o 

Then here ’s to Chess ! and a cheer again 
For the man who fought on an April 
day 

With never a thought of sordid gain ! 
England’s proud of you, Edward Brat! 


The game went on, and the game was fast. 

Oh ! Oxford huffed and his king was 
crowned ; 

The exchange was lost, and a pawn was 
passed. 

And under the table a knight was 
found! 

Then Oxford chuckled; but Edward 
swore : 

A horrible, horrible oath swore he ; 

And landed him one on the K B 4, 

And followed it up with an R Q 3. 

Time was called ; with an air of pride 

Up to his feet rose Edward Bray. 

“ Marker, what of the score ? ” he cried. 

“What of the battle I’ve won this 
day?” 

The score was counted ; and Bray had 
won 

By two in honoui’s, and four by tricks, 


“ Oartab ” writes : — “ I am glad to be 
able to announce, on the authority of the 
Secretary of the Rhodes Trust, that 
Oxford and Cambridge will be the only 
Universities represented in the coming 
Boat Race from Putney to Mortlake. ; 
This is good news aftei* the fight against 
odds at Queen’s Club last Saturday, 
where Cambridge had to meet the 
combined Universities of Harvard, Yale, 
Oxford and Dakota.” 

A Trial T;rip in Triolets. 

Triolets (to get them right) — 

One must crib from Dobson (Austin) ; 
Else you ’ll worry half the night 
At triolets, to get them right. 

(There ! the “ at ” has spoilt it quite 1 
It ’s a metre which I ’m lost in.) 

Try (0 let ’s 1) to get them right ; 

One must crib from Dobson (Austin). 




-wtt+ntHj 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. | 

Extracted the Diaky of Toby, MP. 

House of Cun /nuns, Mondau, Jdnr. 19. — , 
Like old tixne.^ t t liave .Vlpiieu< CLi:f*PHA5 , 
back again. For eleven years been | 
wandering in the wildenies.s outside 
Westminster. Since the time of Wiulley 
Peterborou'gh ever distinguished it-elf by 
pri^ir.al:*v C' of ilembers. It sent 
A. L'. T :A and kept him there 
for six years. Then, lured by apt 
alliteration's artfid aid, it abandoned , 
him. Before the battle ciy, Plkvls for 
Peterborough ! ’' he fell. Sutlierland 
picked him up, setting him on his feet 
to worry Ministers. It is the same old 
Alpheus Cleophlvs. with the same ten-; 
dency to interpose in current debate » 
whatever be the suldect. the same dis- 
regard fur conventionality. 

Came out to-night in new guise. 
Army Estimates under discussion. 
Members below Gangway reiterate 
demand that they shall be cut down 
Topic irresistible to Alphels Cleopilvs. I 
Incited him to one of those declarations •' 
that from time to time uplift the renown ; 



of the Mother of Parliaments. 

“Personally,” said *Vlphei’S Cijeophas, 
feeling in his trousers pocket to see if he 
still had that threepenny-bit he forgot to 
drop in the bag on Sunday, " personally 
I would like to say to the Government, 



As ISTEBESTISG PACHYDERM. 
(Be-discovered in Satkerlaudshire.) 
(Mr Alph-s Cl-pk-s M!-rt-n ) 


I What an odd thing it is that persons of this kind should fumy themselves before 

‘ everything as masters of Deportment and Good ]^hiiuiers ! 

! (Mr Ch-mb-rl-n and Mr. W-nst-n Uh-rch-11.) 

; ‘ Here is twenty millions fur the Army, has divided against the Leaders of his 
j You shall not have a penny more.^ ” new Party. Time now to vote the 
Whaur's your Andy Oadnegie noo? inevitable charges and get on with other 
! What, coinpared with this munificence, business. 

' is a paltry library given here and tliere, That not the way of the Commons, 

, with stipidation that it shall be sustained be the House new or old. And, but for 
;out of the rates? Obseiwe, too, the B.iLC.vnRES, the dreary perfomiance would 
idelicacv of the fashion of conveying have gone on till midnight. At ten 
intimation of the munificence. An o’clock he rose and blandly proposed to 
ordinary man capable of it, if such there discuss the question of Militia Training 
j be, would moimt a pedestal, beat a drum, in winter months. A low groan echoed 
and when the expectant crowd assembled round the almost empty benches, 
woidd pompously announce the boon. Obliged to live up to his great speech 
Without varying the level tones of his on nomination of Aliens Committee, 
voice, without striking an attitude, Balcahres good for an hour at least, 
prefacing the glad tidings with the At end of five minutes a Member 
studious casualuess of “personally,” opposite rose on point of order. In 
Alpheus Cleophas says to the harassed accordance with custom, Balcarees re- 
War Minister, “ Here is twenty millions sumed his seat. Before he could rise 
for you.” (Some would have said, again a Labour Member moved the 
“ Here are twenty millions.” But that Closure. CHAiRiiAir put question, 
would be making too much of it.) Then, Carried by overwhelnung majority; a 
assuming a sternness designed to re- group of votes was rattled through; 
press exuberant gratitude, he adds. House up at 10.35. 

You sliall not have a penny more.” Business done . — Annual Army Bill 

This incident gave a fillip to brought in. 
debate sorely in need . of it. House Tuesday night . — Education BiU not 
in Committee on Army Estimates, yet produced. Budget postponed till 
Speeches prepared for earlier opening after Easter. None of measures pro- 
now worked off. Admittedly nothing mised.. in King’s Speech in forward 
more to be usefully said at present state. Still we are getting on nicely, 
juncture. Haldjosb has twice at con- Postmaster - General obdurate about 
siderable length expounded his policy giving us free postage, and Ohanoelloe 
of masterly inactivity. Ego-Forster has of Exchequer positively declines to pay 
had his innings, once more explaining our railway fares. But we have passed by 
that, finding the Army in ruins, he left overwhelming majority resolution to 
it an impregnable fort. The Colonels pay ourselves salaries at a imnimutn 
have had their say, and Major Seely rate of £300 a year. Also we have 
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Lviv ” AT THE HaIRDEESSEB’S. 


Assistant. “Xot too muck koff the — (ahem !)— the *air, I presoom, Sir ? ” 
(Mr. L-w-s H-rc-rt.^ 


insisted npcn main items of Election 
expenses being thrown upon rates. 



“Good for ah hour at least.” 
(Lord B-lo-rr-s.) 


This, I admit, suggests to superficial 
glance we are chiefly intent upon looking 
after number one. The scoffer is fore- 
stalled by the fact that we have passed 
another resolution insisting that starve- 
ling children attending Elementary 
! Schools shall have one free meal a day. 

I Birrell, working this out, finds that in 
1 London alone, estimating cost of meal 
I at a penny, not taking into account 
I charges for machine^ of collection and 
distribution, this will cost over half a 
million a year, meaning an additional 
rate of 3 Jd. What of that ? Children 
must be fed, and many of us don’t count 
for much in the way of pajTnent of rates. 

Our own case in the matter of food 
hard enough, Jacobi, new Chairman 
of Kitchen Committee, bursting -with 
pride over his shilling dinner. 

“ Where,” says he, sticking his thumbs 
in the armholes of his waistcoat, “ could 
you for twelve pence get a meal, roast or 
boiled, on the principle of cut-and-come- 
again, with cheese thrown in and bread 
a discrHion 9 ” 

Don’t know about cheese ; strongly sus- 
pect it ’s an alien, and undesirable at that. 

Where we do get a look in is in the 
hair-cutting department. Lulu’s our man. 
There ’s something like a statesman ! 
Shall some day see him with his i^ircut 
(for 6d.) sitting in seat of Prime Manistee. 


Up to now charge for hair-cutting a 
shilling. “ Why,” I said to the barber, 
“ we can get one of Mr. Jacobi’s cut-and- 
come-again dinners for the money.’[ 

'‘Very well, Sir,” said the obliging 
artist, “ we sliaU not be behind the 
times. I ’ve cut your hair and, if you 
please, will come again without extra 
charge ” 

Tliat of course not the point. A 
shilling too much for cutting your hair, 
especially when you provide the raw 
material. Same with shaving. Tried to 
induce Wilfrid LlVWsoit to take up the 
matter. 

“ No, Toby, dear boy,” said he, stroking 
his beard, “I’m for temperance in all 
things, including use of the razor.” 

Lulu, appealed to, was at first timid. 
“ What win Labour Members say ? ” he 
asked. “Wouldn’t it be interference 
with rate of wages, lead to picketing in 
Lobby, and things of that kind ? ” 

Labour Members, consulted, admitted 
that circumstances alter cases. So 
barbers prices cut down by one-half; 
threatened Ministerial crisis averted. 

Business done . — Lloyd-George brought 
in Merchant Shipping Bill amid chorus 
of approval. 

Friday night . — There is a river in 
Macedon and another in Monmouth. 
Also there is a hat trick on the cricket field 
and quite another one at Westminster. 
The latter is usually played early in 
life of a Parliament, when widiers 
are unwrung and new Members are 
insistent on seeing and hearing every- 
thing. To that end a seat is necessary, 



j 


Withering Effect of the Prime Minister’s 
Humour. 

(Hon. d-de H-y after C.-B. had done 
with him.) 
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and for the 670 returned at Generali 
Election only 306 seats are provided on | 
floor of House. To secure one, Members | 
must be down for prayers, when, with 
the benediction, tickets are bestowed. 

Custom permits a Member to peg out 
a claim by placing his hat on a coveted 
seat at any indefinite hour of the morn- 
ing preceding prayer-time. This is 
accepted as intimation that the owner 
of the hat is on the premises, privily 
engaged in work on behalf of his con- 
stituents or the State. 

Alack for the depravity of human 
nature I We are all honourable gentle- 
men in House of Commons ; but some of 
us own two hats. In Eton Murger’s 


Vie de BoJieme there is a charmiug scene 
where the Bohemians invited to dinner 
by a wealthy acquaintance cordially 
accept the bidding, and on arrival, by 
way of doing honour to the occasion, 
proceed in the temporary absence of their 
host to rifle his wardrobe in order to 
make themselves presentable. Discover- 
ing, to their amazement, that the man 
positively has three hats, they appro- 
priate two with the indignant exchima- 
tion, "^Pent-on avoir trois chapeaux quand 
on rCa qudune tite 9 ” 

Members, even those returned by the 
large majorities, have only one head. 
But some have two hats, one secreted in 
their locker, the other serviceable on 


making their way down to the House in 
the early morning. Having planted this 
last out on a desirable seat, they take 
the other from the locker and go about 
their business assured of sitting room 
when they return. Twenty-six years 
ago MitcheUi Henry startled a newly 
elected House by uttering from a side 
gallery his plaint against this nefarious 
transaction. To-day it is Soares who 
is sore on the subject. As when Mr. 
Br-UTO was in the Chair, Mr, Lowtbeb 
talks about “honourable understanding,” 
an appeal which finds no response in Sie 
guilty breast of the Two-hatted Man. 

Bueiness done. — Scottish Land Values 
Bill discussed. 
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‘‘AGE CAXXOT WETHER HER.” 

Demcrelt fall of girlish tricks, 

And dimpled with a pouting smile, 

The modem crone of sixty-six 
Must now he reckoned juvenile. 

Her pearly teeth and satin cheek 

Are made to match her youthful 
brow, 

And only ill-bred persons speak 
About the Middle ages now. 

Oh ! Mrs. A., and Madame X., 

Who boom the Blond Street beauty 
cult, i 

To think that for such trifling cheques } 
You guarantee this brave result ! 

I How do those operating hands 

Restore “lost tone ” to wrinkled dames, 

And fit the fashion that demands | 
Old pictures in enamelled frames? 

Should any lady think her hair 
Suggests too much the Autumn 
tints. 

She does not in the least despair, 

But follows your attractive hints. 

By apt adulteration’s aid, 

Some artful spirit brings again 


The latest fashionable shade, — 

A rare oasis in the plain. 

Those subtle touches never fail 
To smooth away the marriage-lines ; 

The sallow cheek so sere and pale, 

A guinea rouge incarnadines ; 

And, oh ! how sweet must be the thrill 
That penetrates a grateful soul, 

When the divine electric drill 
Eradicates some horrid mole ! 

To what a pitch of high content 
That matron’s ardent spirits rose. 

When the “Proboscis” instrument 
Equipped her with a Grecian nose ! 

And how some hearts have yearned to buy 
Those patent ‘straps’ for flabby 
skins, 

That not uncharitably try 
To hide a multitude of chins. 

Nor does the mode in which your days 
Are spent, dear ladies, cause offence ; 

To thoughtful minds your latest phase 
Betrays the hand of Providence ; 

For though this beauty-culture fad 
Has gone, perhaps, a bit too far, 

’Twould make the brightest of us sad 
To see you as you really are ! 


The Housing Problem Solved. — “ The 
size of the picture is 2 ft. 4 in. wide 
and 2 ft. high, an adornment for either 
palace or cottage, which could not he 
purchased '=«epp.ratf"V for less than 
guineas.” - .W'lV. /;< Manchester Ouar- 
dfar?.” 

It does not say how much the cottage 
would cost with the palace tjirown in, but 
even taken by itself we think the price 
named for the cottage — 2| guineas — is 
verj^ moderate. 

The Bristol Evening Times, in an' 
account of an address by Dean PiGOtr, 
reports him as saying: “A pride in 
modern-day Society was in the wearing 
of jewellery, but he thought one of his 
most beautiful experiences at a marriage 
sendee was when the bride, who had 
many jewels above the ordinary, came to 
her husband merely wearing her wed- 
ding-ring.” But is this usual? Mr, 
Punch is tbe last person one would look 
to for a knowledge of the marriage ser- 
vice, but he has always understood from 
novels that a feature of it was tiie 
bewilderment of the Best Man as to which 
of his pockets he had put the ring in. 
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OUR BOYS AGAIN. 


r 


daily paper, the boys of a 
ij..: "1 J_ I ■" . ' revolted recently, and had 

to be subdued by the headmaster with a 
revolver, backed up by a strong pjLce guard.] 

ArraoBS wbo have tried to write 
public-school stories will have realised 
the difficulty of combining sensational 
detail with rrcbability. The episode 
quoted . vo -h uul, 1 1 rove helpful. W e 
would recommend something on the 
folbwing lines : — 

There was no fear in Harry’s heart as 


The door opened abruptly, “Saved!”; - nAoncw nir cicctd 

shouted the doctor, as the form of the THE GARDEN OF SLEEP, 

senior matheraaticjd master Tpopularly ‘ The bald statement that a part of the 
known as 1.7 \ appeared at the door. , Botanical Gardens in Regent’s Park has 
Arrest that boy ! ” shouted the < been set aside by a doctor as a licwst Cure 
doctor. “If he resists, shoot him down.” ' garden for nerv’ous patients is so tanta- 


“ It is useless,” panted the mathema- 
tical master. “All is over. We are 
defeated. The school has risen to a boy. 
The corps is even now digging trenches 
in the cricket-field. The football fifteen 
have routed the junior school masters at 
the fives-courts and driven them into the 


lising that d/u. Piuich has made further 
inquiries as to this secluded domain of 
peace. He finds that the doctor’s 
methods are of a thor »r.gHiioss beyond 
praise. All flowers iiks-h terrify or 
even ruffle a nervous lady have been 
ruthlessly uprooted. Xo tiger lily will 
lurk in the beds, no dandelion among 


j river. The French masters have sriffered 
he tapped at the bomb-proof door of the j a reverse from the gymnasium six, and j the grass. _ Ox-eye daisies and cowslips 
headmaster’s study. Yet he knew why i are in full retreat for the Upper Fourth | will be banished, but phlox of all kinds 
he had been sent for. His cap and a | Form-room. The cloisters are mined, is to be encouraged on account of its 
signed photograph of himself, abstracted * The prefects are advancing in echelon j gentle bleating. In the pond will be no 


from his locker for that purpose, had i across the gravel. They demand 
been left by the bully in the room from ! return of Harry the Hero.” 

which the examination papers 

had been stolen. Suspicion' 
rested upon him, perhaps not 
unnaturally. If he could not 
prove his innocence the con- 
sequences might be serious. 

But was he down-hearted? 

No ! He knew that the school 
was with him, and would, 
help him in his hour of 
ne^. > 

“ Come in,” said a voice. ' 

Harry entered the room. 

The headmaster was sitting ; 
at the combination of desk 
and Maxim gun at which he ' 
wrote those sermons which' 
filled every pew in the school 
chapel on Sundays. 

“ Well, Tbevelyah,” he said 
gravely. “You know why I 
have sent for you ? ” 

“Yes, Sir,” replied BLmcry, 
looking straight at him with 
his dear blue eyes, “ but the 
charge is unjust. It was not 


the! 



Cook. “Now, Master Beggie, you Mrsra’T BRura yotjr train into 


Reggie. “Oh yes, Cook; this is where we stop five minutes foe 


I who stole the examination papers,” 


“And if we refuse !” muttered 


“ This brazen attitude will avail you ; the headmaster, grinding his teeth, 
nothing,” said the headmaster. “I , “ Then every master on the staff will 


must ask you, Trevelyait, to bend over 
in the customary manner.” 

“ Stay, Doctor Crakshot,” cried Rarry 
with flashing eyes. “ I will not endure 
this wrong.” 

“I have you covered, Trevelyan,” 
said the headmaster significantly, tap- 
ping the feeder of his Maxim. 

“ And I you,” retorted Harry, produc- 
ing a natty little Smith and Wesson. 
“Besides, I happen to know that gun 
isn’t loaded. I heard you telling my 
house-master this morning that it j ammed 
yesterday while you were taking the 
Sixth Form in ThucydideSj and hadn’t 
been right since.” 

“’Sdeath!” growled the now infuriated 
headmaster. There was a tense silence 
for a minute. Then a look of relief 
came into the doctor’s scowling f^e. 
He had heard footsteps. 


be put to the sword,” 

“In that case, Trevelyan,” said the 
headmaster with forced cahn, “ I will 
consent on this occasion to overlook your 
offence.” 

“ Thank you, Sir,” said Harry. 


TO MARJORIE ON HER ENGAGEMENT. 

A Fit of the Half-blues. 

[Line® vnritten on a eequel to the Inter-Univertnty 
Sports.'] 

I oANNOT—ought I to ?-— refuse 
Your pity for my case ; 

You could not know I ran to lose, 
And merely made the pace. 

And yet— I hate it that you take 
The other fellow’s ring, 

Although I only ran to make 
Your beau a second string. 


bulrushes ; on the other hand heartsease 
will be everywhere, and the tobacco plant 
will line all the walks, so 
common as to be almost a 
weed. Red-hot poker and 
other inflammatory plants will 
be strictly taboo; love-in- 
idleness will everywhere 
abound ; and, owing to their 
freedom from tannin, a special 
preference will be given to 
China tea roses. 

The greatest difficulty that 
the doctor has yet had to 
guard against is the confusion 
in his patients’ minds between 
the Zoological Gardens and 
the Botanical Gardens, both 
being in Regent’s Park. It 
is obvious that a nervous lady 
in need of a Rest Cure is hardly 
likely to start well in her 
recovery if she is under the 
impression that she is being 
conveyed to the Zoo. The 
doctor therefore asks the co- 
operation of all philanthropi- 
c^y disposed persons to do 
what they canto emphasise the verystrong 
difference between Botany and Zoology, 
and the capacity of Regent’s Park to 
contain both establishments with a wide 
separating gulf . The achievement of his 
scheme depends largely upon the success 
with which they are kept apart in people’s 
thoughts. To this end the exclusion of 
all plants and flowers with suggestive 
names such as monkey-puzzles, dog- 
roses, &c., is. absolutely essential. As 
to whetlier or not he will engage Pro- 
fessor Reich to burble mellifluously of 
Platonics, while the ladies gaze upon 
tlie flowers, the doctor has not yet decided. 
If so, he win at once re-name the place 
the Platonical garden ; or, Eden up-to- 
date. 

The Daily QrayJiie announces that 

“ Lady is now quite convalescent, 

and the infant baby is also doing well.” 

These babies do get bom so absurdly 
young nowadays. 
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THE SMILOFAC. 

Ik Frencli scientist claims tliat by fixin#; a comfortably paddfjd leaden 
plate over hi^ ear, and passing an electric current through it, he can 
produce “ all the characteristics of a faimle/’j 
M. DcMAri, a physiologist, 

Can simulate a smile. 

By fixing to ones ear a leaden plate 
(1 merely mention what French journals state)* 
Through which electric stimuli beguile 
With luirthsome tweak, and smirk-compelling twist. 

A useful thing, fur hardened diuers-out, 

Who know that they must hear 

Stories first swapped in the Xoacliian prime ; 

The forced grimaces of the foimer time 
Will henceforth and for ever disappear— 

They can switch on a smile that none can doubt. 

And when we go to see the latest play 
A sixpence in the slot 

Keleases for our help the Smilofac 
(Kindly remember you must put it back) ; 

The saddest comedy, the tommiest rot, 

Will wrench our risibles, and keep us gay. 

I M. Dumas, if haply you are wise- 
ingenious you are — 

The Smilofac will vary in its strength 
According to an “ entertainment's length ; 
Counsel whose duty calls them to the Bar 
Of Dablixg win require the largest size. 

M. Dumas, it is not mine to scoff ; 

This felt — and felted — want 

Should ease the biurden of our social round ; 

Yet I distrust it on one simple ground — 

What if the gear should jam, and there should haimt 
Our visages ‘‘ the smile that won’t switch off ? ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ From a British point of view there is no more I'emarkable 
episode in recent history than that which concerns 
establishment and the gradual development of British 
influence in Egypt.” Thus Lord Lai^dowke, writing in his 
capacity of Foreign Secreta^J^ prefaced communication to the 
British Ambassador at Paris of the substance of the Anglo- 
PVench Agreement dated Aprd, 1904. In The Making of 
Modem EgyjA (Seeley) Sir Aucklasd CoLvnsf traces step by 
step proceedings which culminate in the once chronically 
impecunious Egypt to-day boasting a substantial surplus. 
Not only has the revenue steadily advanced, but the burden 
of taxation has been lifted from the shoulders of a long- 
crushed race. Between 1890 and 1896 more than a million 
of taxation was remitted on a revenue very little exceeding 
ten millions. The process is still going on; -the country 
yields more and the citizen pays less. Egypt little realised 
what rich blessing for her was implied when, the British 
Fleet Tpreparing to bombard Alexandria, the French batde- 
ships cut their moorings and put out to sea. Even when 
they had thus, irretrievably as it turned out, withdrawn 
from Joint Occupation, the dog-in-the-manger policy | 
of France hampered the growth of prosperity. A pro- 
vision of the earlier an-angement directed the payment of 
certain revenues to a joint account in order to cover the 
interest on the Debt,- - As Egypt waxed fat the payments 
into the Caisse de la Dette exceeded the amount needed. 
The British Agent urged that the surplus should ’be 
handed over to the Egyptian Government, with permission 
to employ it in whatever maimer was most conducive to the 


wealth of the people. France obstinately objected, and at tiie 
date when the Agreement put an end to the Joint Occupation 
there was uselessly accumulated in the coffers of the Caisse 
a sum of five and a half millions sterling. This is now being 
distributed with wise, beneficent hand, and bears fruit a 
, hundred-fold. If the man be blessed who makes two blades 
of grass grow where formerly there was but one, ten times 
.blessed is the work of England in Egj’pt. Sir Auckland 
CoLMjr, sometime British Comptroller-General, contributed 
his share to the work, and accomplishes a fresh public service 
by this admirable account of its progress and triumph. 

“ Call no man happy till he is dead,” was the old saying. 
‘'Call no man happy till he is a motorist,” is the new — at 
: least so fiir as Mr. Filson Youxg is concerned, who has written 
a book to support his contention. !Z7?e Happy Motorist 
(E. Grant Bichards) gives all the requisite instructions for 
attaining that modern variety of bliss which comes of travel- 
ling at Sgh speed in skins and goggles, amid mud and dust 
and the smell of oil. Happy such a traveller may be, but no 
[ monopoly of happiness is his. There are a few persons left 
I who can stiU be happy without a motor: happy although 
they have never pressed a snorting horn, never been terrorised 
by a chauffeur, never scared a pedestrian, and never flouted 
that noble animal the friend of man, who used to have a leg 
at each comer but is rapidly reaching the state of possessing 
not one to stand on. Each to his taste. This thing, how- 
ever, is clear : that whatever one’s views may be as to the 
happiness of the motorist, Mr. Filsom Young is as eloquent 
an advocate of the new locomotion as is likely to come for- 
ward. His pen canies you along with it as though it also 
were a 60 h.-p. 

If The Fifth Queen (A^ton Riv^), by Ford Madox Hueffer, 
had gone on as well as it begins it would be among the most 
vivid historical romances in recent times. But it does not. At 
a certain point incidents give way to intrigue, and the Bk>rj 
becomes dull and not too easy to follow. T/ie Fifth Queen is 
Henry the Eighth’s Katharine Howard, the successor of Anne 
op Cleves (that Flanders mare) and predecessor of Catherine 
Parr (who survived him). She is not Queen in this book, 
but is well on the road thither. There is every indication 
that Henry is about to catch a Tartar —and she too. But he 
kept his head. Mir. Huefftji, by the way, having written 
several novels (two with Mr. Conrad) and other boc^s, in- 
cluding poetry and fairy tales and history, must be amused 
by The Daily MaiVs excitement over The Fifth Queen as a 
“ first book by a new writer.” But so it is to be a journalist 
in a hurry 1 

In the collection of stories called Oonoeming Paul and 
Fiammetta (Edward Arnold), by L. Allen Harker, we have 
yet another contribution to the natural history of childhood, 
a branch of study which has been perhaps rather too popular 
of late. Mrs. Harker, however, has a kindly sympathetic eye 
and not a little humour, and in choosing Fiammetta for her 
heroine she chose well. Paul is less extraordinary, although 
it is true that he kept a private paragon of his own in a 
comer of his busy brain, named Tor^s, whose deeds far 
excelled anything that any real hero could perform — even 
W. G, Gr*aqe himself. Matthew Arnold advised the posses- 
sion of a touchstone by which to appraise new poet:^ ; but if 
eveiy child kept such a touchstone of daily merit as this 
terrible Tonks, we who are grown up and like to be admired 
by the young would know only gall and bitterness. 


“ Yorkshire. — Oemiine Retail and Prescnbing Business ; little Photo- 
rraphy ; no opposition ; Healthy district ; splendid fitted-up shop.” — 
ITie Chemist and Druggist 

“ Healthy district ” was surely an oversight ? 
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SI PACEM VIS, 

A Ballad of the little Grxsd Duchy. 

[The prevailing military ardour has spread 
to the Grand Duchy of Luxeml)ourg, which, we 
learn from the Frankfurt Gazette^ has added a 
horse to its cavalry and ordered a cannon on 
approval fiom Krupp-Essen. The national 
army turned out to practise with its new 
artillery, when unfortunately objections were 
i-aised by the neighbouring Powers, who com- 
plained that the shots had fallen in their 
territories. The cannon has been returned.] 

The Grakd Duke sent a summons forth, 
And at his ducal call 
From East and West and South and North 
Hasted his Bai*ous aU. 

“ Lordings,” quoth he, “ ’tis plain to see 
The armies of the Powers 
Each day grow more prepared for war— 
But what, my Lords, of ours ? 

“ While France and Germany increase 
Their fighting forces so, 

Can we be sure of lasting peace ? 

My Lords, I answer ‘ No ! ’ 

We too must spend, would we defend 
Our own bdoved Spa. 


Do you agree ? ” Some answered “ Otti,” The people saw with" sudden awe 
While others cried “ Ja, Jaf' Tlie shot had dropped in France. 


The Duke was in his counting-house ; 

The firancs he counted long ; 

Each Lord sat silent as a mouse. 

For fear he ’d count them wrong. 

At length his head he raised and said, 

“ My Lords, tlm sum is done : 

The funds are high and we can buy 
A charger and a gun.” 

The Duke has held a grand review, 

And all the folk in force 
Have gathered round to see the new 
Krupp cannon and the horse. 

The drum -was banged, the cymbals 
clanged, 

And both the trumpets brayed ; 

The people cheered, the new horse reared. 
The old one also neighed. 

Napolecmic frenzy filled 
The Grakd Dues. Rrudence fled. 

The visicpa of his army thrilled 
. His maarow. “ Fire ! ” be said. 

A blinding flash, a thunder crash, 

And then a startled glance — 


The Gra2U) Duke frowned, but even then { 
His zeal was scarce decreased. * j 
“ Come ! turn the gun about, my men, , J 
And let her' face the East.” ' 

Again the flame and thunder came, ’ 
Again at his command ^ | 

The shot sped true — this time, clieu ! 

To hit the Fatherland. 

Then frantic French and Germans came, 
And protocols poured in 
Supporting every victim’s claim 
From Paris and Berlin. 

The Grakd Duke sighed, his martial 
pride 

All crudsued and crumpled up — 

The extra horse was sold perforce, 

The gun went hack to Krupp. 


Mr. Punch’s Proverbial Philosophy. 
Good wine is the Moth^ of Invention. 
Let the cobbler stick to his wax. 

Too many "books spoil the policeman. ^ 


TOL. cxxx. 
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CHEZ LES TIDMARSH. 

of that Queen of in whose 

storied past my Jjv'tl '*^'v to<»k a 

sc*liolarly deli^^ht, .so o V"- ■/ 'i from 

liUnihlnjA it iiiav well he said that 
cust' »iii eanni )t stale his infinite variety. 
Restored to the freshness of early youth 
after five winters c)f emhalminent, its 
revival Wtis greeted at the Hayinarket 
with all the rapture of love at first sight. 
Among iJie many old favourites that 
reai;p?ared the honours must still go to 
Miss Faxnt Brough, incomparahle a> ever 
in her command of expression— voice and 
f icial pLiy alike. Mr. Chuiles Hawtrey 
never did a better perfonnance than in 
the scene where his own irresistiUe flood 
of laughter carried the audience away 
with it. One could have wished, as 
before, that he looked a little more like the 
sincere Eg\’ptologist he professes himself 
to be; but the situation discouraged 
pedantry. As the Arch-Unde Uahriel 
Mr. Ke.mble was once more himself in 
the most superb sense of that implication. 
!Mr. Aubrey Fitzoeilvld renewed the old 
fascination with his futile statistics, his 
dashing suburban gallantry, and the 
inimitable google in his throat. Mr. 
Arthur Plvyfair had lost nothing of his 
masterful tone as the Biitler who con- 
sented to demean himself for a night’s 
hire; and Miss Carolims Ewell again 
deplored most movingly the desolations 
of her stricken cockatoo. 

Of the new-comers Mr. 'WEErJOx 
Geossmith brought a great access of pow^r 
to the part of Montague Tnlmardt, He 
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Montague Tidmarah. 
(Mr, Weedon Qrossnutb). 


had little enough to do, but he w\as 
nf ver idle or sui>erfluous. In the dinner- 
tcen^ Ids silence was pure golil. From 
his Ijeiit back so inre an atmosphere of 
elur|ucnce was disused, that our artist 
could tell just how he wa^ looking 
; on the other side. Miss Maud Wynter, 
‘ as the flighty CjeUla Flinders, con finned 
lier growing reputation. Both in her 
' acting and in her inakc-up she showed 
' an almost sacrificial self-abandonment. 
I ]iliss WiEHE made an extremely pretty 
governess; and if she lacks experience 
she more than emnpensated for this defect 
by the freshness and simplicity- qualities 
nut easily acquired — with which she 
rendered a part which demanded in- 
genuous treatment. Finally, little Miss 
i WixiFRED ^VlNTER Carried on very admi- 
, ralfly the traditions which Miss Beatrice 
, Terr\ originally associated with the part 
I 0^ ( heendoUne Tidmarsh, 
i The cast could scarcely be bettered. 
If any fault, which I doubt, is to be 
found, there is perhaps a tendency 
with the secondary characters to over- 
' emphasize their isolated speeches, and 
to make hay a little too liard in the 
shifting patclies of sunlight that come 
their way. But this excess of zeal in 
seizing the bright occasion is very 
excusable, if not actually necessary to 
their purpose (in the phrase sanctified 
by Mr. Pinero) of “ bringing tlie scent 
of the hay across the fc'otlight®! ” 

As for the play itself there is no new 
thing to be said. It was long ago estab- 
lished beyond the reach of criticism. 
But the critics of the revival have felt 
the need of justifying their existence by 
the reiteration of hallowed technicalities. 
Thus they resent the description of this 
play as a comedy. No doubt they are 
strictly right; it is not, and does not 
pretend to be, a pure comedy. It con- 
tains those elements of exaggeration 
which are common to most of Dickens’s 
I types, and if the work of Dickens is 
I force then this is farce. But what does 
jit matter? Mr. Anstey himself, if he 
Iliad been consulted about its designa- 
I tion, would, I know, have called his play 
simply “ An Entertainment ; ” which it 
I very certainly is, and at that we may 
I leave it. 

’ Again, we are instructed to observe 
this fmrther defect, that the author gets 
through the telling of his storj’^ in the 
First Act. But to whom ? To the audi- 
ence, yes : but not to the actors. And in 
this distinction lies the only possibility 
for the employment of that irony — has 
Mr. Walkley never told the others about 
Sophoclean irony ? — ^which is of the very 
essence of this play. Half its humour, 
as a play (apart, that is, from the detached 
dialogue which does not attempt to 
assist its progress but merely contributes 
to the revelation of character)— half its 
humour as a play depends upon phrases 



Galmel Giluatile (Mr Kemble). 

Lord Stratlipefer (Mr. Cliarles Hawti-e}'). 

of double intent; and there would be 
an end to all savour of Olympian delights 
if the spectators could not draw from 
I these ambiguities a second meaning un- 
I shared by their inferiors on the stage. 

I And since one cannot have both irony 
' and surprise, for myself I would always 
sacrifice the sudden shock of pleasure if I 
might enjoy its sustained glow. For 
the sense of superiority I get from being 
in the secret is an enduring pleasure ; and 
not for one performance only, but to be 
renewed at wiU, while the other momen- 
tary joy that comes at the end of a first 
night can no more be lepeated than a 
bee can use his sting a second time. 

I have scant patience to answer a third 
criticism which complains of the want of 
action in the dinner-scene. It happens, 
of course, that the commonest form of 
human action is speech ; and that by 
means of the dialogue at the head 
of the table the wnb of confusion is 
being woven about the head of the 
unfortunate Ml’S. Tidmarsh^vst as surely 
and remorselessly as if she and the other 
leading cliaractei-s were popping in and 
out of the room or changing chairs with 
every other remark. There is in the 
nature of things no such “action” in 
this dinner-scene, and the omission may 
be a breach of convention; but even 
though Mr. Anstey should break all the 
stuffy conventions in the catalogue of 
dramatic proprieties I could easily for- 
give him if his tour de force justified 
itself ; as it indubitably does, and there’s 
an end on ’t. 0. S. 

The Scotsman reports Sir Harry 
Johnston as saying in a lecture tliat 
“the people of the interior of Liberia 
were given up to cannibalism. They 
were, however, keen, about trade, and 
received foreigners with great kindness.” 
With such Imdness, in fact, that they 
no longer felt that they were foreigners ; 
but rather, that they too were people 
of the interior. 
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MANY ESCARGOTS. 

Professor Helix Ritz, wlio has been 
condncting experiments on the edibility 
of snails in tins country and the proba- 
ble results of such a diet on the English 
constitution, asks us to publish the fol- 
lowing letters, which we are only too 
pleased to do. 

Dear Sir, — ^Before I took to a snail 
diet I lived at Racedown. I have now 
bought a cottage at Crawley. 

Yours, A. B. C. 

Dfjir Sib,— I have found in snail 
broth not only a source of safety but 
also of economy. I used to sit trembling 


behind my French chauffeur as he 
devoured distance and brought the 
telegraph poles as close together as fir 
trees in a Norwegian forest, while it 
I was hardly ever my fortune to escape a 
heavy fine for transgressing the speed 
limit. Since, however, I insisted upon 
his taking snail broth at every meal he 
has become sedateness and security 
itself, and all is well. He complains 
that it makes his liver sluggish, but I 
cannot help that. Yours faithfully, 
Maud Boodle. 


like a cliarm, enabling me to put into 
practice the maxim “Slow back” with 
a completeness and consistency to which 
I never could previously attain. 

Yours faithfully, A. J. B. 

Dear Sir, — cimnot tell you how 
grateful I am to you for your diet. 
Formerly I was so infatuated with speed 
that I could only read the Telegraph 
and the Eoiip'ess. Now I take in The 
Dally Snail as well. 

Gratefully yours, John Gauot. 


DearSir,— Ihadbeenquiteoff mydrive . _ , . 
for several weeks, when a golfing friend Relation of ‘ The Silver Emg. 
recommended me to try your regimen, “Lost, Gold Lady’s Neck Ohain.”- 
and I am glad to say that it has worked Inverness Gouriei\ 
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THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING 
CHRISTENED. 


good and gentle men are called Herbert 
at all) 

Slionld lie be intended for a Baronet 
I von would do well to leave the name of 


Se\xr.vl statisticians of weight having | Jasper alone. Jaspers were ever villains, 
shown tliat at least as many births take i and it is ghastly to think of wliat a Sir 
pkce in April as in any other month, I Jasper, the wicked Baronet, might not 
this seems a peculiarly appropriate | achieve. Yet if the babe is really of a 
moment in which to offer to fathers and | vicious character, and you wish to do 
others a few remarks on the naming of ' the tiling handsomely, why then . 


children. It is obvious at the very start, 
tliat much depends upon whether the 
child to be christened is a boy or a girl. 
Captious critics will say that if you call 
the child E\’elyn, Hilary, or Frances, it 
does not matter what it is ; but this 
sitting upon the fence is a practice for 
which one can only have the strongest 
condemnation. Far, far better name 
your lioy Gl-VDYS, or your girl William 
than hedge in so mean-spirited a way 
with such a name as Evelyn . . . 

We will suppose, then, that you have 
decided whether a boy’s name or a girl’s 
will be more suitable to the infant ; that 
you have noticed the colour of its eyes, 
and guessed shrewdly at that of its hair 
(supposing some of it to have arrived) , 
and that you have decided to strike out 
a line of your own, m preference to 
calling it after some absurd uncle or 
aunt, father or mother. What shall it 
be christened ? 

I have mentioned the colour of the 
infant’s hair, for this should influence 
your choice considerably. If its hair 
is light you could not possibly call it 
Jasper, for a reason tliat I shall give 
presently. Nor if its eyes are brown is 
it any good calling it ItvY. Colour and 
sex are, in fact, the two most iinpoitant 
points to be remembered when searching 
for a name for one’s child. 

Let ns assume first that the thing is 
a boy. 

Now it it is a boy a clay wiU come 
when it enters definitely upon some 
profession. It is impossible (and, indeed, 
undesirable) to give here a list of all the 
professions which your boy might enter, 
but we will take seven of them as 
samples. Tlie seven we select are : 
Baronet, Author, Prizefighter, Solicitor, 
Die-Sinker, Judge and Sailor. This 
may be considered a fairly representa- 
tive list, even though it omits such 


(But he must be black-haired, and take 
kindly, even as a child, to his faultless 
evening dress.) Cyril is another name 
to avoid. “Sir Cyril” runs badly off 
the tongue; liave none of it for your 
boy. For a similar reason yon should 
not qall him anything that begins with 
a vowel or an aspirate. If you christen 
the lad Edward he will be womed all 
his life by landladies who say “ Sir 
Hedw.uid;” or, if Henry, “S’renry.” 
Let him lodge at peace with the name of 
Bon.\i.d. 

Authors may be christened anything 
save George. If your boy has to sign 

himself “George ” reviewers will 

think either that he is a woman pre- 
tending to be a man, or else tliat he is 
a man who wishes to be taken for a 
woman; and being (anyhow) uncertain 
as to his sex, and compelled to say “the 
writer ” in place of the ordinary pronoun 
they will grow angry and cut the book 
to pieces. Your boy may, of course, 
make the matter clear with a dedication 
“To my Wife” (or “Wives,” if of 
Mahoinniedan extraction) ; but to be 
on the safe side shun “ George.” I 
shall not go further and recommend 
any particular name for your author- 
son, except to add that if yon wish 
his articles to be accepted for the 
magazines and reviews you should call 
him Sidney. 

Future prize-fighters should not be 
christened Lucius, Mervyn, or Kenneth. 
Careful study of The Sportsman will 
reveal possible names for them ; though 
such titles as “Smiler,” “Pedlar,” or 
“Bunco,” partake more of the nature 
of family or surnames. (By the way I 
might add here, though it is somewhat 
outside the scope of this or any other 
article, that in prize-fighting, as in most 


_ 

other professions, only the men at the 
very top of the tree make incomes of 
notorious trades as the Butcher’s, the | any magnitndo : which annlies eanallv 


Editor’s and the Policeman’s. Which- j to die-sinking). 


ever of these professions is to be liis, it 
is your duty to start him fairly on the 
way to success by christening him 
suitably. 

For instance, if you wish him to die- 
sink; you will not be so foolish as to call 
him Herbert. I cannot quite explain 
why; but it is impossible for a Herbert 
to take kindly to die-sinking. No die- 
sinker of the name of Herbert ever rose 
to the top of his profession . . (And I 
may say in parenthesis that only very 


To those whose sons look like becom- 
ing judges I have only two tilings to 
say. Firstly, don’t christen them Tommy ; 
secondly, do christen tliem Thomas. If 
a judge cannot be called “ Tommy ” he 
is, practically speaking, no judge at all ; 
but the Tommy must be a familiarity, 
a popular ^ corruption of the austerer 
'Hioma'^. Similarly, sailors slionld be bap- 
tised Cham^es (after the great Beresford). 
They can still be called Jack by their I 
friends. 


Finally, if the boy takes up with 
solicitoring, let his name be John. 
There is an old-fashioned honesty about 
John. One inclines to trust John, to 
give him the investing of one’s money. 
Let the lad have his chance—like. the 
others. 

There is just one other point about 
the christening of boys. Suppose your 
own name is Macintosh (say). If yon 
call the boy Albert he will find later on 
that in the social world Albert M vcintosh 
might be any old waterproof for aU 
the notice that is taken of him. But 
suppose you christen him “ The ” (as is 
quite lawful).’’'* You may then legiti- 
mately refer to him as “ The Macintosh.” 
Again, your name may be Faulkner. 
Call the boy Keith, and you can^soon 
create the impression that he is a Keith- 
Falcx)nbr. Enough on that point. 

But it may happen, you will object, 
that the thing is a girl. Now on the 
naming of girls there is not so much 
to be said. There is of course the 
general rule with regard to the colour 
of the child. Maud, Muriel, Isobel, 
Mabel, and Winifred are dark names; 
May, Grace, Dorothy, Ai.ick, and Jessie 
are fair names. It so happens that the 
majority of girl’s names are suitable 
only to brunettes, and tliis is another 
example of the workings of Providence. 
For the supply of brunettes never need 
nm short so long as there are so many 
excellent hair dyes upon the market; 
whereas" it is notoriously difficult to 
become a blonde to order. 

In the ordinary way the girl-diild 
win not be intended for any profession. 
But there arises always the question as 
to whom she will marry. If she is 
destined to wed a peer of the reabn do 
not christen her Sadie. “Lady Sadie” 
sounds ridiculous. On second thoughts 
she would not be called Lady Sadie, 
but the principle is the same. Some 
girls, again, are called Kerran-harpuch, 
but this is quite nnsuited to the wife 
of a business man. After a hard day 
in the city it is a fatiguing name to 
liave to say, and he would probably 
leave out the h}q)hen. 

It is of course possible that the girl 
may have a profession of her owm. And 
so I may point out that actresses are • 
called Claribelle, and cooks something 
plain and strong— like Jane. Type- 
writers are usually christened Blicken- 
DORF, or something of that sort ; but if 
by “typewriter” you mean “typist,” 
then I would recommend Berths. But, 
indeed, girls may, within limits, be 
christened almost anything. And, as the 
editress of ''For the Home'^ has well 
said, “The ^eat thing after all is to 
lead a good life.” 

See Williams' Real Property, Torts— ly 
One of Them, &c., 
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CHARIVARIA. 

It is stated in some quarters that the 
Chinese mission at present in London 
has come to this country to study the 
question of the coolies in South Africa. 

Our Japanese visitors were shown, 
among other sights, the House of Com- 
nioiis. They were iimcli impressed. It 
should he mentioned that the House 
was not sitting at the time. 


Half-a-dozen M.P.’s, each o£ whom 
has a son in the House of Commons, 
have celebrated the fact loy giving a 
dinner to their offspring. This interest- 
ing function has given a distinct fillip 
to the movement in favour of lady 
Members. It is realised how charming 
and humanising it would be to have in 
the House Papa, Mannna, and Baby. 

Lincoln now cLaims to possess the 
deepest water bore in England, and 
refuses to recognise the pretensions of 
Cockennoiith. 


All my Eye, and Lady Mary ; as the 
Marquis of GBAHAai hopes to be able to 
say after the poU. 

Canon Greewell of Durham, the 
well-known antiquary, recently cele- 
brated his eighty - sixth birthday by 
catching a 72-lb. salmon on the Tweed, 
A less tnitliiul man would have caught 
an 86-lb. salmon. 

An Italian doctor asserts tliat he has 
discovered a cure for gout, rheumatism, 
and neuralgia. It is called “Artlrral- 
gonicon.” As soon as the germs hear 
that the Arthralgonicon is coming they 
run ; mistaking it for a relation of the 
Diplodocus. 



The wit of the London omnibus drivers 
was questioned in a recent number of 
Punch. The London omnibus drivers 
have not been slow to vindicate them- 
selves. One of their number, on meeting 
a brakefiil of our Japanese guests last 
week, cried, “ Wliat price Rogervensky ? ” 


To prevent any tendency towards 
favouritism, the Stepney Guardians, in 
considering their annual contracts, sup- 
pressed the names of contractors, and 
had numbers called out instead. At 
this rate it will soon cease to be worth 
anyone^s while to become a Guardian. 


The L.O.C. steamboat Shakspeare was 
severely injured in a collision last week, 
but fortunately there was no loss of life. 
With passengers so diflScult to obtain, it 
would indeed have been a calamity if 
any had been lost. The ofiScers cannot 
he too careful. 


FIRST NIGHT OF AN UNAPPRECIATED MELODRAMA. 

He. “Are we alone?” 

Voice frovi tJte Gallery. “No, Guv’nor, but you will be to-morrow night.” 


It has been held by a County Court 
J udge that a paiTot is an animal. Inter- 
viewed on the subject, a leading paiTOt 
declares that he has no objection to the 
decision so long as cats may he con- 
sidered birds. 


The County Gentleman asserts that 
public feeling is growing more sensi- 
tive to the defacement of scenery. We 
notice with regret, however, that some- 
one’s pills continue to cure pretty 
landscapes. 

The Lady is of the opinion that authors 
and journalists would look better for a 
little more sleep, for sleep is a great 
beautifier. Well, many of us have the 


remedy close at hand. We need only 
read our own works. 

The Labour Party annoiiuced, a little 
while ago, that there was to be no more 
class legislation. Is Labour, in their 
opinion, “no class?” 

yimimn ne crede color!. 

Our Japanese visitors were too well- 
disciplined to paint the Town red. But 
their experiences were by no means 
colourless. According to The Yorkshire 
Post, on the occasion of their visit to the 
Tower of London, the band of the 
Grenadiers (who “ were mounting 
duties”) “made the old walls resound 
, with the ‘ March in Sepia.’ ” 
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THE RIVAL BLUES. 

8Jie : If your professions are sincere, 
Yoxir vows from mockery free, 

Then wear on Boat-race day this year 
The deeper blue for me. 

But if those vows were falsely made, 

If all your love ’s a sham, 

Then deck you with the lighter shade 
In honour of the Cam. 

He : So true am I to your coimnands 
That I could well betray 
My University with bands 
Of indigo that day ; 

But so I should be traitor to 
The colour of your eyes, 

That rival in their turquoise hue 
The tender April skies. 

And how can Isis hope to write 
BYesh victories on her scroll, 

When those twin orbs, like lodestars 
bright, 

Draw Cambridge to the goal? 
Oxford must lose, and I must yet 
Deny you what you ask, 

Till you have eyes of violet, 

Or wear a motor-mask. 


HOME CHIRPS. 

Knee-caps for Sleeves.— Dresses are 
veiy much worn this season, pcippf*iplly 
ahout the elbows, and it will lic l,■'LllM 
that long sleeves will wear much longer 
if small leather knee-caps are made for 
the elbow-joints. Out from soft black 
leather a circular piece, three inches in 
diameter. Nail it to the elbow with a 
few small tin-tacks. These additions 
are quite ornamental, and an immense 
saving to the sleeve. 

Gloves.— The new kind of washable 
kids lend themselves most amiably to 
treatment by soap and water. The 
advantage of wearing them is that you 
can wash your hands without the trouble 
ol removing yom* gloves. 

Bootlaces.— It is not generally known 
that bootlaces, if well waxed, will never 
come untied, day or night. This is a 
great convenience for tliose who habitu- 
ally wear them. 

OoFPEE-ooATS. — The coffee-coat is no 
longer in favour, and the tea-gown is 
less seen. They have been superseded 
by the Empire Oocoa-i’acket, which is 
qtnite the rage just now. The fashion- 
able tints are orange-yeUow, apple-green, 
cranberry-red, tomato, acsparagu'?, water- 
cress, ill fact, all the ISiiavian or vege- 
tarian colours. 

Uaibreluls.- -These, as well as parasols, 
are uow to be seen in colours. They are 
worn very lightly fitting. It is stvonghj 
a diised not to leave the tassel off your 
ambreUa until the weather is more 
settled, as severe colds and pneumonia 
Itave been caused by such imprudences 
in early spring. 


DARING EXPERIMENT OR THE G.W.R. 


FIVE SI MULTAliEOUS SPE CIALS. 

Devonshire Breakfia.st Tables Brought 
an hour or two nearer to the 
Heart of Things. 

A NEW era of culture for the Par 
West of England began last Monday. 
Response had already been made to the 
bitter cry for earlier London papers 
which had arisen in this quarter some 
little time ago, but what was then 
regarded as a great enterprise is naturally 
obsolete to-day, and it was no matter 
for surprise that the discontented feeling 
in the West had again broken out. It 
is anticipated that the new system of 
flying expresses will speedily allay this 
clamour. Bristolians who in the dark ages, 
for ever closed, had to wait till 5.35 a.m. 
for their Daily Mail, can now secure it 
at 5.20 A.M. The dwellers in Exeter 
whose breakfast-table was bare of Tlie 
Daily Express till 8 30 can now enjoy 
a the complet at 6.50. Early risers at 
Brixham who finish breakfast at 8.30 
win miss their Daily Chronicle by forty- 
five minutes instead of by 2^ hours. At 
Liskeard, the lovers of The Daily Neios, 
who have been obliged to linger over 
their eggs and bacon till 10.37 waiting 
for the arrival of their favourite dieet, 
may now be liappy some thirty minutes 
earlier. And the township of Par, which 
has been a bit below itself, must now 
be astir as early as 10.41 if it wishes to 
be thereabouts when its Morning Leader 
arrives. 

It is hoped that the enoimous expense 
incuiTed by these five papers in running 
specials to the West will be repaid by 
the increased patronage which diey will 
attract among the simple fisher-folk of 
the Devon and Cornwall coast, and the 
rural classes of the interior. 

Each of the specials is timed to leave 
Paddington at 3.10 precisely; and tiio 
highest credit is due to the Great 
Western for getting all five of them off 
simultaneously, running them together 
^ the way, and bringing them to their 
journey’s end at the same identical 
moment, without the slightest collision 
or other inconvenience. 


The Paris correspondent of The Sun- 
day Sun writes ; 

“A Eur() 2 )ean visiting tke Rouui is sure of 
:iu xirbdjie aud hosjjitable reception .... Tbe 
Rouui IS said to have replied to an interviewer, 
who asked a question on the subject of his 
birth, ‘At any rate. 1 aiu the son of steel,* and 
to have pxished a revolver under his importu- 
nate questioner’s nose.” 

We do not see how urbanity and 
hospitality could go furdier, without 
becoming actually^^offensive. 


THE NEW INTOXICANT. 

It appears that the atmosphere of the 
London Tube railways has the effect of 
accentuating enormously the potency of 
alcoholic drinks. The Directors of the 
Central London Railway, in recognising 
the seriousness of the matter, have just 
issued a circular to their employees, 
insisting on strict teetotalism while on 
duty. Less responsible persons, mean- 
while, have also noted the properties of 
tbe Twopenny Air as combining economy 
with exhilaration. Being gifted with 
a phenomenally keen sense of overhear- 
ing we are enabled to reproduce a few 
select conversational fi-agments, let fall 
in the vicinity of our deep-level thorough- 
fares : — 

“ HnUo, JoiJEa — ^wliat ’s yours ? ” 

“My turn to smile — have a two of 
Tube!” 

“ Thanks, old chap, Shepherd’s Bush to 
Marble Arch will about do for me ! ” 
“Nonsense, man — come the whole 
way — same price, you know 1 ” 

“ Yes, but I ’m a semi-teetolaller 1 ” 

* o <■ o 
“ Had your lunch yet ? ” 

“ No — where are you off to ? ” 

“The Baker-loo Borlocrn take a 
bun and the tunnel does the rest 1 ” 
iS o c 

“Your Worship, the prisoner was 
obseiwed coming out of the Chancery 
Lane lift.” 

“Any previous conviction against 
him?” 

“Yes, he is on the Black List as a 
persistent and incorrigible traveller by 
the Tube for the past three years.” 

“Very well, then — ten sliilliugs or 
seven days ! ” 

» o 

“Smoti was quite speechless at the 
office to-day 1 ” 

“ Why, 1 thought he was an abstaiiuT.” 
“ Yes, but he changed at the Mansion 
House, and mixed his air.” 

o 

“Oh, my dear, it’s too dreadful to 
talk about.” 

“ Oh, do let ’s hear, then 1 ” 

“Why, Mi*s. Knipper has taken to 
secret tubing I ” Zig-Zao. 


In connection with the alx)ve, our 
Lobby Correspondent reports that the 
Government has a scheme for the extinc- 
tion of all Tube licenses, without compen- 
sation to the proprietors. 

From “ The Life Outside,” by Mr. B.uit 
Kennedx in The Daily Mail, March 29 

“ All the songs of the birds. There is some- 
thing behind them.” 

Could it, perluxps, be tlioir tails? 


The latest name for the irrepressible 
Wilhelm The Adverkfiser.” 



Apnnj 4, 190G.] 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHAKIVAKL 




#ii| 

t® 





imi 



A BAD RECOVERY. 

Scene — Registry Office. 

Brtdcf/roum (to Heghtrar). *‘The first time I war married was in a CnuRCii, the second time in a Cuai'el, bdt T like this way 

EKT Jt ’r HU PIAIN AND SIMPLE— VND I SHOULD COMB HERE IF EVER I GOT MARRIED AGAIN — ” (catchcS Sight of Ills bride, and SCC8 llC luiS 

aid the wrong lluntj)—'' TiiiJi is, my dear, if ever I have the— er— misfortune to get married again, of course!” 


P. 0 P. 

A Photo-rom^vntto Episode. 

They met at the conversazione of the 
local amateur photographic society. 

“How delightful to be by your side 
again!” he murmured. “I have been 
trying to get you within my focal range 
all the evening, and have only just 
succeeded.” 

“ That 's the worst of those cheap 
lenses ! ” she retorted playfully, and 
veiled her own brilliant orbs with her 
Thomton-Pickard-like lids. 

“ Do not trifle with me 1 ” he exclaimed 
wildly. “ Since our kst meeting I have 
been stretched on the drying rack. I 
cannot eat. I send my plates away 
from the exposure table untouched, and 
I have forgotten my actinometer number. 
There are films before my eyes, I am 
hopelessly fogged, and my progress is 
merely a succession of dark slides. 

“But there! I have no desire to 
enlarge on my feelings, nor have I the 
necessary apparatus at hand. Let us 
form oursdves into a ^oup and retire 
behind this isochromatic screen. Here 


we can sit in camera, out of the range of 
the most brilliant view-finder. 

“Miss Hypo, I have a positive declara- 
tion to make. For many months your 
latent image has been imprinted on my 
heart, and now the alkali of your sweet 
presence lias accelerated its develop- 
ment.” 

“Oh, Mr Prno'” she exclaimed. 
“ Did the image flash out rapidly ? ” 

“ No,” he answered softly; “first the 
high lights, then the half tones, and 
finally the shadows.” 

“lam so glad you do not w^ear your 
heart on your sleeve,” she whiRporod 
“or it might have been over-exposed.” 

“All,” he said, “it was ahnost a snap- 
shot, for do you not remember at our 
first brief meeting I had but time to 
take ray cap off and put it on again ? ” 
During this conversation they had 
been gradually approaching nearer to 
each other, with an almost imperceptible 
rack-and-pinion movement. 

At length he murmured, in intensified 
tones, “Miss Hypo— Veloxu, if I may 
call you so, let me he your head-rest.” 
She blushed like a ruby lamp, and 


then gracefully reclined in profile against 
his rising and falling shii-t front, looking 
like a delicate red chalk carbon print 
mounted on best white Bristol board. 

“ Oh, Mr. Pyro-— Geohge,” she mur- 
mured sweetly, “mind my frilling ” 

“FriUiiig,” he repealed dreamily, as 
though quoting from a text-book. “A 
ten-per-cent, solution of alum wiH pre- 
vent any frilling.” 

Then as his arm stole round her swing- 
back he asked her tenderly, “What 
useful photographic accessory do you 
resemble now, dearest ? ” 

“A squeegee, Georcie, dear,” she 
answered, guessing right the veiy first 
time. 

Suddenly, like a flash light, it was 
borne in upon Miss Hypo that Mr. Pyro 
was about to P. 0. P. the question, and 
she remembered that it is not advisable 
to delay fixation unduly, so when, after 
thinking out the correct formula, George 
flung himself down at lier feet on the 
lower joints of his bipod, her answer 
came in dulcet tones, like the trickling 
of gold chloride from a graduated 
measure. And it was not a negative. 
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(who has heen pub in a separate bed for the first time). ** Oh, Muaoit, I don’t like this bed.” 
Mother. “ What ’s the matter with it, dear ? ” 

Efiie. “The—the—the sides is too near the middle ! ” 


PARTIAL PORTRAITURE. 

[“ Mr. Herbert Gladstone is not so tall as 
his father, but is broader, and holds his 
shoulders as straight and his head as erect. 
The back of his head is fairly shaped, and the 
dark curls linger on it. There is music in 
Mr. Gladstone’s voice Bnfis/i Weeldy,'' 
March 29 ] 

Mr. Haldane’s nose lias not so pro- 
nounced a bridge as that of the Great 
Duke of Wellington, but his lower chest 
measurement is greater, and he takes a 
larger size in hats. It is estimated that 
he speaks at least 100 words more to the 
minute than the Iron Duke, besides 
being a much more accomplished Ger- 
man scholar. His cerebellum is finely- 
moulded, and in power of thoracic 
dilatation he compares favourably with 
any of his Ministerial colleagues. 

Mr. Sydney Buxton, judged by anthro- 
pometrical tests, compares very favour- 
ably with his distinguished ancestor, 
Sir Philip Sidney. His facial angle is 
quite as fine as that of the hero of 
Zutphen, and his bump of amiability is 
equally pronounced. His nose is nobly 
shaped, and in height he has the advan- 
tage of several finches over the great 
Napoleon. The imibre of Mr. Buxton’s 


speaking voice is peculiarly rich, 
pleasantiy recalling the lower register of 
the saxophone, with an occasional smp- 
Qon of the muted horn in moments of 
emotion, 

Mr. John Burns, though he weighs 
probably a stone less than his illustrious 
namesake and forbear, the national poet 
of Scotland, is in all respects a stronger 
and more athletic man and a much 
better aucketer. Their strong family 
resemblance is somewhat disguised by 
the fact that the President of the Local 
Government Board wears a bear’d, but 
phrenologists declare lhat in ma:^ary 
development the statesman has a distinct 
advantage over the poet. The top of 
his head is extraordinarily symmetrical 
in its contour, and although his hair is 
somewhat grey its luxuriant growth is 
the envy of the barbers of the House of 
Commons. The melody of Mi’. Burns’s 
voice is polyphonic in the extreme. 

Lord Portsmouth is not perhaps quite 
so like William Shakspeare as Mr. Hatt. 
CjUNE, but he is considerably taller than 
the Manx patriot, and his forehead is 
more monumentally dome-shaped. The 
range of liis voice, which extends from 
the low E to the F in alt, is greater 


than any ever heard in the War Office, 
and the configuration of his occiput has 
long been the wonder of the leading 
European craniologists. 

Mr. Winston Churchill is perhaps not 
so brilliantly handsome as the great 
Duke of Marlborough, but his frontal 
contour is more striking, and the test of 
the gnathometer proves him to be much 
more richly endowed in this quarter 
than the hero of Blenheim. His back 
view, again, is singularly engaging, and 
the modelling of his shoulder-Hades 
reminds one of the choicest tomos of 
Praxiteles. The accents of his voice, 
we may add, combine in one intoxicating 
ensemble the silvery sweetness of Madame 
Melba, the romantic charm of Jean de 
Reszke, and the golden glamour of 
Sarah Bernhardt’s siren tones. 


The Daily E^cpress in its account of 
the all-night sitting says : “ Snatcliing 
one anolher’s hats and coats, angry 
gentlemen made the best of their way 
to the House, picking up cabs as they 
proceeded.” This reminds us of the 
man who was accused of piKering a i 
hippopotamus from the locid menagerie. I 
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Ml'. ChaniLeildiii tiics a somenliat gaudy fly on the oeeupanta of the Tiades Union pool, 
but they are not taking any— at present. 

(Mr. Olx-mb-il-n and Mr. J-lin W-rd ) 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBi-CTED PROM THE DliRY OP TOBY, M.P. 

'House of Commons, Monday, March 26. 
— ^Understand there, is tendency with 
some classes of daily labourers to ex- 
tend the week-end over Monday. Not 
so with their comrades at Westminster. 
St. Monday not known in this locality. 
To-day specially large muster in antici- 
pation of introduction of Workmen’s 
Compensation Bill. In charge of Secre- 
tary OF State, who showed himself very 
much at Home with siibj ect. BiU received 
with chorus of congratulation. Labour 
Members, eager listeners to Herbert 
Gladstone’s exposition, discussed it in 
admirable sphit and foim. 

Pretty to see how rapidly they have 
adopted habits and customs of House. 
On first arriving they were naturally 
disposed to walk about with their caps 
on. Also, if they wanted to leave the 
House, they took short cuts between 
Member on his legs and Spelvker in the 
Chair. All that now corrected. As for 
unctuousness with which they refer to 
old chums as my hon. friend,” toothers 
as “ the noble lord,” or “ the right hon. 
gentleman,” nothing is left to desire 
by most ’punctilious Parliamentarian. 

These snudl matters. What is alto- 
gether desirable is the directness with 
which they apply themselves to the 
problem of the hour, the keenness with 
which they detect defects, the frankness 
with which they admit good points, the 
simplicity of their language and its 
blessed brevity. Latest comers, with 
everything to learn, they have already 
established educational influence. This 
afternoon CooHRiVNB, interposing in rapid 
succession of Labour Members, delivered 
speech from Front Opposition Bench. 
It was die old familiar style, skiimning 



“ Workmen’s Compensation.” 
(The Rt. Hon. H-rb-rt Gl-dst-ne.) 


round and round, occasionally making 
a peck at the heai't of the thing. Not 
unduly extended as cxistom has hitherto 
gone. But it seemed intolerably long. 

It was tlu*ee o’clock when Home Secre- 
tary rose to introduce the Bill. Time 
not unduly occupied in explaining 
its multiple details. Then Herbert’s 
predecessor at Home Office made the 
usual Front Bench speech. Coctir.vne, 
as noted, took his turn. Solicitor-Gene- 
R.VLand Don Jose contributed speeches. 
These appropriated major part of sitting. 
Nevertheless, in the space of four hours 
twenty Members, mostly of the Labour 
Party, took part in discussion. 

That, as far as I remember, unprece- 
dented in analogous circumstances. It 
marked all the difference between making 
speeches round the and directly 

talking about it. ,\ ''Iriki ig contrast 
close at hand. On Friday, House meet- 
ing at noon, the second reading of a 
Scottish Land Values Taxation Bill was 
moved. Five hours later the sixth 
Member taking part in debate was on 
his legs. (It happened to he CocHRiVNE. 
But that an immaterial coincidence.) 
Debate on Friday automatically closes at 
htilf-past five. Accordingly, opinion of 
House on admittedly crucial question was 
expressed by six out of 670 Members, 
each appropriating on an avemge five- 
sixths of an hour for delivery of his 
speech. 

Had the odd 664 exercised their privi- 
lege and spoken at equal length — and 
why shouldn’t they ? — 80 worlang days 


of the Session would have been appro- 
priated on one stage of a single BiU. 

Businebs done , — A model of useful 
debate set up. 

Tuesday nlyht , — Stranger in GaUery 
who has heard and rend of Don Jose as 
i a firebrand, Jiis appearance at table the 
signal for instant uproar, looks down 
with amazement on the peaceful scene 
at this moment set forth. Second Read- 
ing of Merchant Shipping BiU under 
discussion. Havelock Wilson Sahib 
lias broken the Labour Members’ pre- 
cedent, noted yesterday, for brevity and 
directness of speech. Deems it neces- 
sary to explain at prodigious length his 
attitude on Lascar question. Cannot 
conceive that House, desirous of getting 
on witli measure affecting welfare of 
British Seamen, doesn’t greatly care what 
he means or says. When he prefaces 
address by remark that he wiU have to 
trespass for some time on attention, a 
general rush made for the door. But 
the Sahib has prepai*ed on voluminous 
manuscript notes of his oration, and does 
not spare remainder of audience a page. 

Almost without exception the new 
Labour Members join in debate without 
assistance of notes/ They listen intently, 
arc masters of the question; having 
contributed their views to the cauldron 
of debate, they sit down. Like Don’t 
Keir Hmidie, the Sahib makes speeches 
with the first person singular appearing 
through successive sentences in the 
serried form of quiUs on the fretful 
porcupine. 




248 PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHA.RIVARL [Aphil 4, 1906. 



Spare tue Eod and Spoil the Ciiinaal^n. 

(Lord H-l-f-x) 

House pretty empty when Don fJos^ 
rose; as usual, benches filled rapidly 
when word went round that he was up 
Spoke in conversational tone; assumed 
frieii dly attitude towards the Bill ; offered 
practical suggestions for its improve- 
ment. Ministerialists accustomed to 
greet him with a war whoop drew 
themselves together in pose of quiet 
attention. Now and then a low mur- 
mur of applause broke the stillness. 

Hands of the clock moved 


if anything was humming there- Pound 
Granard not only humming but hawing ; 
on his legs, partly supporting his body 
with both hands resting on Table. 
Onslow had been discoursing on 
management of American Insurance 
I Companies having binnch offices in this 
j country. Granard, representing Board 
'of Trade, rose quite briskly to give 
official reply. Being at the Table in 
attitude described — on all fours save 
that his stiffened anns rested at height 
of Table— paralysis of tongue set in. 
i vStarted a sentence glibly enough ; 
I couldn’t fit in succeeding sections. 

[ “ 111 the case of Germany — ” lie said 

' (pause) '' the laws are so stringent 
Unit--” (another pause) “ no foreign 
company whatever — ” (prolonged pause). 
The dozen Peers present began to think 
this the end of answer. Seemed in- 
conclusive, but might look all right in 
print. Slight movement of stiffened 
'figure. A click, as of machinery set 
in motion again ; then triumphant 
conclusion — “ did any business.” 

Business done . — Quite a lot. In 
Lords, Couit of Criminal Appeal Bill 
introduced ; in Commons, Merchant 
Shipping Bill read second time. 

Bh'ldaij night — Pretty to see how 
L-vwson Walton in charge of ticklish 
measure disdains no artifice calculated 
to fuither liis purpose. The Trades 
Disputes Bill is a carefully liaimnered- 
out measure designed to have appearance 
of giving the Labour Party their whole 
demand whilst actually recognising tliat, 
after all, there are some other people 
closely concerned whose interests must 
be considered. When on Wednesday 



WiiAT Mark Twain calls a “luminous 

INTELLECTUAL FOG ” 

(Mr. G-ll-w-y W-i ) 

Attorney-General rose to introduce his 
Bill the section of the Labour Party 
seated below the Gangway opposite 
observed he had dexterously drawn out 
pocket-handkerchief from breast pocket, 
leaving it hanging almost full length. 
Observant, sharp-witted men, they re- 
cognised the signal. It was a flag of 
truce indicating friendliest intent and 
implying customary conditions tluit the 
bearer was not to be fired upon. 

Neatly designed, well-meant device 
proved wholly ineffective. 

“ We have fulfilled our mandate,” said 
the Attorney-General at close 


back to^ a time ‘‘afore de 
Wah,” as they used to say 
down South. A quarter of 
a century ago Don Jose held 
the position now occupied by 
Lloyd-George. He too had 
his Merchant Shipping Bill, 
and helped to establish tlie 
workman’s right of compen- 
sation for accident. Momen- 
tarily ’ forgetful of Tariff De- 
form, Chinese Labour, attacks 
on tired Titans home from 
prolonged battle for Empire, 
he talked about Board of 
Trade matters as if he were 
still at Whitehall in the early 
Eighties, aU unconscious of 
the gestation of Unauthorised 
Programmes. 

Excellent mood and con- 
ditions for progress of public 
business. Resulted in Mer- 
chant Shipping Bill being 
read a second time without 
division. ^ But to teU truth, 
the Sitting sombrely dull. 
Strolled over to Lords to see 



The Cap’en and his Young Hopeful. 

Cap'n Tommy. Look’ee here, my boy, this won’t do ! 
You ’re getting exactly hke Mr. Punch ! ” 

(Mr. G. St-w-rt B-wl-s and his father ) 


of his explanatory speech. 

“No, no,” thundered the 
Labour men. 

They have no sympathy 
with nice distinctions. On 
the prickly points raised the 
Bill concedes their demand 
with respect to conspiracy and 
picketing. But as to the im- 
munity of Trades Union funds 
from amercement consequent 
on action of civil law the Bill 
does not go full length of 
their desires. * Therefore they 
will have none of it. Will, 
if need be, and opportunity 
serve, upset the Government. 
To-day bring in their own 
Bill ; insist on its substitution 
for that of Government. 

Lawson Walton folds up 
his flag of truce, hides it 
away and looks forward to 
troubled times. 

Business done. — Second 
Reading of Labour Party’s 
Trades Disputes Bill carried 
by 416 votes against 66. 
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m PURSUIT OF LJETTHA. 

[Dr. Emil Reich — it is not known hy wliat 
authority — says that men who drink to excess 
are no more than erring seekers after Ltsfitia.] 

Your name, Ljetitla., cliarms my soul ; 

Hail, alcoholic maiden, 

Whom mortals seek in cup and bowl 
With potent nectars laden 1 
To force your liabitation’s gate 
Men try now that, now this key ; 
Wliile some, by you inspired, debate 
Not what is truth, but whisky. 

So that their eyes your form may view, 
Plebeian Dick and Charlie 
Quaff barley beer, and sometimes, too, 
The beer that knows not barley ; 
While others with more curious brews 
Try to induce the rapture, 

And oh ! what tangled paths they choose 
To bring about your capture. 

Fruitless the quest they all pursue 
With you for their objective, 

For when at last you loom in view 
You ’re out of all perspective ; 

The charms they fancied would enthral 
Prove fleeting as a bubble ; — 

For some can’t see your form at aU, 
While others see it double ! 


POSTHISTORIO PEEPS. 

The statement recently made in the 
press that Miss Olga Nethersole will 
retire from the stage in eight years, and 
then* devote herself to medicine, lias 
elicited a number of interesting an- 
nouncements as to their future plans 
from other eminent personages. 

Little Tich is by no means tied to his 
profession by the indissoluble bonds which 
people attribute to him. He has fixed 
on 1910 as his year of emancipation, 
when he proposes to enter upon a course 
of study that shall fit him to succeed 
Prof. Ray Lankester at the Natural 
History Museum. 

It is a mistake to suppose that Mr. 
Edmund Payne is wedded to the stage. 
At the age of fifty he intends to retire 
from the footlights and become a Tariff 
Reform leader. 

Mr. Chamberlain has divulged his 
intention of withdrawing from active 
politics at the end of 1912 and writing 
books for children. 

We liave authority for stating that 
Mr. Leo MEaxse does not intend to edit 
the National Review after 1930. In 
that year he proposes to emigrate to 
China and qualify for the Mandarinate. 

Mr. Alfred Austin, whose new work, 
The Door of Humility, may shortly be 
dramatised for Mr. Frohman, has resolved 
not to ride any more after 1915. He 
will then content himself exclusively with 
pedestrian exercise. 

Sir Charles Wyndham, we regret to 



ARITHMETIC. 

Teacher. “How many Commandments are there, Sally 
Mhj “Please, Teacher, ten.” 

Teicher. “Suppose you were to break a Commandment . . {impressive ptwe). 
Sally “Then there ’d be nine.” 


learn, has decided to quit the stage in 
1940, when he intends to resume the 
practice of medicine which he followed 
during the American Civil Wlu*. 


The SpeeiaLor remarks proudly of its 
Militia recruits, that “ they do not spend 
time in emptying slops or peeling 
potatoes which might be employed in 
true military work.” 

The Sp€ctato7’‘'s sneer is unmerited. 
Mr. Arnold-Forsier said all along that 
no potato that had the true military 
spirit should be interfered with. Any- 
one who has seen a bed of potatoes 
obeying the word of command “Eyes 
front ” will understand this. 


From “ Souffles ” in The Westminster : 

Punch lias hinted as dellcatr’y ns r '-ss’ljlr 
that King Alfonso’s favourite n ■* 'm- 

ment is the Ooncert-ena. Th's is obviously 
a misprint. Jt should have been the ‘ Cousort- 
ena.’ ” 

As a matter of fact it was •, but we 
must not let this blind us to the quick- 
ness with whiph the writer of “Souffles ’ 
takes up the point. 


Five for a shillmg : the beet Cigar 
out.” 

“ Best ” may be an overstatement : but 
we can well believe that these cigars 
are at least far, far better out. 
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^.... ^r- r^>-A-i.iaivr riding in a motor-bns, they ’lo passoiigers 

THE MAN OF DESTINY. all riglit, an’ payin’ ones. They gets in 

You would never — at a casual glance at the starting point.” 

— ^bave taken him for anybody in par- He smiled — ^a horrid smile, 
ticular. His appearance was common- ! “They gets in— we never starts until 

place, his manners were mild 

— if anything, they were apolo- 
getic. It is true that circmn- 
stances were against him at 
our first interview, for, de- 
scending angrily into the 
kitchen to inquire into a sus- 
tained non-reco^ition of the 
beU, I found him embracing 
the housemaid. She explained 
tliat he was her brother (a 
very afiectionate one, as I 
judged from their attitude), 
and the conductor of a motor- 
bus. Here, then, was one of 
those stem tyrants into whose 
hands the Daughter of Neces- 
sity has delivered us; who, 
like Fortune, flee from us pur- 
suing, and, like Poverty, when 
we are once within their 
power, refuse to let us go. 

Here he was, in a state of 
channing domesticity, embrac- 
ing a beloved relative beside 
my very hearthstone. I made 
haste to question him and thus 
obtain a due to what is perhaps 
the ^eatest mystery of die 
twentieth century. I adjured 
him to explain how it is that 
any passengers ever succeed in 
travelling by motor-bus at all, 
seeing that it stops nowhere 
and for no man ; that would-be 
patrons must ever, like panting 
Time, toil after it in vain. 

How, in spite of this, it is yet 
an undoubted, if astounding, 
fiict, that the motor-bus is 
always fuU. Were they friends 
of the Directors, I asked, who 
thus achieved tlie apparently 
impossible, or of the conduc- 
tors ? Were they repairers — 
equivalent to the “ break-down 
gang” of a railway— ever 
ready to be at hand at the 
inevitable moment when their 
services should be required? 

Or, failing these, who were 

they? ' ; \ ’ 

His face grew very grave; ^ ' ' '' \ 

had his uniform been there to Time— 2 a.m. 

sustain him he would, I thi nk , Euaband. “Dootob, my wipe ms swallowed a pin I” 

have triumphed over any recog- doctor. *‘Oh, all riqiit. Come round to-morrow and 

nitionofourcommonhumamty. you another.” 

But finding himself, as I have — 

said,at a disadvant^e, he hesitated — and we’re full, inside and out. Don’ have 
was lost. “Promise you won’t never to wait long, neither— you know what 
•breathe a word of it to any living soul,” the public’s like after a novelty. An’ 
he adjured me, almost tearfully. I once we starts — we never stops. Them ’s 
promised, and have kept my word, for my orders — an’ I carries ’em out faithful, 
writing is not breathing. “It’s like I does.” 

this,” he said. “Them what you see “But ” I began to interrupt him. 






“There ain’t no huts. We never 
stops, not till we gets to the other end. 
No one can’t get in, an’ those what ’s in 
daren’t get out, fear o’ hreakin’ their 
necks. So they just has to pay for the 

whole journey— fi-om Putney, 

or wherever it may be, to 
Charing Cross or Mile End, 
or wherever we ’re going. 
An’ — once they’re there — o’ 
course they’ve got no busi- 
ness there — so back they 
comes again. Why, tliere was 
one oV laidy I kerried six 
joumeys alL the way between 
Putney and Mile End. She 
wouldii’ ’ave stopped then, 
on’y it was our last journey. 
No end of a game, I caU it. 
The profits the Comp’ny ’s 
makin’ — ^well, they’d astonish 
you.” 

“But don’t the passengers 
object ? ” I hazarded. 

He laughed again — such a 
laugh as a wolf might flash 
towards an over-daring lamb. 

“Ain’t you noticed that 
motor-bus conductors is always 
just about the fiercest and 
short-temperedest blokes what 
you ever see — ’aughty as tee- 
totallers an’ as lippy as Passive 
Resisters? Like to see the 
passenger what dai^ed talk 
about objectin’ once I’d got 
’im aboard my bus. I ’d 
jest like to see ’im. That’s 
all.” 

Something in the expres- 
sion of liis sister seemed to 
strike liim suddenly. 

“ ’Course that ain’t our real 
naters,” he said, luirriedly. 

“ On’y put on, by Comp’ny’s 
orders— like our yuni forms is. 
In private life we ’re j\ist the 
other way. More so. You see, 
after you’ve spent the ’ole 
day scowlin’ *an’ growlin’ it 
makes you want a little pe{K‘e 
in your ’ome life. I ’ve ’eard 
as several says, what ’ave 
married motor-bus conductors, 
that kinder, nicer - spoken, 
better-tempered nor more 
generous ’usbins ain’t to be 
looked for nowhere.” 

He cast an appellant glance 
at his sister, I don’t know 
I ’ll give why. ^ Unless, indeed, it be 
that it was in the interests 

of some colleague . 

I wonder if Annie really is his sister. 

^ Laoe Diamond Mining.— Cable : “ Board of 
directors have resolved to commence washing 
about beginning of next week.” — Daily Tele- 
graph. 

After all, one must start some time. 
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VERY OPEN LETTERS. 

A JsEW metliod of advertising books 
by an open letter from the publisher 
to the author giving him information 
as to the progress of sales, &c., has 
already been essayed in a tentative and 
colourless fashion. It is to be hoped, in 
the interests alike of authors and readers, 
that this plan will be shortly developed 
on the bolder and more characteristic 
lines sketched in the following specimen 
letters : — 

Dear Brother,— It is with a deep 
sense of gratitude and thankfulness for 
all mercies that we sit down to inform 
you that your beautiful story Is Father 
ainowj the Goats ? has just passed into a 
second edition, owing largely to pulpit 
references and the noble advertisement 
it has received from the Episcopal Bench. 

Believe us, dear Brother, 

Yours in the good cause. 

Odder akd Better. 

Dear ]\tR. IIace, — We cannot refrain 
from putting pen to paper to infonn you 
of the glad and unexpected tidings that 
another copy of your admirable bonk of 
essays lias been sold. This makes the 
fiftli in six months— a result for mutual 
congratulations. 

We are, dear Mr. Hack, 

Yours couileously, 

Jones and Younger. 

DE.tR Mr. Lee Boo,— I am directed to 
infonn you in an open letter that the 
success of your prophetic military 
romance is temfic. As you may have 
noticed, we are printing an instalment 
every morning, and shall continue to do 
so as long as the copy holds out. All 
that is now needed is that our readers 
should cease to look upon it as an ad- 
vertisement — an error due partly to the 
type employed and partly to its position 
on a commercial page — and that you 
should arrange for another question to 
be asked about it in the House. 

I am your grateful 

Carmelite Brother. 

Dear Mr. Newman, — To our intense 
amazement your story is selling w^ell, 
and demands for it come by every post. 
In all our long experience as a hrm of 
publishers we never remember anything 
so curious as this, considering that your 
book imitates no successful rival, and 
is not indecent. Accept our congratula- 
tions, and believe us to be, 

Yours faithfully, 

Blank & Co. 

Dear Mr. Henbane, — It is our pleasant 
task to inform you that the appearance 
of the seventli illustrated interview with 
the author has had an appreciable in- 
fluence on the sales of your superb novd, 
The Lost Pope, which have now topped 
the 100,000. The prize of £50 for the 



most unfavourable review has been 
awarded to Miss Glory Qu.\yle, who 
begins her notice with the words : 
‘‘ This hook, at its worst, is superior to 
Balzac, Meredith, or Tolstoi,’' 
j^We are, dear Mr. Henbane, 

Yours with extreme unctuousness, 
Trbkyli. & Sleimer. 


INITIAL ENn'ERPIilSi:. 

The news that tliat dauntless yet long- 
suffering patriot, Mr. T. P. O'Connor, 
M.P., is going to start another newspaper 
for the enlightenment and entertainment 
of the brutal Saxon under the pleasing 
title of P.r.O., suggests that we are on 
the eve of a general revision of the 
clumsy system of nomenclature which 
still prevails in the metropolitan Press. 


Thus, if we are not totally misinformed, 
The Times will shortly substitute for its 
present superscription either that of 
TJIB,U. (Tariff Reform Book Club) or 
T.M, {iempora mutaniur). 

The Standard, we understand, also 
contemplates a similar titidar revolution, 
and will shortly appear under the 
engaging name of P.P.C. (Pearson’s 
Perfect Compendium). 

In view oF ilie Edir-jrV unremitting 
services to provide Great Britain with 
the array that she needs The Spectator 
wiU abandon its familiar designation, 
and henceforth he known as KS.V.P. 
(Read Shiaoiiey’s Volunteer Propaganda). 

A now and more vigoiDus lease of life 
is confidently predicted iorThe British 
Weekly when arrangements have been 
made for its clxange of name to PJJ.P, 
(Perfectly Unmitigated Propriety). 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Me. E. F. Benson ‘bound, sooner or later, to wi'ite The 
Ayigel of Pain ; and, that being so, Mr. Heinemann was, I 
suppose, bound to publish it in a hideous yellow cover. Mi\ 
Benson's gospel is tliat all pain is somehow necessary and 
somehow good for the sufferer (which reconciles one to the 
binding), and this theme is worked out with extraordinary 
r-uwo’* i'i the case of two of the three principals. MeHvale 
;1 e ii and Philip Home were doomed from the begin- 
ning to suffer, their tragedies were inevitable ; but I do object 
with all my strength to the unnecessary and illogical shot 
which blinds and disfigures Evelipi Dnndas. Evelyn — 
man, be it said— was the most deligtitful creature. You never 
saw suck a one as he was ; tkough Mr. Benson does refer to 
him always as “brilliant” — ^which is a journalese word that 
has lost any meaning it ever had. And this gay spirit Mr. 
Benson wantonly breaks for us ; and “ there,” says he, with 
a wave of the hand, “is my gospel of pain.” It is all 
wrong ; it is not inevitable, and it is not justified as either 
necessary or good for the sufferer. (By the way, no book 
nowadays is complete without some illness or accident — 
described with the intimate ease of a perfectly healthy person.) 

The dialogue is Mr. Benson at his best. Evelyn and 
Alachje alone in London, and Philip and his mother alone in 
the country, are the two most joyous pictures that I can 
remember in fiction. The reader exults in the autlior — and 
there can be no higher tribute than that. And I should just 
like to say again that Mr. Benson is quite mistaken in think- 
ing tliat Evelyn was shot on the moor at Glen Callan. I 
was there myself and saw it all. The gun did go off,^ but it 
was Mr. Oshome in the back of the neck that the ricochet 
took. He is quite well now, thank you, and Evelyn and 
Madge are again in London together,- with the lion called 
Ellessdee. Please, Mi\ Benson, is it not so? 


Lady Sarah's Deed of Oift (Biackwood) had important 
influence ilot only upon the recipient but on the household 
she adorned and enlivened. Joy GliaHens, the daughter 
of an impecunious Major in the Lancers, married Toby 
Archdale, a pragmatical English country gentleman who, 
though much in love with his pretty wife, felt that his first 
duty was to break her spirit and compel her to a state of 
absolute submission. To this end he was assisted by the fact 
that she had not a penny of her own and could not pay her 
railway fare in acceptance of invitations to London which he 
disapproved. Her husband's aunt, Lady Sarah, to serve her 
private ends, which towards the Arehdale household were 
spiteful, settled upon her £600 a year. Joy, now her own 
mistress, stinightway packs her boxes, flees from the presence 
of her stiff-necked husband, his insupportable mother, and his 
insufferable sisters, changes her name, assumes widowhood, 
and flits to and fro over the Continent. How she is dis- 
covered by her husband, how fresh misunderstandings arise, 
and how the end comes, is told in sprightly manner that 
briskly carries the leader on from page to page. Whether 
the end turns out to be happy or not is a matter on which 1 
recommend the peruser of this page to “ overhaul the woUum ” 
itsdf. If, as seems probable, it is a first essay, we shall hear 
more of the lady who signs herself Aceituna (Sriffin. 


Captain "Winter found much pleasure and instruction 
On the Queen's Errands (Pitman), and communicates full 
measure to his readers. Commencing life as a cadet in the 
Ben^l Army, liis military service extended through the 
Mutiny, on which he in casual fashion throws many side- 
lights. He is delightfully garrulous, attractively incon- 
sequential, withal slirewd, with a keen scent ‘for a good 
story and a happy way of retelling it. A delightful one is 
shoh enough to be quoted. Chabues Le\teb, strolling into a 


Dubhn Police Court, heard a case involving charge of stealing 
a watch. The prisoner, being asked what he had to say, 
sighed and answered, “Your Honour, it is a very sad 
business, and the less we say about it the better.” 

Captain Winter found his tiue vocation, the beginning of 
“ a service of thirty-five and a half happy years,” towards the 
end of 1867. The appointment rescued him from service as 
a Factory Inspector to which he had been nominated. He 
knew no more of llie duties of a Queen’s Messenger than he 
did of the Factory Acts. But he was always ready for any- 
thing that involved honest occupation and a decent salary. 
The Queen’s Messenger was brought into personal contact 
with many eminent persons, of whom he has lively le- 
miniscences. As between the late Loid S.vlisbubi and Mr. 
W. H. Smith, he formed an opinion decidedly in favour of 
the latter. It was not based on considerations of higli 
pohtics. The fact is, when despatched to the Continent with 
letters for Lord Salisburi, resident at Beaulieu, the Queen’s 
Messenger was generally received by the butler and told to 
return to Londbn on the following day ; whereas Old Morality, 
ever kind and thoughtful, in similar chcumstances saw that 
the wayfarer had his full two nights’ rest before retracing his 
steps. A breezy, unconventional, well-informed book, it has 
all the charm of good talk across the walnuts and the wine. 


A critic of books was sipping tea, 

And thus, in his cups, he spoke to mo * — 

“An AHist's Model," the rogue began, 

“ Is written by Mrs. Kebnahan, 

And published by F. Y. White & Co. ; 

It ’s crude, untidy, and rather slow. 

The Artist’s Model is Nicoline, 

A red-lipped romp as ever was seen ; 

She’s rather vidgar, as some girls will be, 

A sort of bouncing, viituous Trilby. 

She 's loud and silly, but never bad, 

Without the charm that our Trilby had ; 

She wrestles a curate and wins— you bet ! 

She swears, and she smokes a cigarette. 

She really is rather too exotic ; 

And her mother expires of a narcotic. 

She slips in a pond, which had surely drowned her 
If a keeper hadn’t run up and found her ; 

And at last she marries a man called Jo, 

The book is certainly rather slow.” 


In The Shadow of Life (Const.vble) Miss Sedgwick tells the 
story of a noble girl, brimful of healthy life and splendid 
impulses, whose heart is broken by a bloodless apology for a 
man crammed full of Spinoza’s philosophy. Elspeth is ready 
to many Oavan and to redeem him from his ghosts, but he 
refuses on the ground that “he would suffocate her ’’—not as 
Othello slew his Desdemona, but by the dead weight of his 
gloomy useless nature. He returns to find her dying, and 
begs her to do it in his arms, a request which the lady, 
sensibly enough, refuses. This is a story not without sad- 
ness, but there is humour in it and there is style, together 
with a fine sense of humanity and the fatal collisions tliat 
are involved in it. 


“Bees aio capable of being trained to act as letter carriers. The 
I insect is taken away from home, a letter printed in microphotography 
is attached to his back, and he is thrown into the air. The advantages 
he woidd have over a carrier pigeon in time of war are obvious.” — 
CasaelVs Saturday Journal. 

Quite obvious. For instance, he could take some honey 
with him for the beleaguered garrison. Or he could sting 
the 4.7 on his way. And then he could disguise himself as 
some other bee so easily. On the other hand one has to 
remember that he couldn’t carry parcels. 
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THE “REGUIATION” OE ILLEGAL PRACTICES. 

[ “ So long as the Government had not the courage to suppress street 
betting’ they ought at least to regulate it .” — Mr Horatio Bottornley] 

If Britain’s legislators slionld consent 
To supervise the cult of kerbstone betting, 

We hope the then existing Government 
Win not commit the foUy of forgetting 
To regulate ” the evils that are rife 
In other despicable walks of life. 

If you should be a footpad, then die State 
May grant you leave to “ work ” when Fortune pits you 
1 Against a man of decent height arid weight 
Acquainted 'v’^ith ibhe science of Jiu-jitsu ; 

But not to “ out,” “ down,” “ cosh ” or render senseless 
The aged, weak, and otherwise defenceless. 

Our pickpockets wiU gladly undertake 
Only to rob the obviously wealthy ; 

^riiey ’ll welcome anything tliat tends to make 
The tone of their profession sound and healthy, 

In that grand day; when legislation places 

Their dealings on an equitable basis. ' 


Cardsharpers, quacks, and thimblez-rigging knaves. 
Who live by doing ” each and all they may do,” 
Will only trick a person who behaves 
As cunninyy, and knows as much, as they do ; 

Tlie Government will pledge them, by appealing 
To their good taste and gentlemanly feeling. 

La fact, aU known varieties of crime, 

Since penal codes have failed to obviate them, 

May come to be idealised in time, 

When laws are put in force to “regulate” them ; 
And then— ah, think what benefits wiU flow 
From thy philosophy, Roraiio ! 


“At the dose oi the dedication ceremony at 8t. Luke’s 
Church,^ Manhin^ham,” says The Bradford Daihj Argus, 
“ the new beU was rung for the first time, and for a quarter 
of an hour its loud, sonorous notes rang out on the night 
air. It is a imxtter for general regret tliat the Ilev. Canon 
Maguiijkess is siifferiii^ from a painful ear afSietion at such 
hn interesting period in the history of St. Luke’s.” A 
matter for gdieral regret certailily, but hardly for any parti- 
cular surprise. 


VUL. OXXX. 
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A PUNCH-AIMD-JOSEPHINE 
SHOW. 

So long as Mr. Barrie was content to 
, move in the unmapped realm of Faerie, 
he was like the Trades Unions— above 
all laws ; his inalienable rights there 
i was none to dispute ; or, if any was 
I rash enough to dispute them on the 
score of artistic inconsistency, he was 
I abused for a pedant, too blear-eyed to 
see that the thing solved itself by 
flying. But now, greatly daring, the 
I creator of Peter Pan has fluttered down 
from his home in the tree-tops and 
come periloudy near to soiling his 
j bright wings by contact with the sordid 
wond of fact. 

Josephine is a political allegory, which 
goes back over a couple of decades, 
glasses the present, and dips into the 
immediate future. Now there are alle- 
gories and allegories, and they vary 
chiefly in degress of dulness. There is the 
allegory which symbolises abstractions — 
virtues, vices, ideas,' nationalities and 
so forth ; and there is the allegory which 
disguises real persons in the masquerade 
of fancy. The difficulty with them all 
is that you have to construct a design 
which shall be at once sufficiently 
plausible to stand by itself, and shall 
at the same time correspond, in ’the 
mutual relationships of its figures, with 
those of the original persons or abstrac- 
tions which they pourtray or symbolise. 
As for the task of interpretation laid 
upon the audience (and mis is seldom 
less onerous than the task of invention) 
it is increased tenfold in the present 
case by the fact that Mr. Barrie has 
given us a combination of allegorical 
schacnes. For some of his figures — 
J ameSf Goliuj Andrew, Josephine, Bunting 



Jaynes (Mr. Qraltam Browne) 
Josephme (Mr. Dion Boncioaiilt). 


— stand for actual and liviM characters ; 
others for abstract ideas — Free and Fair 
Tradg; others yet again for nationalities 
— ^Britain and Ireland. It resulted that 


the audience — ^though they would not 
admit it at the time, but only afterwards 
and in privy whispers — ^was at sea for a 
great part of the First Act. The pro- 
minence of Mavoumeen — obviously 
representing Ireland — suggested a geo- 

S ’lical allegory, in which Andrew 
t stand for Scotland ; but who, 
th^, was Colin, who also bore a Scots 
name? Happily the identity of this 
last was established by the statement 
that he had been seen cutting his initials 
(0. B.) on a fence j and James had 
meanwhile proved himself allusively to 
be no other than Artbur James Balfour. 
But there remained, almost to the end of 
the First Act, an insoluble mystery about 
the identity of Andrew, His engage- 
ment to Josephine (an easy disguise) was 
in process of dissolution on account of his 
detected habit of flirting with Mavour- 
neen —clearly a Gladstonian foible ; but 
it was only when he announced his 
intention of retiring to his lonely furrow 
that he stood revealed as Lord Rosebery. 
The conundrum was solved; and in 
gratitude for this relief a fuddled 
audience forebore to reflect how little 
the relations of Andreio and Mavourneen 
corresponded with the known attitude 
of Lord Rosebery towards Home Rule. 

Once enlightened on the point of iden- 
tities we settled ourselves down to accept 
the incredible and incongruous, if only 
we might from time to time be reassured 
by some recognisable sign such as an 
orchid, or a phrase out of antiquity such 
as “ What I have said, I have said.*’ It 
mattered not that the picture of J osephine, 
attaching herself like a female vampire 
first to Andrew, and then to James, and 
finally to Mr. Bvller himself, was little 
enough in accord with the popukr 
prejudice which regards Mr. Chamberlaiit 
as a breaker-up of parties, who has finally 
gone off on an independent quest of his 
own. It mattered not that the ultimate 
severance of Josephine eni James and 
the elopement of the latter with Fair 
Trade offered no sort of correspondence 
with the anticipations of the most imagi- 
native of political prophets. So long as 
Josephine (delectably played by Mr. 
Dion Bouoigault) was on the scene, the 
audience remained on good terms with 
itself,^ Mr. Barrie’s humour was at its 
best in his satire upon the relations 
existing between the two leaders of the 
Unionist party, and it must have been a 
very perfect joy to Mr. John Mobley and 
Mr. Birrell in their box, with the Prime 
Minister, as report goes, in the back- 
groimd. Whether these gentlemen took 
an equal delight in the author’s vision of 
the approaching triumph of the Labour 
Party over the present Ministry it is not 
for me to conjecture. 

For the rest it is a question whether 
Mr. Barrie, following somewhat bdatedly 
the lines of electconl pantomime, would 


not have done better to go the whole 
length of the Lane and make up his 
characters to resemble physically their 
originals, as he did in the case of Mr. 
Bernard Shaw, in his other play. As 
it was, he put too much strain on a 
very amiable house in asking it to 
regard these three young men, hardly 
distinguishable from one another, as the 
counterfeits of personalities as dissimilar 
as those of Mr. Balfour, Lord Rosebery 
and Sir ISesry. 

It was the best possible tribute to the 
fascination which Mr. Barrie wields over 
the hearts of the public that his audi- 
ence received with something more than 
respectful enthusiasm a play which they 
would hardly have tolerated from any | 
other hands. 

The evening was a triumph for 1^. ! 
Dion Bouoigault. He played Josephine , 
with a marvellous feeling for femininity. 
Das Eung-weihliche permeated his every ' 
gesture and tone. And he was scarcely 
less successful inthelittle “Toy Tragedy” 
that preceded the political Revue, In ; 
the part of Punch (the buffoon of melo- 
drama, — need I explain? — and not the 
venerable sage of Bouverie Street) he 
bore with heroic dignity the veering of 
popular favour from himself to Super- 
punch, in the person of Mr. Bernard Shaw. 



Superpunth (Mr. A. B. Anson). 

Whether Mr. Shaw’s victory has not 
been over something rather better than 
melodrama it sliaH be left for some more 
captious critic to enquire. Enough for 
most of us that the delightfully incon- 
gruous blending of old-world imagination 
and modem actuality gave scope for 
Mr. Barbie’s most happy caprice. The 
faithful Judy's suggestion that the cause 
of their unpopularity might be due to the 
correctness of their marital relations, and 
her offer to rectify this blemish by the 
destruction of her marriage lines, were 
in the author’s best vein of satire. The 
setting of the scene— laid at the hack of 



EQUALITY-WITH A DIFFERENCE. 

Labodh. “EXCUSE ME, MUM, BUT I DON’T TIKE TBDE ’ANG O’ YOUR SCALES. I THINK YOU’LL 

KIND THIS PAIR WORKS BETTERr-FOR ME ! ’’ 
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MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 

Nervom Johnny. *‘ I love the smell of Motor-oabs ! '* 

Hostess. Really? What an extraordinary taste! Why do you like it?” 
N. J. “ Because when you smell it you know the danoeb *s past.” 




the Punch and Judy stage — ^was itself 
in harmony with that pervading freshness 
of fancy which is the secret of Mr. 
Barrie’s xinconqnerahle charm. 

I confess I like him better in this light 
sketch, where romance and sentiment 
have a chance of holding their own with 
realism, than in the more ambitions play 
which followed it, where his delicate 
genins was over-taxed by the effort to 
adjust fancy to complex fact. Let the 
ordinary cobbler stick to his last ; but 
let this maker of winged sandals revert 
to his last but one. 0. S. 


OUR LABOUR RULERS. 

QOSSIP FROM THE LoBBY, 

Much dissatisfaction is expressed in 
Labour cirdes with the Government’s 
Discharge of .Workmen Bill. , It is felt 
that the clause wjhich allows an employer 
to dismiss a workman who assaults him 
or sets the premises on fire is absolutely 
destructive of all industrial freedom. It 
is expected that under pressure from the 
Labour Benches the Government will 


adopt the sound Trades Union principle 
that on no grounds whatever should an 
employer be allowed to discharge a 
workman. 

A rumour has been circulated that the 
Government Strike Pay Bill will not 
contain a provision to the effect that 
employers must pay double wages to 
striking workmen. A Bill which merely 
provides for the ordinary rate of wages 
to be paid during strikes will not be 
acceptable to the Labour Party. They 
feel very strongly that, when an employer 
compels his hands to strike, the men 
need some little reim])urBement for their 
trouble besides their ordinary pay. It 
is possible, howew^er, tliat a compromise, 
on the lines of fifty per cent, extra pay 
during strikes, may bo effected. 

The Domestic Servants Nights-Out 
Bin is pronounced by Mr. Crooks to be 
a feeble measure, only worthy of a Tory 
Government. When the Bill goes into 
Committee he will move to omit the 
words “four nights-out a week,” and 
insert “seven nights-out a week, with 
use of the latdi-key.” 

Much consternation has been caused 


amongst the Labour men by the rumour 
that Mr. Burns is forming a Trades 
Union of Cabinet Ministers. It is fdt 
that if this new Trades Union can secure 
affiliation to the Trade Congress, in a 
very short time we shall find the Cabinet 
governing the country. 

Local Colour. 

“ “p EST A rB A XT. —'First-class London es- 
Ai uibJislimeut reqtiires Man of Colour for 
making coffee, and a T«all, well-built Chinaman 
for making tea.”— DaiZj/ Telegm'ph. 

It is rash of the advertiser to make no 
stipulation as to the Man of Colour’s 
height and huild ; and apparently he is 
■indifferent to what the Chinaman thinks, 
for instance, of Mr. Bernard Shaw. Yet 
it is just these little things that tell in , 
tea. 

“ 'P'OR SALE, 2 Cows, owing to family being 
i -L abroad.” — Bencidkshire News. 

Mr. Punch wishes to give the above 
a wider publicity in th^ hope that it 
may catch the family’s eye. cer- 

tainly ought to know what is going on 
in their absence. 
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PAGEANTS EXTRAORDINARY. 

The news that Warwick Castle is to 
be the scene this summer of an historical 
pageant beginning with Oaiuotaoos, 
ending with the present day — ^when our 
Warwick will receive the homage of 
the fourteen other Warwicks in America 
and dsewhere — and including the dun 
cow, has spread like wildfire through 
England and incited many other towns 
to an imitative frenzy. Particulars of 
several rival pageants are already to 
hand. 

Coventry. 

The cost of the costumes of the lead- 
ing figures in these pageants is a serious 
matter which has before now deterred 
many an otherwise enterprising borough 
from indulging in pageantry. But here 
Coventry has a distinct advantage, since 
Lady Godiva’s modistes’ and milliners’ 
bills are not worth talking about. 
Fortified by this reflection even the 
rigidly economical wing of the Coven- 
try Town Council has given way and 
agreed to support the pageant. Every- 
tmng is indeed settled but the lady 
and gentleman to play Godiva and 
Peepi^ Tom. Both Miss Beckwith and 
Miss iSiiXERMAN are to be approached 
with respect to the feminine lead, and 
it is most cordially hoped that both 
win not accept or history will be dislo- 
cated. To add to the illusion of reality 
it is held that Peeping Tom should be 
impersonated by some public character 
who is already known by that Christian 
name, and it is therefore arranged that 
an invitation shall be extended to Mr. 
Thomas Gibson Bowles, Tom Hayward, 
and Tom B. Davis. The Coventry 
pageant is being composed by Mr. A. 
E. W. Mason, M.P. for the Borough, 
assisted by Mr. Louis N. Parker. 

CAMBRmGE. 

The Cambridge pageant will bear 
wholly upon eggs. It is felt that the 
egg question must be set in its proper 
pl^e in the national mind, and how 
better do so than by forgetting history 
and literature — ^forgetting that Cam- 
bridge was the mother of the best poets, 
and that it was she who bred Rrince 
Ranjitsinhji, and for the time being 
throw the whole weight and prestige of 
the University into the glorification of 
the egg. 

A masque is even now being written 
at great speed by Mr. Louis N. Parker 
(to be known as Parker’s piece) in 
honour of the domestic fowl ; and it is 
hoped that the Master of the Rolls, Sir 
Righaed Henn Collins, himself a dis- 
tinguished Cantab, wiU take the leading 
part. The co-operation of' Dr. Addler, 
the Chief Rabbi, is also counted upon. 
A giant egg wiU be a prominent feature, 
from, which* wiH, crawl all^ that is best 


iu statesmanship and literature, science 
and art, athletics and learning. 

Brighton, 

The pageant at Brighton will have a 
more modem setting than the others, 
the period of the Regency being chosen 
as the starting point and the present day 
as the close. The central figure thus 
becomes the First Gentleman of Europe, 
who win be seen wedding the Channel, 
as the Doges of Venice wed the Adriatic, 
by dropping a ring off the end of the Pier. 
But so thrifty are the Brighton Town 
Councillors t^t it has been arranged that 
Professor Reddish shall at on^ dive into 
the sea to bring it out again. Candi- 
dates for the part of the Regent are very 
numerous, among others beingMr. George 
W. E. Russell, Mr. George Street, and 
Mr. George Wyndham. The book is the 
work of Louis IT. Parker, or as he will 
he called in future, Mr. Preston Parker. 

Birmingham. 

The very spirited inhabitants of 
Birmingbam intend to do what they 
can, although they are only too con- 
scious of the youthfulness of their city 
and its lack of history. They console 
themselves, however, with the thought 
that they are making history all the 
time, wWeas so many other and older 
towns have long ago finished. The 
idea which meets at present with most 
favour is a pageant of great Chamber- 
lains, beginning with Joseph who saved 
Egypt by protecting com and ending 
with a Joseph of later date who has 
similar designs in England. 

The l%bretto will be the work of the 
editors of The Outlook and The National 
Review, the lyrics being provided by 
Mr. Jesse Colltngs and Sir Oliver Lodge, 
and the production will be carried out 
under the eye of Mr. Louis N. Parker. 

Edinburgh. 

It is proposed in Edinburgh to make 
the pageant descriptive and commemora- 
tive of Scottish pre-eminence in all walks 
of life ; but particularly in politics and 
journalism. In order to do this vividly, 
.without any loss of point through over- 
subtlety, it has been decided to erect 
on Arthur’s Seat a gigantic sausage 
machine, vrith an inclined plane leading 
from the ground to the opening of it. 
The pageant wiU consist of a long pro- 
cession through the city to Arthur’s 
Seat, where stands for thousands of 
spectators are to be erected. At a given 
I signal a number of ordinary* ^otch 
youths wiU walk in single file up the 
inclined plane and disappear into the 
machine. Its wheels will then be put 
in motion, and in a few seconds they 
will emerge in London attire as full- 
blown Prime Ministers, Pro-Consuls, 
Members of Parliament, successful 
editors, novelists, etc. 


The arrangements are in the hands of 
Mr. Louis N. Parker, assisted by Dr. 
Robertson Niooll, who has control of a 
large part of the machinery. 

Dublin. 

After a great deal of spirited discus- 
sion it has been decided that the 
Dublin pageant shaU take the form 
of a realistic representation of Brian 
Boroimhe’s last battle against the Danes, 
the alternative proposal of the discovery 
of Guinness’s Stout by Bacchus haying 
been abandoned owing to the opposition 
of the Gaelic League. The only difficulty 
so far encountered has been in connec- 
tion with casting the leading rdles, 
Danish chieftains (owing possibly to 
jealousy on the butter question) have 
been very much at a discount, but it is 
hoped that Mr. George Moore or possibly 
Mr Walter Long will enact the part of 
the Danish King. Brian Boroiaihe wiU 
of course be played by Mr. John Red- 
mond, and Mr. W. B. Yeats will appear 
in a safcon kilt as the chief Bard. 
The co-operation of Mr. Bart Kennedy 
is also threatened. 

The scenario of the pageant has 
already been prepared by Mr. Louis 
Phcenix Parker, and the lyrics will be 
from the pens of Dr. Douglas Hvde and 
Mr. Tim Bexly, M.P. 


CRITICISM BY ANATHEMA. 

In an article on Our “ Insolvent ” Stage 
in the April National Review, Mr. Austin 
Harrison writes, “We want fierce criti- 
cism, fearless and independent like the 
political anathemas of The National 
Review, and signed with the writera’ 
names.” We are glad to be able, by the 
aid of a process of telepathic clairvoyance 
special to Mr, Punch, to indicate precisely 
the effect on the dramatic critics of our 
contemporaries when Mr. Harrison’s 
luminous suggestion has been adopted. 

From The T-WrS of Apil 2, 1907. 

“ Opinions will differ about Mr. Arthur 
Henry James’s new play, for, at any rate 
until the next swing of the political pen- 
dulum, a majority of fools is assured. 
Besides, Mr. James is now practically in 
his dotage, and the English public 
has always evinced a fatuous respect for 
senility. For one reason or another, 
therefore — out of a perverted spirit of 
loyalty, or an ingrained and ineradicable 
love of vulgar and sloppy sentiment — 
many people will like Mr. James’s play. 
We cannot profess the smallest regret 
that their attitude is not our own. 

“ The General Election has proved the 
majority of Englishmen to be enamoured 
of a rotten and ]^tilential policy. Araal, 
the majority of Englishmen will probably 
enjoy this rotten and pestilential play. 
As Oknithoparous remarks in one ol his 
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InunoroTis Dialogues, stultitia senum 
pessima, and ifi. Jamies is a living 
example of the truth of this luminous 
dictum. In his long, inglorious, though 
highly lucrative career, he has written 
more tedious, more insipid, more pre- 
tentious plays tlian The Hallucinations 
of Hetty, but he has never ‘ ruined along 
the illimitable inane * with greater 
velocity than in this sickening pseudo- 
comedy. 

“The effrontery which he has dis- 
played in ransacking the dustbins of his 
effete imagination for the delectation of 
a depraved democracy is only one more 
example of the com-age of ignorance — 
which, as Aristotle tells us, is one of 
the lowest and most perverted forms of 
that virtue. Mr. JiaiES is like the 
BouRBOira and the Duke of Devonshire. 
He has learnt nothing and hehas forgotten 
nothing. But he is so f^ inferior to 
them tihat he knew absolutely nothing 
to start with. That notorious Blenheim 
pup, Mr. Winston Churchill-— an even 
morepoisonous politician than Mr.BiRRELL 
or Mr. Btles — could hardly in his most 
insensate moments have perpetrated such 
clotted nonsense as this atrocious play. 
We win not abuse the patience of om* 
readers by attempting to sketch the 
plot. We should only besmirch our- 
selves and them in the process. It is 
enough to say that it is as mad ns the 
Blue Water mania of the distorted doc- 
trinaires who run the Committee of 
National Defence. As for the acting, it 
was if possible worse than the play. 
Sir Alpred Kimball, the most ghastly 
histrionic mandarin who ever disgraced 
the calling of Garrick, blundered through 
such of his lines as he contrived to 
remember. Mr. PmLip Sampson wore 
three pairs of well-cut trousers in the 
rdle of the hero, and Miss Vinolu 
Bamborouqh gave a realistic imitation of 
St. Vitus’s dance in that of Hetty, a 
female bounder of the most deadly type. 

“ The piece, we may add, is staged and 
upholstered with the most extravagant 
Tottenham Court Road fiavavo-ia, and is 
evidently destined for a long, ignoble, 
but remunerative run.” 


The Assistant Secretary of tihe Society 
of Antiquaries has discovered the where- 
abouts of the Royal Treasure lost by 
King John in the Wash, and a Com- 
pany is to be formed to dig for it. We 
understand that this is not the only 
historical find of the Society, — a well- 
known member having recenfly located 
at Bletchley Junction one of the identical 
cakes burnt by King Alfred. 

From the Laureate’s new poem : — 

“ Why still pursue a bootless quest 

And wander heartsore fuitber East ? 

Is this not a slip for “footsore” ? 



J iir William Bull, M.P., is anxious to form ia the metropolis a Society fori, Completing 
m Buildings. ** Look,” he says, '*at 'the Thames' j^Embankment, with its pediments for 
sculpture, and not one filed in, except the space which I got occupied by the Boamcea group.”] 
It is hoped that Chelsea, with its Artists* Quarter, wnii taxe advantage op the 

MAGNIFICENT OPPORTUNITY OFFERED BY THE FOUR CHIMNEYS OF THE GENERATING StaTION. WhT 

not an Equestrian Statue of Carlyle, reading his own works? 


We understand from the American 
Press that Mir, John D. Rockefeller, natu 
mmimus (March 21, 1906), is not yet 
engaged, though an interesting announce 
ment may be expected shortly. He is 
indifferent about the egg-diet, disap- 
proves of feminine smoking, is rather 
undecided on the fiscal question, re- 
joices that the Morocco trouble is over, 
evinces a certain disappointment in the 
result of the Boat-race, and has a high 
opinion of the American Press. 


Music Master: “P” is the musical 
sign indicating that a passage of music 
has to be sung softly. Now, what are 
the letters that stand for “very soft?” 

Boy (promptly,) M.P., Sir. 

Mr, Punch begs to remind housewives 
that, according to the old saying r — 

“ The Cook who comes in April, 
Sings her song in May, 

Bays good-bye in July ; 

Then she flies away.” 
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FRENCH OH THE HIGHER SYSTEM. 

The Evening News is conducting a 
series of French lectures for the benefit 
of travellers, Members of Parliament, 
clerks and others. For a first and only 
payment of 6s. 6d. you get a good all- 
round knowledge of French and the 
Evening News; while for 2s. 6d.you get 
the French without the Evening Nev:s ; 
but that does not matter, as you can then 
take in the Petit Bleu. This seems 
a trifle unkind to the Eai'mswortk Self 
Edueatm*, which was to teach everything, 
including French, for \d. a day, but 
Ur. Punch has no wish to sow the seeds 
of discord in Carmelite House. He is 
here to make the aiinounceinent that on 
April 31 next he, too,‘wiU give free 
French instruction to all subscribers. 

Pile lecture will be on thoroughly 
sound lines. The following is a specimen 
of the kind of examination paper that 
will be set at the end of it. 

Mr. Punch’s French Paper. 

[Candidates should state whether they have 
had any previous instruction ; and (if female) 
whether married or single.] 

I. Distinguish between entente cordiale 
and Use-majeste. 

II. Translate literally “ Venire a terre! ” 
Mention any other French oaths you 
know. Do you think Ventre hleu ” 
is better regarded as an oath, or as 
a rough translation of Bluebeard ? 

III. Pronounce menu, Nestle’s, and 
feuilleton, 

IV. Explode the theory that the Fettes- 

' ian-Lorettonians are a football club 

for men who were educated in 
Alsace or Lorraine. 

V. Correct the graihniar 6t the foUow- 

(1) Tiohime. 

(2) Qiieux. 

[NB . — ^No 2 is for advanced students only.] 

Vf. Do into French : 

Am I right (droit) for Bouverie 
■Street? . 

No, but I have an aunt who lias 
dined (escoffier) at the Carlton. 

VII. Translate: 

Je charivarirai voire Ute. 

viiL Compare Hunyadi Janos and 
Khayyam. 

pifoTB — ^This is not, strictly speaking, a 
French question, but it will be touched upon 
in the lecture.] 


It is to be hoped that a large number 
of subscribers , will take advantage of 
Mr. Punch's offer and go in for the 
lecture 'and the examination. It will be 
remembered that on the 29th of last 
I February Mr, Punch gave a similar 
lecture ; and he is able to reproduce 


here some of the testimonials ‘^^he then 
received. 

r. A Testimonial from Devon : “ Merei, 
Monsieur." 

[N.B. — The orlgindl of this can he 
‘ seen.] 

' II. A Testimonial from Cornwall: “Sir, 
— In the course, of a somewhat pleasant 
stay in La belle France I discovered that 
■ even without a knowledge of the language 
one could pass an agreeable time there.” 

HI. A Testimonial from Dover: 

, the well-known Channel Swimmer, 

ivrites : “ I now divulge for the first 
time the reason why my last gallant 
attempt to swim the Channel was un- 
successful. The fact simply was this: 
that directly I struck the water off Dover 
Pier I remembered all at once that I 
knew no word of the French language. 
Consequently I decided to postpone my 
visit until after I had attended one of 
youi* lectures.” 

Testimonials in this or any other style 
can be seen in the office. It only 
remains for you to fill in the following 
form. 


Dear Me. Ponoh, — ^I enclose 
( (1) 15/9 for Lecture on April 31 — 
^ I with Punch, 

j (2) 15/9 ioxPtinch — withoutLccXvoce 
I on April 31. 

[• Strike out all hut one of tlmei] 

Yours faithfully, 

Name 

Address 

Note. — Do not trouble to write legibly 
so long as you send the money. 


CHARiVARiA. 

Its best friends do not wish the 
Government many happy returns of 
its Natal day. 

There is, according to Good Words, a 
statue in Wells Cathedral representing 
The Fruit Stealer, which bears a ridi- 
dulofis resemblance to Sir Henry Camp- 
bell-Bannerman. We think that the 
title would have been more appropriate 
for the CiiANCELijOR of the Exchequer in 
view of his windfall. 


It is now rumomred that Mr. Haldane 
intends substantiffly to reduce our 
Army so as to save sufficient money to 
pay the indemnity which we shall, as 
will shortly be proved* by The Daily 
Mail, have to pay Germany in 1910. 

The latest scheme for Old Age Pensions 
proposes that five shillings a week sliall 
be paid to rich and poor dike. We have 
received several letters from millionaires 
expressing their delight at tlie revival 


of the old theory that there should' be 
one law for ridi and poor alike. 

Much indignation is felt in news- 
paper circles that the French miners 
who were rescued last week were allowed 
to see their relatives before they had 
been interviewed by the Press corre- 
spondents. 

The reports to the effect that the 
Moors are delighted tliat the agreement 
relating to the control of their county 
has removed the danger of a war in 
Europe are exaggerated. 

One would have thought that the 
amount of costmne worn by athletes 
had already reached the minimum, but 
the British competitors at the Olympian 
Games at Athens liave been requested 
to wear a small Union J ack. 


The latest fashion is to wear real 
flowers ill one’s headgear. The flower- 
pot hat should form a pretty accompani- 
ment to the chimney-pot hat. 

Mr. Justice Buckley’s dictum that 
there are no sporting rights in moths 
has caused consternation among those 
vendors of second-hand fur coats who 
are in the habit of asking an additional 
sum for the hunting privileges. 


Motor despatcli cars are, it is an- 
nounced, to be used by Scotland Yard. 
Does this mean that the little traps used 
by the police are to be given up ? 


Answer to a Con’espondent.— No, Mr. 
William le Qubux’s real name is not 
William lb Quillbr-Couch. 

The Lancet having stated that tobacco 
is a germicide, a gentleman writes to 
tell us that he has smoked tobacco for 
upwards of sixty years with no evil 
effects. 


With reference to the timber famine 
which Sir Herbert Maxwell predicts, we 
are informed tliat the danger has been 
exaggerated, and that there is no need 
for some of us to lose our heads. 


A Birkenhead Lady writes to The Liver- 
pool Echo : — 

“ A few days ago I lost a valuable dog at 
New Brighton. I advertised in The Echo, and 
the same evening the dog returned.” 

The Birkenhead Lady should liave 
written to The Spectator, The advertise- 
ment, no doubt, ran, “ Return at once 
and all will be forgiven;” and the 
prodigal, having thought the nuitter 
over, decided to chance it. But how 
surprised he must have been at coming 
across his name in the papers in this way. 
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SHAW’S PROGRESS. 

By our Special Correspondent, 

{Being a SwppleTnent to ^^Mr. Bernard 
Shaw in Kungary,^^ Pall Moll 
Gazette, Ap'U 3, 1906.) 

The triumpliaiit reception of Mr. 
Bernard Shaw’s plays in Berlin and 
Budapest has been transcended by the 
phenomenal enthusiasm aroused by the 
production of Man and Superman in the 
Basque provinces. For at least a fort- 
1 night before the first performance I was 
' beset with questions concerning the 
personality, appearance, dress and diet 
of the famous Ksh playwright, who has 
at one stride attained a popularity among 
the Basques second only to that of the 
famous Carlist leader Zukalaoabreguy. 
At Poenterrabia, where the play was 
performed at the principal fronton, the 
reception was ma^ificent, Mr. Shaw 
being presented with a , silver-mounted 


chistera, while the criticisms'have been 
both fearless and adequate. " Thus the 
Sare *‘Aiztor” actually goes so far as 
to say: “Erho bat asti da harrican- 
tombaten puzura egosteco, bana sei suhur 
behar dira haren hantik itoiteco,” and 
another leading pumal says (we trans- 
late freely) “Whether we read the play 
straightforwards, backwards or upside 
down it remains the most remarkable 
manifestation of the literary spirit of 
modem England, with perhaps the sole 
exception of the novels of Miss Marie 
Caine.” Another critic remarks : “ This 
Bernard Shaw is a splendid fellow, who 
knows his public as well as a Cambridge 
oarsman Imows a bad egg.” Indeed 
the success of the play has been quite 
unprecedented. Agricultural operations 
have been entirely suspended through- 
out the Basq^ue provinces, the national 
game of p^ta has been temporarily 
abandoned, the dancing of the Zorcico 
has ceased, and M. Eghegaray, the famous 


dramatist, has been so consumed with 
mortification at the popularity of his 
Irish rival that hfe has gone into retreat 
at his chfiteau at Zozarteaga and refused 
admittance to aU interviewers. 

P.S. — Since writing the above I have 
attended a performance of The DeviVs 
Disoiple at Tardetz, where, as I sat down 
and watched the Escualdunac at play, 
quite a new revelation of his character 
was presented. The applause was led 
by the famous pelota player Betrt 
Harostequy, and the audience frequently 
broke out into ejaculations of “Kon- 
fradiac ! Konfradiac ! ” 

One of the most delightful criticisms 
of the play is given by Miguel Habotza- 
rena, who says, with characteristic 
humour, “ Oren guciek dute gizon kol- 
patzen askenekoak du hobira egortzen.” 
The latter part of the phrase is so 
charmingly Basque that Mr. Shaw has 
committed it to memory, and chants it 
in his bath every morning. 
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A SONG OF SPEING. 

Aib — ‘^It was a lover and his lass.^^ 

It was a mistress and her maid, 

With a rush, and a crush, and a dust-pan and brush, 
That unto one another said, 

“ It ’s the spring-time, the only curtain-ring time. 

For ths woods are green and we must spring dean.” 
(I knew what that would ndeah.) 

Between the hail and the dining-room, 

With a rub, and a scrub, and a fub-a-dtib-dub, 

I thrice tripped oyer a housemaid’s broom 
In the spring-time, the only curtain-rinig time, 

When the stools and bhairs aU cover the stairs, 

And catch one unawares. 

A whitewash pail I did not see. 

With a slip, and a slop, and a tenpenny mop, 

I kicked thb bucket and grazed my knee 
In the spring-rtime, the only curtain-ring time, 

When the painters come, and the plumbem “ plumb,” 
And charge a good round sum. 

And so I ’ve made up my mind next year 
. (With a brush, and a comb, and I shan’t be at home). 


I ’ll pack my bag and I ’ll disappear 
In the Spring-time, the only curtain-ring time ; 

When the woods are green, if they must spring clean, 
I won’t be on the scene ! 

Seven to five, and o.” 

^ From the Statesman, Calcutta : “ The Magistrate sentenced 
him to seven days’ hai-d labour, but on the accused stating 
that he had to ride next Saturday at the races the Court 
reduced the sentence to five days, and directed the police to 
release the prisoner on Saturday morning.” 

But might not the Court’s motives be misunderstood ? 

Me. CHAMBERiAcsr continues to receive proof of his claim 
that non-adherence to his policy involves an increase in the 
unemployed. 

We learn that another city CnvEKE is likely to lose his place. 

ThB Rev. Dr. Akbd, speaking at Liverpool on such fhing$ 
as Temperance and Mr. Keie Hardie, remarked : “It is even said 
j that one of the brilliant men of our day, from whom you are 
expecting sd much, is to-day doing his work on champagne.” 

We Mve received letters from 657 M.P.’8 denying the 
allegatiou. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, Apinl 2. 
— “I am not an ornamental Member,*’ 
said Dixon-Haetlaiji). 

From the crowded Benches on both 



“ Mr. Speaker, I am not an oniamental 
Member only.” 

(SirFrdk. D-x-nH-itl-nd) 
sides rose a murmur of dissent. Dixok- 
BUrtlakd sadly shook liis head and 
would not be comforted. It was not 
seemly to trifle with the truth. 

The polite, pleasing contradiction was, 
it shortly appeared, based on misappre- 
hension. Debate turned on new Proce- 
dure Rules recommended by Committee. 
Dixon-Habtland’s deprecatory remark had 
no reference to personal appearance. He 



The Spectre op SIiEaford. 
(Proies&br l^pt-h.) 



was merely discuss- 
ing the new pro- 
posals as an old 
Member, and desired 
to dissociate himself 
from the class of 
legislators who come 
down to enjoy excite- 
ment of the Question 
hour, and then go 
into Lobby to seek a 
pair. All very well 
for gay young things 
to cherish the short 
sitting on Friday as 
condition of going a- 
week - ending. For 
old stagers a break 
in the middle of the 
week, recurrence to 
the old free night on 
Wednesday^ was de- 
sirable. 

Following him 
from the otlier side 
of the House rose tlie 
six -foot -four of E. 

Wason. In struggle 
for seats— to be quite 
comfortable he wants 
two — he had been 
driven to back Bench 
under Gallery to 
right of Speaker’s 
chair, finding a place 
at top of Gangway 
steps. Thisacciden- Samson Aqonistes. j 

tal position invested (Mi* E-g-ne W-s-n and the pillar. ; 

a pleasant speech j 

with two distinctly uncomfortable sens-a- mitted — whetlier four days a week | 
tions. First of aU, to imaginative minds business should commence at 2 or 3 ] 
there came fantastic idea that, being at o’clock, and whether half-holiday should ^ 
the extreme edge of the sdoon close by be taken on Wednesday or Friday — 
the bulwarks, Wasok, unless he was veiy purely matters of personal predilection, 
careful, might by sheer weight give the Argument absolutely unavailing. On 
ship a lurch to leeward. Apparently Speaker taking Chair, every man in 
h iiTifi ftlf impressed with feeling of in- crowded assembly had made up his 
security, he as he spoke held on to the mind on subject, ready to vote straight 
pillar that supported the roof. away. No talk, howsoe’er persuasive, ] 

Samson Agonistes! Was he going to would influence a single vote. Yet for : 
puR down the pillar; solving the four hours and a hdi speeches were 
question of a new House for the Com- made. 

monsby dismantling the existing edifice? Level accurately marked by Railway 

But Wason only wanted to recall the Bell, who poured mto unsympathetic 
achievement of that gallant Scottish ears a minute story of how his last 
Member who, wedded in the early morn- train left King’s Cross at 11.50 p.m. 
ingin the neighbourhood of the Hebrides, How, if sitting of House was extended 
immediately after the ceremony turned till 11.15, he was in danger bf missing 
his face southward and, like young it. In which case he would have to. 
Ij)Ghinvar riding post haste, reached sleep in London without his pyjamas. 
WestminstOT in time to take part in a In the gallery allotted to distinguished 
diyision. strangers sat three Chihamen in the 

What this had to do with the question radiant habit of their country. They 
whether the House shoidd have its short had crossed seas and continents in-order 
sitting on Wednesday or Friday was not to study Westei-n civilisaticin. Eagerly 
dear. House so relieved when Wasok looked forward to opport^ility of sitting 
resumed his seat, without calamity occur- at feet of the Mother of Parliaiueiits, 
ring, that it gratefully cheered. humbly regarding her venerable figure, 

Regarded as a business assembly, garnering the words of wisdom that 
House at its worst Questions sub- fell from her august lij)S. Wliat they 
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A Brilliant DinuTANT. 

Mr. A. E. W.*M-s-ii is not afiaid to say a word for Lord Milner. 


Vivian, “ tBe doctor 
js tempted to sa:y, 
* Sliall I pray for Lis 
death or saveLim? ’ ” 

Whilst these 
gruesome reflec- 
tions, more depress- 
ing than anything 
to he found in 
Drelincourt on 
Deathf chilled the 
marrow of the 
House, they, in 
some subtle fashion, 
worked up Mr. 
Lupton into condi- 
tion of keen irasci- 
bility. Commis- 
sions ! Who is pay- 
ing out commis- 
sions ? 

“ Why, Mr. 
Speaker,** he said, 
turning an angry 
countenance on the 
right hon. gentle- 
roan as if he were 
responsible for the 
omission, “I have 
distributed orders 
for a million pounds 
worth of goods, and 
no one has ever 
offered me a com- 
mission of any 
kind.*’ 

What was all this 
fuss about doctors 


Bemg “ sent to Coventry ” by his Party has no terrors for him ; he has ^ettinff commis- 
been sent there already and got a thousand majority ! sions out of coffins? 

saw was an afternoon wantonly wasted, i “If I was an errand boy,’* snapped 
What they heard was the lament of a out the kchr^ mose Lupton, “ and took a 
Member bereft of his pyjamas. message to the undertaker, I should feel 


Budmss done . — ^New Procedure Eules myself entitled to be paid for my time, 
discussed. ^ Very likely,** he added reflectively, pro- 

Tuesday night . — When Mr. Lupton hahly thinking of the demise of a mother- 
turned our dear Harry Chaplin out of his in-law, “ I should he rendering assistance 
freehold in Sleaford Division of Lincoln- to the poor family in their time of 
shire, he looked forward with unbridled trouble.” 

delight to joys of Parliamentary career. The House which had yelled at Mr. 
Not been at Westminster more than six Vivian’s genial remarks about an honour- 
weeks when hang goes his complacency, able profession howle'd at Mr. Lupton 
Disillusion came this afternoon with who showed increased disposition to 
debate on second reading of Prevention lapse into autobiographical detafls. Too 
of Corruption Bill. Vivian, another new deeply hurt at being systematically over- 
Member, supported it in speech that looked all these years in the matter of 
made the flesh CTeep. Pictured doctor coimnissions to shorten opportunity of a 
at bedside of patient tom by conflicting growl. Half-past seven dose at hand, 
interests. If the sick man dies, a little When reached, debate must stop and 
affair arranged with undertaker will second reading of BiU would stand over, 
come off. It appears, according to Member after Member rose to move the 
Vivian’s information or experience, and closure. At fourth demand- SPEAKPai 
as a carpenter by trade he speaks by consented to submit it. Only Ldpton’s 
the foot rule, that doctors have a run- voice uplifted in negative. Question 
ning account with the undertaker; draw being next put on amendment for 
a commission for eveiy coffin, brought rejection of BiU, Lupton’s strident “No” 
into use. NaturaUy, if the patient re- again resounded. “No,” he shouted 
covers, Ae little commission is not when Speaker submitted third question 
forthcoming. No corpse, no coffin. that Bill be read a second time. The 
“No wonder,” said the vivacious solo repeated when motion finally made 





% 


Montgomery District. 

A Thorn in the side of the Anti-Imperialists. 

(Mr. J. D. BrS.) 

to refer BiU to Grand Committee. One 
against six hundred, Lupton, his battle 
cry “ No,” withstood the host. 

Thus in olden times Horatius (Cooles) 
kept the bridge gate over the Tiber. 

Business done . — New Procedure Eules 
agreed to. 

Eouse of Lords, Friday -Lord 

Aberdeen on flying visit to town looked 
in to-night. Found things exceedingly 
dull. Compared with House Dublin 




Mr. H-rny-m-n, M.P, 
(The Member for (!}h^ea.) 
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Castle a place of joyaiince. An Irish 
Member tells me that since Lord and 
Lady Aberdeen took up their residence 
there social and political revolution 
quietly effected. 

“Cromwell conquered Ireland,” he 
remarked, “ but not nearly so effectively 
as the new Lord Lieutenant ; ' whilst the 
modem method is preferable.” 

Patriotic Irish women, to whom Dublin 
Castle has since childhood been a thing 
accursed, are now seen at I^dy Aberdeen’s 
Saturday afternoon “At Homes.” The 
Lord Lieutenant is respectfully greeted 
as he passes through the streets of 
Dublin, heartily cheered when he makes 
appearance at public meetings. Most 
striking thing in the transformation 
scene is that it is effective equally in the 
Unionist and the Nationalist camp. The 
last Liberal Lord Lieutenant was not 
only boycotted by loyal Ulster but 
snubbed by Nationalist Connaught.* 
Visiting Belfast the other day, the Lord 
Lieutenant and his Lady received the 
popular greeting grown familiar in 
Dublin. 

“We haven’t had the Irish question 
up yet,” said the Patriot Member who 
told me these things. “Your Labour 
Members are effectively doing our old 
work in brow-beating Government and 
making things hum generally: For men 
of peace, like me, anxious for goodwill 
on earth, there is no phase of me Irish 

n tionmore pleasing and more hopeful 
that attendant on the new tenancy 
of Dublin Casde. Excuse me ; pending 
introduction of Education scheme which 
is promising of wigs on the green, I 
must go off to block the measures of a 
few private Members and see if I can’t 
put a spoke in the Attorney-General’s 
Trades Disputes BiU.” 

Business done , — Commons discussed 
importation of Canadian catde. 


The Great Pingers Question Solved. 

On Monday, April 2— there is no 
Sunday Edition — The Manchester Ouar^ 
dian's “Answers to Correspondents” 
consisted solely of this : — 

“FINGERS.— The term * fingers* includes 
the thoznb.” 

When The Manchester Guardian be- 
comes technical we are no longer able to 
folbw it ; but we can faintly imagine 
the almost painful eagerness with which 
the enquirer tore open his paper and 
searched its columns for the answer to 
his conundrum. 


“T^ANTED, for the term, good General 
» • Servant as plain Cook, must wash and 
dress, no shirts.”— GaZZouja?/ Oaaette. 

This is rather arbitrary. Having 
once been told that she must dress, 
snrely such a detail as shirts or not' 
might well be left to her. 



Doctor, “Not vert good fob tour Gout, Major, eh?” 

Major, “Quite eight, mi boy; but it helps me to bear it, don’t you know.” 


TO MY LAUNDRESS. 

My collar is quaindy serrated, 

In shreds is the shirt underneath, 

My cuffs are so defdy dentated 
You’d take them for trimmings of 
teeth ; 

StiflBy starched is my evening choker, 
My handkerchief’s blemished withblue, 
And the reason, oh reasonless joker, 

My Laundress, is— -you ! 

A philosophy firmer than Plato’s 
Would falter and fail at the sight 
Of my linen like souffles potatoes 
And all the good garments you blight. 
Can you marvel, oh ghoul, that I’m 
maddened 

When barely a montii has gone by 
Since the gloss of their novelty gladdened 
My glistening eye ? 

If I stole from some stately collection. 
And sent you, a suit , of plate-mail, 
Would its coming occasion dejection, 
Would armour against you avail? 


Or with joy would 3 "ou dance half- 
demented, 

And prondly proceed to display 
How the steel hasn’t yet been invented 
That you couldn’t fray ? 

If I dressed as the Daughters of Dawn 
dress 

Pear dreams dad in dewdrops and 
mist), 

Should I dodge you, demoniac Inundress, 
Or would you, remorseless, insist 
That my dimly diaphanous raiment 
Should visit you every week 
To endure, for preposterous payment, 
The vengeance you wreak ? 

Now it may be you ’re sent as a scourge 
for 

The many misdeeds of mankind ; 

In the havoc I’m droning this dirge for 
Our penance we mortals may find ; 
But the view that I favour is prosier : 

You ’re just a paid agent of Trade, . 
You’re in lucrative league with my 
Hosier, ^ 

Oh infamous jade ! 
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“Yon can put him to the test,” said The Bkck Dog’s whole body quivered 
PRESENTATION DAYi the Black Dog, proudly. with the force of the temptation, and 

“ Sprung is coming ! ” said the Black The Chow suddenly shot out a hind she turned her back on the Round Pond 
Dog, as she bounded out of the front leg and knocked the Brown Pup over, while she battled with it. Then Dtity 

door followed by the Brown Pup, who For one moment the Brown Pup thought triumphed, and she turned round again, 

had to be carried down the steps by of trying his one method of retaliation “ Come, my son,” she said, leading 

his mistress, as he was only seven weeks and biting the Chow in the leg, but a the Brown Pup up to a Great Dane, who 

old. “Spring is coming!” and he look from his mother prevented him, and had been watching the group from 

executed a pas sexiL of pure joy between he picked himself up, wagging his tail. afar. 

tlie wheels of a Carter Paterson van “ He ’ll do,” said the Chow kindly. The Brown Pup felt an overwhehning 
that was passing. “ Bring him in to supper tliis evening,” desire to retire from sight behind his 

“ What is Spring ? ” asked the Brown and he was off. mother, but fortunately for his reputa- 

Pup, who was wobbling somewhat un- The next to come up was a magnificent tion he caught sight of an unkempt 
steadily in his mother’s wake. golden-brown collie, who rolled the mongrel at whom he had often made 

“ Spring ? ” said the Black Dog, Bro-^vn Pup about till he was sore, and faces through the area railings at home, 

tersely, “ Spring is smells ” — then returned him to his mother with the while passers-by of the gentler sex were 


But here the conversation was inter- 1 remark that he was too fat, but time! admiring liis “dreamy eyes.” Whatever 


mpted by the Mistress pick-- 
ing up the Brown Pup to 
carry him across the road, and 
it was not till they reached 
the passage leading into the 
Gardens that she put him 
down again. 

It was to be the greatest 
day in the Brown Pup’s life. 
He was to be presented to the 
other dogs, and given the 
freedom of the Gardens, which 
sums up nearly aU that is 
desirable in a dog’s life. 

The Brown Pup had been 
very brave in the back garden 
at home, and his boxing 
matches with Augustus the 
cat had been the admiration 
of the neighbourhood. But 
the back garden was not Life, 
his mother had told him, and 
his fat brown legs were a 
trifle shaky as he saw in the 
distance the gates of this 
mysterious place where the 
thing called “Life” was to 
be lived at its highest and 
best. 

“ Now remember,” said the 
Black Dog, somewhat exci- 
tedly, for he was her firstrborn 
and she was naturally a little- 






Ear Blinkers— a suggestion fob OiDuiEs op tender age in 

ATTENDANCE ON HOT-TEMPERED AnGLO-InDIAN MILITARY GENTLEMEN <.EABN- 

iNo Golf. 


happened he would not he put 
to shame in front of Tatters. 
He could hut die, he thought, 
as he wobbled forward. 

But the great beast’s recep- 
tion was gentler than any he 
had yet encountered, and by 
the time the preliminary ques- 
tions as to age, training, &c., 
had been answered the Brown 
Pup felt quite at home with 
him. 

They aU walked on together, 
while the Great Dane and the 
Black Dog discussed tlie 
scandals of the Park, and the 
Brown Pup listened open- 
mouthed, A certain Rover 
liad broken the first rule of 
the Gardens, and had barked 
loudly as he chased tlie sheep, 
thereby attracting undesirables' 
attention to Ifimself and his 
companions ; Bobs had gone 
away into the countiy with his 
master, and was not expected 
back for some time ; while a 
very objectionable Fido had 
been decoyed out of her mis- 
tress’s lap and taken to a 
secluded part of tlie Gardens 
by three dogs whom she liad 
repeatedly and grossly in- 
id there dealt with satis- 


nervous, “the one tiling you must not would cure that — a criticism which the suited, and there dealt with satis- 
do is to run away. Be civil but courage- Black Dog resented. “He’s in perfect factorily. 

ous, and don’t whimper, whatever condition for his age,” she said, sharply. So they walked along, and the Brown 
happens.” And then they entered the and proceeded with great dignity Pup’s heart swelled witli pride as he 
gates, the Black Dog on in front with towards the Round Pond. heard the remarks of the passers-by. 

her tail waving' proudly in the air, the At the top they were joined by a Presently they came to a turning. 
Brown Pap foflowing anxiously in the retriever and a spaniel, who entreated “ Well, well, I must go now,” said the 
rear, his fat little body shaking with the Black Dog to accompany them into Great Dane, regretfmly, as he waved 
excitement and awe, and the Mistress the water. “ Leave tlie little fellow with his tail in the direction of a lady who 
behind the Brown Pup. your mistress; ’’they begged, “the keeper was calling excitedly to him, “that’s 

, The first to catch sight of the new- is reading the paper, and those * ducks my mistress, you know. Very nervous 

comer was a Chow, who lived in the ” and highly strung, poor thing 1 Too 

same road at home. For one moment a look of rapture much sitting in stuffy rooms, I fancy. 

“ Got the youngster with you, I see ! ” gleamed in the Black Dog’s eyes. THen Yes, yes, my dear, I’m coining,” and 
he sp-id, as he came up at a run, she resolutely turned away, he departed. 

and inspected the Brown i^p with a “It is his first day,” she said, regret- The Brown Pup’s legs were beginning 
critical air. “I fancy I heard the fully but firmly. to ache with so much exercise, and he 

mil k ma n talking to our servants about “ One of the black duck’s tail feathers was very glad when his mistress stooped 
it. Yes—a fine little fellow ! Is he is loose ! ” breathed the spaniel, satan- down and picked him up. Then it 
strong ? ” I ically. suddenly occurred to him that he would 
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not like the Great Dane to see him 
being carried like Fido, so he struggled 
down and trotted bravely after his 
mother, who rewarded him with an 
approving look. 

“This, my son,” she said, “is Life. 
Head up, tail straight, no matter how 
your legs ache — greeting for a friend 
and a look in the face for everyone. 
Don’t listen to the mongrels or you 
won’t hear what wise dogs are saying — 
and keep behind your superiors,” she 
added gently, as she shot out her hind 
leg. The Brown Pup retired to the 
rear, thinking over many things, and 
when he got home his mother noticed 
with pleasure that he had had his last 
boxing match with Augustus, Somehow 
this form of recreation no longer ap- 
pealed to him after his walk with the 
Great Dane, and besides, every spare 
moment was taken up with reflections 
on Life. 


THE'^AGE OF CULTURE. 

[“A hundred years hence the snrvival into 
the twentieth century of the superstition about 
the indispensability of Greek and Latin to a 
true education will be regarded as not the least 
curious and interesting freak of all the curious 
and interesting freaks that human nature has 
been guilty of in the course of its develop- 
ment.” — T, P.'s WeeUy on Culture and the 
Classics.”] 

When I have quaffed my weakly 
draught 

Of Hippocrene’s riUs, 

And filled my heart with cultured art 
And literary thrills — 

By such cheap pennyworth inspired. 
Imagination oft is fired, 

And in my mind I seem to see 
Ihe cultured age that is to be. 

A realm of gold I then behold — 

A new and fair rSgime 
Where sofil and brain united reign 
And culture is supreme ; 

A land where iijjellect may soar 
To heights it never knew before. 

And where in every man you find 
The artist’s and the poet’s mind. 

Awhile I gaze in rapt amaze 
With all-admiring eye. 

And then I turn intent to learn 
The wherefore and the why. 
'^hence comes, I ask, this atmosphere 
So lofty, rarefied and dear. 

This culture which, I understand, 
Was never yet on sea or land ? 

’Tis not from store of classic lore : 

They scarce have heard of Rome ; 
No masterpiece of ancient Greece 
Finds on their shdves a home. 

They read, incredulous, of those 
Who trained tibeir boys on Attic prose. 
And tried, benighted fods, to nurse 
The infant mind on Latin verse. 


More happy far -these mortals are ! 

No need for them to toil 
Through long, long years ’mid doubts 
and fears. 

Or bum the midnight oil ; 

No need for them wii weary pate 
To struggle through the prolix Great - 
Boiled down like meat-juice, theirs to find 
The essence of each master mind. 

On one small page some mighty sage 
Says all he has to say ; 

And there’s the gist (with nothing 
^ missed) 

Of Homer’s lengthy lay ; 

A cdumn tells them all with ease 
They want to learn of Sophocles ; 

Horace or Plato would they know, 

They take him in a cameo. 


Nor are the Great of later date 
Forgotten. Men but need 
A snippet here from Hamlet — Lear — 
And Sharspeare’s soul they read ; 
Oarltle and Byron, Shelley, Burns — 
Eadb knows them every one and learns 
The truth about their married lives, 

And why they, squabbled with their 
wives. ' 

The Ladder, too, of Learning view 
Which Clio rears. They dimb, 

And leam some great event of State 
In half a minute’s time. 

What wonder, then, that all things 
wear 

So learned and refined an air, 

When, dasped in every hand, I see 
The we^y pages of T. P. 9 
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SHOULD WOMEN SMOKE? 

Some faddist in tlie press first raised tte question, 
When anxious of a^grie^vance to he rid — 

Hinting disease oi\dea:itli jor indigestion 

' 'Prohahle, it they did. 

“INDIGNANT Dame” replied a morning later, 

Giving the lie (or several) direct : 

Describing liim a lovr prevaricator — 

Or words to that effect. 

The fat was in the fire. A smart “Young Mothee” 
Urged it was c7iie, and womanly as well; 

One “ Damsel” found it soothing, while another 
Simply abhorred the smell. 

“ Father of One ” (outside the infant’s hearing) 
Vowed that no girl of his “ such things ” should do ; 

“Fathfji of Nine” refrained from interfering — 
Thinking it wiser to. 

A “ Spinster” said the weed was all she trusted 
To take from single cursedness the sting ; 

A lady, who iuscrihed herself “ DisGusniD,” 

Loathed the unseemly thing. 

An “Indlvn Colonel” found the practice “flighty,” 
And asked, if women thronged the “ Smokers ” too, 

Where (in this crimson territory) might he 

The scheming sex eschew ? 

“Enthusiastio” called it bliss-bestowing, 

Which “ Youthful Cynic ” stigmatised as rot ; 

.And “Tweeny Girl” was diffident, unknowing 
Whether to whiff or not. 

Such are the strange, reciprocative scornings, 

Such are the quaint, antagonistic views, 

That filled the papers during several mornings, 

Taking the place of news. 

Whether the thing is really WTong or rightful, 

We know not yet ; but this is sure, the while — 

Eitlier it is entrancingly delightful 

Or else supremely vile.- 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Lady of the Decoration (Hodder and Stoughton) is an 
anonymous series of letters purporting to pass from a lady 
sometime resident in Japan to a bosom friend at home. It 
is, actually, one of tlie daintiest love stories I in a long 
experience liave read. Its peculiarity is that lio formal 
attempt is made to describe or characterise the man who is 
loved. All we know is that his name is Jack ; that the stffl 
I young wayfarer in a foreign^ hnd, becoming a widow after a 
not too happy lease, of married life, loved him when she left 
home, hut never told her love, hoping to master it by foreign 
travel. Occasional subtle touches in casual letters bare her 
secret to the sympathetic eye. When her correspondent 
announces her engagement without mentioning the name of 
her fiance, she jumps at the conclusion that it must be 
Jack, a person whom every woman, looking on him, must 
love. Of course it wasn’t Jack and all ends happily, as 
idylls should. The story is so unobtrusively told that in 
I he, prill ted volume it scarcely occupies more space than is 
hero given to it. It is the row of pearls slung on a silkoii 
cord of bright narrative and description, esj)ecially vivid in 
observation, evidently by an eye-witness, of life in Japan 
throughout the war with Russia. 


Mr. Heinemann isn’t a man^ to bungle ; 

He ’s published a book which is c^ed The Jungle, 

It ’s written by Upton Sinclair, who 
Appears to have heard of a thing or two 
About Chicago and what men do 
Who live in that city — a loathsome crew. 

It ’s there that the stockyards reek with blood, 

And the poor man dies, as he lives, in mud ; 

The Trusts are wealthy beyond compare, 

And the bosses are all triumphant there, 

And everything rushes without a skid 
To be plunged in a hell which has lost its lid. 

For a country where things like that are done 
There ’s just one remedy, only one, 

A latter-day Upton Sindairisni 
^Vliich the rest of us know as Socialism. 

Here ’s luck to the book ! It will make you cower. 
For it ’s written with wonderful, thrilling power. 

It grips your throat with a grip Titanic, 

And scatters shams with a force volcanic. 

Go buy the book, for I judge you need il, 

And, when you have bought it, read it, read it. 

I have been trying to discover whether H. de Vere 
Staopoole, who wi’ote Fanny Lamhert, is a man oj* a, woman. 
Mr. Fisher Unwin, who, as the publislier of the book, ought 
to know, refers to the author as Mr. Stactoole. That ’s one 
opinion. On the other hand, the amateurishness of tlie 
technique, and a certain innocence of style, convince me that 
it is a woman. That is another opinion. Then, again, we 
have the damning fact that the hero never wears evening 
dress. (Two to one on Mister.) But Fanny LcimheH her- 
self. is so delight fillip feminine .in every word and every 
letter, and so superior in drawing to all the men, that . . . 
(Evens on Mister and Miss.) However, it is no good specu- 
lating (though, pace Mr. Unwin, I would risk a shilling on 
Miss) ; one’s duty is, rather, to congratulate the autlior on 
the ever-fascinating Fanny. The men are not so successful. 
Charles Sevan, for instance, is said to be twenty-three, but 
I looks like thii-ty — as they say in testimonials. Frank, the 
hero, hardly appears at all, and then not to mueli effect 
But Fanny, bless her, is there always. Mr. Fisher Unwin 
(whom I am bound to suspect now) says that this is the 
author’s fourth book. It has the look, rather, of a first 
novel ; a very promising one, but stiU the first. Mr., Mrs., 
or_ Miss Staopoole should have got further in tedinique by 
this time ; but she— I insist on having the last word she, 
Mr. Fisher Unwin, will never improve upon Fanny. 1 raise 
my glass to Fanny. 


I Two on a Torre Annunziata. 

The Central News announces that “the eruption of Vesuvius 
is a serious one. Five streams of hiva are descending the 
mountain towards Resina, TVre, Annunziata, I’crre del ( ireco, 
and Bosco-Trecase.” This allowance of a stream apiece for 
Torre and Annunziata is a very generous one, and the K. E. 
& 0. R. on their part have made an equally generous response. 
For the convenience of tourists wishing to visit these congested 
districts we have pleasure in announcing that tliis Company 
provides five_ separate egi-esses from J-ondon, the points (if 
departure l)eing .Victoria, Holl)orn, (’annoa Rtre(?t, ('‘haring 
and Cross. 


Af'(xmi)rN<j to The (flaagow Krening Times “The Hoard 
of Trade have issued a regulation re([iiiring a ml light to ho 
shown on the rear end of each yetir.” niis is a tliougbtrul 
idea, and obviously intended to prevent the New Veiir from 
following too Tfipidly upon its predecossox’. A similar sysUun 
with the seasons would ))e kolpfuL 
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CANINE CADDIES. 

The suggestion of Mr. 
Horace G. Hutchinsoh, in 
tlie Spectator, that dogs 
should he trained to 
“ carry ’* on the links has 
provoked a great explo- 
sion of correspondence on 
tlie subject, some of which 
has ricochetted from 
Wellington Street to 
Bouverie Street. W e print 
herewith a necessarily 
small selection of letters 
which have reached us on 
this burning question . — 

Dear Sir, — I hope that 
if dog caddies are to 
become the rule, Olubs 
win forbid the employ- 
ment of all quadrupeds 
who are not thoroughly 
up to the work. For 
instance, the idea of a 
pug — pugs are almost 
invariably asthmatic — 
carrying a heavy bag 
containing from seven to 
ten clubs, is reaUy quite 
too patlietic for words, 
and I do hope the 
authorities at St. Andrews 
win put down their foot 
strongly in this matter. 
For my own part I think 
that Lord Kingussie’s 
solution of the difficulty 
is much the best. He 
never employs a caddie 
belonging to the linke 
when he happens to be 
playing, but always brings 
his own footman, which 
thus saves his pocket and 
safeguards the morals of 
the dub caddies, as Lord 
Kingussie’s bunker vo- 
cabukryis so surprisingly 
strong that I have heard 
it said no dog would 
stand it without a muzzle. 
I may mention, as a 
guarantee of my hona 


















Mistress. “ On, Gwendolen, ^\'HATEVBit eavb you done ! ” 
Gicendolen. “ It ’s all right, M’m. I ’aven’t ’urt myself ! ” 


' purpose. Personahy I 
; should prefer a Mexican 
mastiff, a Cuban blood- 
1 hound, or, best of all, 
j the dhole {Oanis fhildni- 
I nensis), or wild dog of 
South-Eastern Asia. It 
is, as your readers are 
doubtless aware, of a 
deep bay colour, and is 
so courageous that it 
will attack even the tiger. 

* My handicap is 16, but 
with a dhole, or even a 
dingo, for my caddie, I 
should not in the least 
' mind tackling a scratch 
! player. 

Faithfully yours, 
Walter Savage Rbdhill. 

. — 1°- South 

Afi-ica the practice of 
'■ ! dispensing with human 
p ' ' ‘ ' caddies has been rendered 

:yi( ' * ' ! necessary by the shortage 

A ' j of unskilled labour and 

? I the fact that the coolies, 

I by the terms of their 
I contracts, are not allowed 
1 to ply for hire on the 
I links. Consequently 
baboons and (in the Cape) 

, ostriches are largely em- 
ployed for the purpose, 
and give the greatest 
satisfaction, though the 
notorious voracity of the 
latter occasionally in- 
duces them, in moments 
of excitement, to gobble 
balls and swallow niblicks 
and other iron dubs. 
For this reason the ba- 
boon is, on the whole, 
^1 to be preferred. In Natal 

p' a bird known as the 

g Semi - Bombay duck is 

^ sometimes employed as 

a fore-caddie, and can 
N be taught to indicate, by 

^ flapping its wings « and 

standing on one leg ' 
respectively, whether the 
I ball is lying clear or in 

difficulties. 

I am, Dear Sir, yours truthfully, 

Matilda Owlglass. 


jides, that Lady Kingus-J ^ ^ ^ ■ aitncuities. 

sie’s step-brother was long ago engaged caddies of^ England and Scotland wiU I am, Dear bir, trutmuily, 
to my wife’s first cousin once removed, tamely submit to the introduction of a Matilda Owlglass. 

I am, yours faithfully, system which is designed to rob them of -- 

Alison Ambler. hundredsof thousands of pounds yearly? 

Believe me, if this ill-omened scheme is “BUTCHERS.— Young man, 25, seeks sit. ; 

Dear Sib,— I am greatly taken with carried out, the mortality of the canine good round; well up shop; Hllanytog.” 
the idea of training dogs to act as these islands will go up by 

caddies. Perhaps some of your corre- bounds. I am, Sir, We like this sort of spirit. It is th 


spondents will kindly tell me whether 
they can be taught to make a tee, and 
whetW a Chow can only make a China 
tee ? Faithfully yours, 

A. Legge Pullar, M.D. 


Yours faithfully, 

Mitcham Littlestone. 


We like this sort of spirit. It is this 
that has made us Englishmen what we 
are. We like, too, the style : the easy 
transition from the technicalities of 


Dear Sir, — T he idea of training dogs “good round” and “well up shop” to 
to act as caddies is distinody good. But the informal bluntoess and comprehen- 


Dear Sir, — ^D o you suppose that the, all dogs are not equally adapted Jor the ‘.siveness of the closing offer. 
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A HOLIDAY TASKMASTER. 

Bibrell ! it was a baneful inspiration 
That prompted you to launcli your virgin Bill 
Just as the call of Eastertides vacation 
Summoned us hence by sylvan vale and hill 
To have our hearts imbued 
With Spring i-cumen on in jocund mood. 

(Doubtless by Battersea’s suburban breezes, 

Pacing the Pleasaunce, you were thus inspired ; 

For there confessedly you caught those wheezes 
Which a respectful House so much admired ; 

And there the Child at play 
Kept stopping you to ask the time of day. 

Little they guessed, who put that guileless riddle, 

Not curious of the hour, but rather bent 
On seeing if the chain athwart your middle 
" Secured an actual watch that really went, — 

Little your victims guessed 
What schemes were brewing ’neath that natty vest.) 

Was it, I ask you, altogether gracious, 

Was it a very creditable thing, 

To set your fellow-Members this vexatious 
Holiday task, and blight the bloom of Spring, 
Throwing such heavy strains 
Upon the void of non-provided brains ? 

W'as it the action of a decent pedagogue 
To nip their vernal ardour in the bud, 

And send them forth with angered heart and head agog 
To find a way to spill ApoiXYbij’s blood ? 

(Apollyost— so we stamp 
Men of the opposite religious camp.) 

For now a fierce and fatal light is shed on 
The imminent campaign— its course and goal ; 
Including that stupendous Armageddon 
Soon to be fought around the Lifant’s Soul ; 

And every second man 
Is busy working out his counterplan. 

There 'is no haunt of peace, this holy season, 

But some are found therein with heated breath 
Who call on Heaven to curse the spoiler’s treason, 

AVho plot religiously your sudden death ; 

And pass the sweet Spring-time 
Whetting their daws like dragons of the prime. 

Not so with me. I go, my dear Augustike, 

Southward to seek an uncontentious cure, 

Some warm retreat that I may safely rust in, 

And lie at length along the edte d'asur-^ 

Or make a modest coup, 

As Joseph did on No. 22. O. S. 


THE WAG. 

A Tea-Shop Tragedy. 

It was in a London tea-shop ; one of those tea-shops where 
the waitresses seem to have just proclaimed martial law. 

Silence reigned, broken only by the occasional timorous 
tinkle of a tea-spoon on a marble table, where some desperado 
sought to signify that he wanted another bun. 

The attendants stood in graceful but minatory poses here 
and there, patting their back hair, or doing perpetual sums 
in their check-books. 

Opposite to me I saw an old lady, who had been to bargain 
sales, and had pathetically and for the fifth time implored 
a passing waitress to bring her a cup of tea, succumb 
under a glance such as an empress might bestow upon an | 


importunate beetle that asked to be put out of its pain. All 
round the room, in serried array, the young law derks sat, 
like boys under die eyes of a schoohnaster, talking decorously 
of prunes and prisms, and hoping they did not seem to be 
eating too heartily. 

Lady Clara Vere de Verb set a boiled egg down in front 
of me. I had not ordered it, but I did not say so, for I 
am no dare-devil. I ate the egg meekly. 

Silence reigned. (I know quite well I have said this 
before, but it is nevertheless true.) 

Then he came in, with springy step and cloth gaiters, and 
I knew by the gaiters, as well as by the brochures on the 
Tower of London and Madame Tussaud’s grasped in liis 
sinewy hand, that he was from the country. He was a 
splendid specimen of young English manhood, with liis 
comely, frdl-blown face, and massive limbs ; a good man to 
hounds, one of the stock that has made our England what 
it is (whatever that may be). 

Something in the way in which he ordered tea and cold 
sausages filled me with gloomy apprehension. I realised that 
in his own province he was a humorist, a wit. 

For a while all went well ; hut he had a roving eye. 

Suddenly I saw a strange light gleam in that roving eye, 
as he glanced at Clailv. Verb de Vrbe, who, halHurned from 
us, was absorbed once more in her interminable sums. 

Heavens ! the man was going to be facetious ! 

In the tea-shop ! Here ! 

Had his thoughts strayed to some merry-hearted Hebe of 
the Crown Hotel ” at home in Sleepy Hollow ? 

I dropped my egg-spoon %vith a noisy clatter. My tongue 
refused to act. He leaned forward. He was going to do it. 
Heavens ! 

“I say, Miss,” he said, as he toyed with a crusty roll 
(poor fellow ! no doubt the sally had furnished mirth at 
many a market ordinaiy), “I say. Miss, can you lend me a 
hatchet ? ” 

The instant she turned I think he realised bis mistake. 
Such a look as his face wore then I have seen on tlie faces 
of men who have thumped strong and angry strangers on 
the back tinder tbe impression that they were old friends. 
I have seen that look once, in the semi-darkness of an oyster 
bar, on the face of a man who had swallowed a time-expired 
bivalve. There was surprise in it, — and something more. 

She approached him slowly, a Juno-like figure, and, while 
I shuddered, I could not but admire the vibrant tGnes of her 
contralto voice as she answered : 

“ Did you speak to me 9 ” 

He clutched the edge of the table with both hands, leaning 
slightly forward, his parted lips frothy, and his face aU gray 
and drawn. 

And then, called off by a plaintive cry for potted liam, she 
left him. 

“ I win see you out into the air,” I whispered. 

He stumbled to his feet somehow, an(I, leaning heavily on 
my am, shuffled to the door, where I hailed a bus. His 
touch was like the touch of ice. • 

“How was I to know!” he muttered: “how was I to 
know 1 ” 

Do you say this never happened ? 

I believe something like it happens every day. If not, 
it is only because, in spite of what pessimists say, there is 
still some of that sturdy British spirit left that enabled men 
I of our breed to stand up to the Old Guard at Waterloo, and, 
more particularly, to brave tbo awful rigonra of the polar 
realms of ice. 

Commercial Candour. 

“Hot-aie Exgike, very cheap, ’s patent, cylinder, 

very little nse.” — English Mechanic. 
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TO ONE ABOUT TO WED. 

The hour draws nigh. The moments fly amain. 

Rabble and guest attend the flowery shrine ; 

The Cake is ready — also the champagne 
(A light, dry, wine). 

Then, Sister, ere the kst sad moment goes, 

Listen, while from a brother’s faltering lips 
Drop, like essential attar of the rose. 

Two useful tips. 

If you would prosper in that married state 
Which many, I believe, liave called sublime, 

Be very careful not to irritate 
At breakfast time. 

Man is not lively at that solemn feast ; 

And John, whom you esteem a thing apart, 

(So strange is Love) is little more than triste. 

Or less than tart. 

Spare him your daily correspondents’ views ; 

Nor, from a paper you alone have read. 

Think to refresh him with th’ appalling news 
That someone’s dead. 

As for those details of a household type 
‘ That seem indigenous to married men, 

Wait till he ’s half way through his morning pipe : 
Tackle him then. 

But, oh my sister, lay no wifely snares ; 

Think not to press him for a boon ; and don’t, 


Don't dream of getting at him unawares : 

Because you won’t. 

That 'we will come to now. And, I should say, 

I do so with a certain lingering doubt ; 

Though, truly, if I give your J ohn away. 

It ’s his look out. 

If, then, you would beguile th’ unwary lad 
To his undoing, first arrange to dine 
On his most toothsome cheer (and, shall I add, 

Some light,’ dry wine). 

And if, soon afterwards, you gently spring 
Your purpose on him, ’twere an easy task 
To lure him on to any blessed thing 
You choose to ask. 

Now must we go. The steeds are at the door. 

Those be my precepts, Sister. Act thereon,’ 

And you ’ll be hiappy. But alas, for poor, 

Poor, wretched, John ! Dum-Dum. 


<^A11 men have their Price.” 

‘‘General, 18, £10, Disengaged, willing to wash, strong country' 
servant. Also 17, £8 ; ;grint dresses and caps. Fifteen, 28. per week, 
fond of children .” — Birmingham Gazette. 

We hope somebody wiU give little Fifteen a job. Eighteen, 
who is willing to wash, and Seventeen, who can print dressy 
and caps (which sounds very dever), are sure to be snapped 
up at once ; but aU that can be said for Fifteen (poor dear) is 
that she is fond of children. Here ’s to the badiful ,mai4ehl • , 
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PICKING UP ACQUAINTANCES; 

Or, The Traveller’s Costversational 
G aiDE. 

The specimen dialogues below are 
intended for tliose Unlucky persons wlio 
are compelled to take tlieir holiday 
alone. The Englishman is noted for 
his reserve, but with tact it is always 
easy to open a conversation with a 
complete stranger and by and by to 
make a real friend of him. The whole 
art lies in this : that you must not seem 
to force your acquaintance upon him. 
You would do well to start 
Ih the Train. 

Fint Method (The Window Gambit). 
You, Do you mind if I raise the 
window slightly? (If it is already up, 
you will of course eha'tige this to, “ Do you 
mini if I open the loindow slightly ? 

He (if he is anything of a gentleman). 
Certainly. Please do. 

You (at window). Very stiff the win- 
dows are on this line. 

If he is a director or shareholder in 
any railway company, he will then take 
the opportunity of explaining to you hoio 
good or had this line is in comparison 
with others. If he is not a director or 
shareholder, then. 

You. That’s the best of being on the 
sea. You have no bother like this with 
windows. 

This gives him his chance should he 
he a sailor, explorer, yachtsman, Cook's 
tourist, or seaside resident, hi the 
unlikely event of his being none of these, 
You ijocidaidy). I must mite to the 

Daily ” about it. 

You then make disparaging remarks 
cihovt the Daily He is practi- 

cally certain to agree. 

Second Method. (An expensive one.) 
This should only be used when aU 
other devices have failed. As soon as 
your man is looking the other way pull 
the alarm signal. When the guard 
comes round, try to persuade him tliat 
it was the stranger who did it. If you 
are successful, then offer to lend the 
necessary five pounds. If you are un- 
successful, then offer to borrow it. In 
either case yon have a sort of claim on 
•your man for at least the length of your 
'holiday. 

Third Method, (For use with clergy- 
men oiJy.) 

Noie : Clergymen often wear gaiters. 
In this case they are either bishops or 
deans. It is wiser to assume that they 
are bishops. 

, You (with a stai'i). Oh ! 

' He looks up enquiringly. 

You. I beg your pardon, but did you 
happen to notice the name pf that 
statiba? 


He. Willesden Junction. 

You, / (Reinemhering his cloth). I 

must apologise, Sir (or ^My Lord' if you 
care to ri^ it), but that was where 1 
had to alight. 

He, The next stop is Aberdeen. 

You. Tut tut ! But there ! An old 
traveller mustn’t mind these little trials. 
Why, I remember how in the fall of ’82 
Tubby and I 

At this point a layman would throw 
you out of the vnndow. 

You. Let ’s see, was it Tubby or Old 
Bill? 

And so on, ad infinitum. 

So much for the journey down. If 
by the time you have reached your 
destination you have not picked up an 
acquaintance, it is fiiirly obvious that 
you are not at all the tactful person we 
took you for, and it is difficult to know 
what further to do for yon. You can 
of course, at any time, try the Tobacco 
Gambit— which consists in boirowing 
your neighbour’s matches and putting 
them in your own pocket, but apart 
from this there is not much that we 
can recommend. Should you, however, 
know the profession of the particular 
man whose acquaintance you wish to 
make, various ideas will no doubt sug- 
gest themselves to you. Thus : 

With Miutary Men. 

You (suddenly and imidorhighf). Can 
you tell me, Sir, if you think the Ger- 
mans will defeat the Hereros ? 

He {gruffly and in amrusement). Eh ? 
You (with a pathetic dignity). I am a 
German (or Herero ) and I liave a son 
(grandson, father, uncle, grandfather, 
etc., according to what you think he iriU 
credit you with) immersed in that terrible 
conflict. Pity a father’s (grandfather's, 
son's, nephew's, grandson's) feelings. 

He loitl then tell you his experiences in 
the Indian Mutiny. 

Or again 

Wim SouciroRS. 

You. Are you a solicitor ? (This sounds 
nide, hut he won't mind.) 
lie. Yes. (Gives you his card.) 

Finally, it may happen that the gentle- 
man with whom you wish to converse is 
a distinguished stranger well known to 
you by sight. In these cases, particu- 
larly, tact is the one essential. 

To Mr. Joseph Chambeeiain (cJuiff- 
ingly). Now, now, what’s aU this I hear 
about Tariff Refonn ? 

To Mr. J. M. Barrie (politely offering 
pouch). Perhaps you might care to try 
this ? It ’s the “ Josephine ” Mixture. 

To Mr. Justice Darling (handing 
evening, paper). Witty man, Plowden. 
Seen his last? 


A GREAT ACHIEVEMENT. 

We, who were children in our time, 

And who, though something past our 
prime, 

StiU healthily survive, 

Must often, when we come in touch 
With modern infants, marvel much 
To find ourselves alive, 

Tlie milk they drink, I am advised, 

Must first be diJy sterilised, 

Or else with seal and .vow 
Labelled, to prove to every eye 
That it has been provided by 
A non-consumptive cow. 

The briefest snuffle from afar 
Proclainis the imminent catarrh, 

And calls for potent cures ; 

The slightest symptom of a blush 
Is followed by an eager rush 
To take their temperatures. 

About them hums a busy tribe 
Of doctors, ready to prescribe 
New simples and tabloids , 

And surgeons quite prepared to ease 
Them all of their appendices, 

And eke their adenoids. 

All, wliat a change from those old days 
When all the world, and all its ways, 
And we ourselves, were green ! 

Days, when eternally sharp set 
We ate whatever we could get, 

Nor recked about hygiene. 

I recollect, when I was young, 

Once or twice thrusting Ibrtli my tongue, 
Though why 1 could not tell, 

And after some lieroic bout, 

Politely christened a “ l)low-ont,” 

I may have felt unwell. 

Yet even at that early date 
Victorian microbes lay in wait 
In every bite and sup ; 

So, 1 repeat, grown wiser now, 
r am constrained to wonder how 
We managed to grow up. 

My Pl-VTo’s works on yonder shelf 
Commend the maxim “ Know yourself,” 
As conduct’s safest guide ; 

It seems a later nursery law 
Adapts tins immemorial saw 
To “ Know your own inside.” 


“The slow, wise smile that round about 
llis dusty forahead drily eurled.” 

Tennyson, 

Says The OrapMe: “T!ie Empress 
Dowager of China l<x)ks a well-preserved 
woman of forty years, with ... a high 
forehead on which lie two bindeaus of 
thick and glossy black hair and two 
rovys of snowy teetli, which give her 
smile a ebann of exquisite expn^sHioii.” 
Tile contrast of tlie bhiek hair and snowy 
teeth on the same high forehead must 
indeed make her smile aU that The 
Graphic claims for it. 
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THE HEALTH AND BEAUTY EXHIBITION AT THE GRAFTON. 

(Report hy Mr, Punches Special Commissioner.) 

To THE Editor, 

When, Honoured Sir, in obedience to your commands, I 
went to this highly interesting Exhibition, it was, I confess, 
less with any idea of exercising my critical faculties than with 
the faint hope that I might pick up a secret or two which might 
enable me considerably to improve my personal appearance. 
For, after all, one never knows. It may have been morbid 
fancy, but I thought the keeper of the wicket, after reading 
the words “ Kepresentative of PitncA,” on the Press ticket I 
presented, hesitated slightly. Perhaps he thought I had not 
come there in quite the right spirit. . . . However, he 
gave me the benefit of the doubt;, and even tore off a comer ' 
of my ticket in exchange for a free Catalogue. 

At the foot of the stairs I was ^eatly impressed by a noble 
group of white satin corsets, exhibited by Madame Hoknett & 
CiE. The moddling of these I thought quite masterly, 
though the drawing is perhaps a trifle “tight” here and, 
there. Further on I was even more struck by a “Plastic 
Bust,” No. 48, described in the Catalogue as “ a normal form, 
compressed by a belt and showing the arm —wonderfully 
pliant and human.” It might have been even more normal 
and human had not the artist left off just where the difficulties 
begin — at the base of the neck. As it was, it seemed to me 
a httle lacking in expression. I tmst it is not hypercritical 
to dwell upon so trifling a defect, but it is honestly what I 
felt about it. 

On entering the Long Gallery I observed that the walls, 
which I had last seen covered by the works of M. Cj^zanne 
and other talented Impressionists of the French School, were 
now hung with a sdection of advertisements by various 
contribut6rs to the Exhibition. I desire to make no invi- 
dious comparisons between them and their French prede- 
cessors- -their methods are necessarily so different. But 
this I must say, that, in my hmnble opinion, the designs 
which now adorn the Gallery are more pleasing, if less 
subtle in their colour passages, while they convey ii more 
direct message to the uninitiated eye, I may bo wrong — 
but that is my impression. 

The floor of the Long Gallery was occupied by several 
rows of gilt-backed chairs, which aU appeared to he listening 
with polite attention (in the absence of occupants) to a 
gentleman who was performing a wellpknown waltz on an 
dectric piano — 1 presume as a Health Exercise. There 
were several large gramophones and an orchestrion on &e 
platfoiTO as well, but none of them perforjned while I was in 
the Exhibition — which was just my usual luck ! 

AU round the room tastefully draped stands had been 
erected, by which young ladies were seated in most becoming 
Paris confections. It rather reminded me of a Charity 
Bazaar, except that none of them invited me to put in for a 
raffle, or have my future revealed by a performing poodle. 

I seemed to have cbosen a time — it was about 12.30 — when 
nothing very exciting was going on. There was a big 
camera on a stand, apparently about to take a photograph of 
a staU on which samples of asses’ milk were displayed, which 
would have been interesting to watch if it had ever taken it 
— only it didn’t. 

Perhaps I might have secured a portion of Health and 
Beauty by taking a glass or two of asses’ milk— but, to be 
perfectly frank with you. Sir, I hadn’t the common manly 
courage to go up and ask. I was afraid tiiat the young lady 
who presided oyer that restorative might be unpleasantly 
personal if I did. I know now that this fear was quite 
groundless.^ Probably she would have been most polite. If 
I Lad mentioned that I was a representative of Mr. Punchy she 
might even have given me a glass of asses’ milk gratuitously. 
But I let the chance escape me. 


: I sat on one of the gilt-backed chairs, affecting to be 
absorbed in my Catalogue — ^but in reality I was feeling 
rather^ shy. I was the only male visitor in the whole 
Exhibition, and I had a deadly fear that someone might 
come up and invite me to have my face cultured. jBut 
either they considered me a hopeless case, or else they saw — 
well, anyhow, they left me severely alone. 

As I studied the Catalogue I came upon the photograph of 
a lady well-known in Society, under whose portrait was a 
note that filled me with awe and admiration. It informed 
me that at this lady’s house the Organiser of the Eshibition 
had once judged at a Baby Show “ at which all the Balies 
were either the children or grandchildren of Members of the 
Peerage^ I thought of the iron nerve, the rigid impartiality, 
and the consummate tact that must have been required to 
award the first prize without regard to strict social precedence, 
and I no longer wondered that this Exhibition should have 
been so successfully organised. 

Pre^sently I really thought a performance of some kind was 
about to begin. A young lady in a white knitted jersey, 
blank knickerbockers, tan-coloured stockings, and gymnasium 
shoes suddenly tripped into the gallery, and was saluted with 
a round of faint applause from an apparently susceptible 
young coloured gentleman in a corner. 

But nothing came of it ; slie had merely stepped in to talk 
to another young lady at one of the stands. It may have 
been on the subject of Physical Development, but the discourse 
was of a purely private and confidential nature. 

I felt, Sir, that you liad not sent me there to sit in idleness 
on a gilded chair all the time ; that I must be up and doing. 
Accordingly I pulled myself together, and went round the 
stands, conscientiously making notes. If I have unconsciously 
fallen here and there into tlie jargon of the Art Journalist, 
you will kindly put this down lo tlie associations o£ the 
Grafton Galleries. 

First I should mention Mrs. Ida 0. Tafflin’s (I thinh this is 
the lady’s name -but have mislaid my Catalogue) delightful 
“Pink Lotion for Concealing Blemishes of the Skill, ” at Stand 
No. 7, a charming composition with a liquid quality of 
pigment that produces an effect as decorative as it is delicate 
in treatment. 

The same artist’s “ Kkin Food,” though in a more restrained 
gamut, gives perhaps an even larger sense of accomplishment, 
while a third study, “A Pimple PiU,” compels attention by 
its admirable directness, rare mastery of values, and sheer 
forcefnlness of statement. 

I can also commend “ Nurse Wadham’s Earcap,” described 
in the Catalogue as “ a useful invention for keeping children’s 
ears in their proper place,” and, I should say, simply in- 
valuable to the parents of all little pitchers. Another 
invention tliat took my fancy mightily was a “ Baby’s Play- 
ground,” a neat little wooden pen, about five feet by two 
and a half, in which the little tot can play at being a i>ig or 
a rhinoceros, according to the range of its imagination. 

If I could only have hold out till eight p.w. I should have 
heard a lady lecture on “ Beauty in the Middle Ages.” But 
it was getting very^ near my lunch time, and 1 really did not 
feel equal to sustaining exhausted nature for another seven 
hours on Skin Food and Asses’ Milk, even though encouraged 
at intervals by Demonstrations of Physical Culture and 
Exei’cises, records by the (iramophones, and performances 
on the Orch^trion and Electric Piano. 

I know, Sir, that you arc a stern, not to say harsh, despot 
— ^but I felt that even you would not require this of me. 
So I softly and silently stole away — not a bit more beautiful 
(at least, so far as I can perceive at present ) thau wlien I. 
came in ! 

On reaching home, a pink leaflet fluttered out of my 
CataloOTe. It was a ballot-paper entitling me to vote for 
“ the B&mdsomest Man, the Prettiest Woman, and the Ix)veliest 




Ohfld ” in a collection of photographs in the Lobby which I 
never even noticed ! 

Mine might have been the casting vote ! I had had the 
privilege of officiating as a second Paris, and in my blindness 
I had neglected the priceless opportunity. And now— the , 
bitter irony of it ! — it is too late — too late ! 

Unless, of course, yoxi insist upon my returning to the 
Galleries and awarding the apple. But no, Sir, something 
tells me there is a softer side to your nature somewhere— you 
will not do that ! In fact, now I come to think of it, you can’t. 
Because the Exhibition dosed last Saturday. F. A. 


GIVING THEMSELVES AIR. 

[The District Railway now advertises “pure air "as one of its 
attractions ] 

0 Mahoate, we ’ll seek thee no longer ; 

No more wiU we spend, 

0 Southend, 

Sad weeks on thy shingle 
Where niggers commingle 
‘ With trippers of curious blend. 

No more will my boys fish for conger, 

No longer be found 

Burnt and browned — 

They ’ll spend their vacations 
At various stations 

.Along the “purenir” Underground. 


What excellent programmes I’ll make them ! j 

One day they ’ll repair 

To Sloane Square, 

A health-resort which is | 

Well-known for the riches 
Of purest ozone in its air. 

To Farringdon Street I will take them, 

And Blackfriars too 

They shall do ; 

The Aldersgate breezes 
Shah cure them of sneezes. 

And fill them with vigour anew. 

And if they should chance on a break-down, 

No need to complain 

Of the train, 

Though we’re kept without warning 
From midnight to morning 
Between Cannon Street and Mark Lane. 

A strap makes an excellent shake-down, . 

And the air is so rare 
That we swear 
By tlie line tliat arranges 
Sdubrious changes 
' At such a ridiculous fare. 

“ ^OSY incubator, 30 -egg size ; all fittings complete ; owner getting 
larger." — Ladr/. 

It is wonderful how sopn one grows out of an incubator. 
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CURTAIN-RAISERS. 

Extract from EtheVa coi^espondeme At the last moment something went wrong with the Ccrtain, and we had to do without 

ONE ! It was awful 1 But the Reotor explained matters to the front row, and they game to the rescue nobly ' ” 


THE CYNIC IN SKIRTS. 

[Suggested by the recent increase of hostile 
criticism passed upon the modem male.] 

When of old Antbgea flouted 
Some inelirible flame, 

Or the lips of Celia pouted 
At the proffer of oiu: name, 

. Bitter seemed (if one recalls *em) 
Those reverses at the time;, 

But an admirable balsam 
Was to take it out in rhyme ! 

Jones— sustaining from Oorinna 
Compound fracture of the heart — 
Ridiculed the kdy in a 
Monograph called Cupid's DaH ; 
Gentlemen, in fact, who rated 
Life and love as hollow wrecks. 
Formerly excogitated 
Satires on the faithless sex. 

Daily Phyllis by her fancies 
Drove deject^ swains to ink ; 


Some of them composed romances 
Dealing with the ruptured link ; 
Others, Seated of her kisses, 

(Like Archilochus) were coarse, 
Hoping the presumptive Mrs. 
CoRTDON would feel remorse. 

Now behold the balance shifted : 

Ohloe stoops to white and black ; 
Every day our hair is lifted 
By some feminine attack ; 
Tartarus has no Erinnys 
Mote severe than ‘‘ Lady Ann,” 
Earning periodic guineas 
For a diatribe on Man. 

Muse ! (Jthe sister we require is 
Erato) — ohHge and say 
Why beneath me veil of ** Iris,” 

Or the worn de guerre of “ May,” 
Woman deals in Jeremiads 
Aimed at us and wholly un- 
Dreamt of by the harmless Dryads 
Who occurred in Stanza One. 


Can it he that even maidens, 

When they hit without the glove, 
Use like us the cynic cadence 
As a bahn for blighted love ? • 
Dare we ask if, when in wrath her 
Devastating comments flow, 
Araminta, like the author. 

Suffers from an early blow? 


The Leicester Guardian has succeeded 
in the difficult task of making even 
“ Society Chat ” interesting. In a column 
with this title it informs its readers that 
MissELLENTERRYwill cdebrateher jubilee 
by playing in the “ Shakespearian comedy 
A Winter's 8aW' This is an excellent 
title for a pky which contains the well- 
known line ” A*snapper-up of uncon- 
sidered trifles.” We understand that 
Mr. Oscar Asohe will play Rohinsonio 
and Miss Ellen Terry will take the part 
of Snelgi'ovia, 
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In charge of the Babt. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, MP. ' 

House of Commons, Monday, April 9 . ^ ^ 

— “Iknowtoowellwliatyouliaveaucoiiie ^ 

here for to see,” sai^SiiNT Augustine, \ 

gathered in anticipation of introduction 
of Education Bill. “ xV reed shaken by / | 
the wind, withering and trembling in > 

those icy blasts of sectarian difference \ • 

which more than anything else nip the 't 

buds of piety and reA^erence.” 

If that actually described the expecta- X je y 

tion of the audience, it was agreeably ^ 

disappointed. Position one of singular ._3 -< JjkJHy j - jRv . 

difficulty for a new Minister. Not only \ \ iX , ' ^ J 

was he making his first appearance in f 

to his lot the most difficult of all, a fire- t ' * *'' 

brand of a kind which, at earlier epochs, ] y C * ' \' f \ 

had shaken, if not rent, powerful Minis- / '-‘j} ^ l\ \ 

tries. The ordeal of an unofficial Manber 'j^y * ^ '*/ 

making his maiden speech is sufficiently - ^ ' ■ |y * ^ ^ ^ , 

, |or rnmetev introducing Ln charoe of the Babf. 

nis first Bill it is overpowering. 

Mr. G. left it on record that when his turn, probably refrained from re- parentheses, “ simply swanns with child- 
first returned to the House he never ligious exercise. However it be, save ren, aU animated by one desire, namely, 
rose to take part in debate without for an added pallor to a countenance to ascertain the time.” 
strengthening himself by utterance of a never rudely rubicund, tliere was no The House delighted in this picture 
silent prayer. The Member for Newark sign of embairassment. ^ drawn with quick, graphic touch, such 

in time got over that feeling of shyness. He began in characteristically light as Phil May was wont to use — the 
But the habit marks in striking manner vein, chaffing occupants of the Treasury Minister for Education seeking out a 
the appalling situation. With due Bench upon whom, when he was last in quiet place wherein to walk and con 
regard to the Conscience Clause and the House, he was accustomed to gaze over his speech, his meditation repeatedly 
the hour of the afternoon, Augustine, with feelings in which amazement, broken in upon by the children whose 
seated on the Treasury Bench waiting amusement, and admiration struggled welfare filled it, coming up with slirill 

^ for the mastery.” enquiry, Please, Sir, what is the right 

Unembarrassed time?” 

himself, he at the The Bill wiU, after fashion inherent 
; V*_ ‘ ■ ihii>lii»ir^iih outset put his audi- in its kind, be battled over with that 

^1^-. ^ -V ence at ease, enab- fierce animosity which marks religious 

' ^ }o con- controversy since the Crusades. There 

'* centrate their atten- can be only one opinion of a speech 

upon the im- masterful in command of its subject, 
ji-j:, pOTtant, ^ intricate perfect in lucidity, delightful in uncon- 

^ task to expound. Business done. — Education Bill 
-"i While occasionally brought in and read first time. 

Ijlijji flashing corusca- Tuesday night. — ^Members absent this 

' ' /"v. ■' *' ^ tions of humour in afternoon ran the risk of coming back 

1 yf \ /V the dark cn 3 )t of towards seven o’clock to find the whole of 

H}* ' provided and un- the business appointed up to Easter run 

I provided schools he through, and the shutters put up for 

ilPV , avoided the fatal the holidays. Eirst order of day was 

v|yF 'n flippancy, second reading of Workmen’s Oompen- 

f ill; ! One of the most sation !Bill. This seemed to promise 

•* I ufieutive touches in prolonged debate. Hardly expected to 

I an address an hour see it through at morning sitting. But 
' I ^ House in strictly business mood. No one 

7 4'‘ 1 ' ft confession that disposed to delay the Bill, much less to 

! I&V; j on^ Saturday he re- throw it out. Honest endeavour to im- 

i ✓ paired to Battersea prove it could be made only in Oom- 

j meditate mittee. Therefore let us pass second 

j b its arrangement and reading without speeches unnecessary 

' - ' coin some of its in number or in length. 

.Things ARE not^what they seem. phrases. This accomplished with two hom-s in 

^ mi ft p ^T i o t of f»- br ^iiifl-Tit Mini s tar rflftftivi Tig ii-m* v<ajrftn.l * The place,” he hand and a score of other Government 

lations on a masterly, lucid, and humorous speeci. remarked, in one Bills to deal with. Forthwith got into 

(Rt. Hon. A-g-str-ne B-rr-U.) of his delightful Committee on a Post Office BiU. The 






* 




9{ 


.Things ARE not^what they seem. 

A pencil snapshot of a brilliant Minister receiving universal congratu- 
lations on a masterly, lucid, and humorous speech. 

(Rt. Hon. A-g-st-ne B-rr-U.) 
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Tee “Fakir’* ttho rests on Piatonets. 
(Rt. Eon, J-lm M-il-y.) 


third order was Open Spaces Bill, an 
accident accountable for the strange 
dilemma that followed. The title catch- 
ing the Speaker’s eye, created irresistible 
yearning for fresh air and opportcrity 
for stretching his legs. Been in the 
Chair for three houi-s. Post Office Bill 
sure to take at least an hour in Com- 
mittee. AVhy not go forth in search of 
Open Spaces ? Hampstead Headi too far 
off. But Battersea Park, favoured resort 
of peripatetic statesmen in charge of 
Education and other BiEs, within measur- 
able distance. 

Speaker not l)een gone five minutes 
before Post Office Bill was rushed 
through Committee. 

** Question is,” said the CauRMAN, 
'‘that I report this Bill to the House.” 

That meant that the Speaker was to 
be brought back to Chair. But where 
was the Spe.vker ? Messengers went off 
in haste, but did not return even at 
leisure. Chairman of Committees stood 
at Table waiting to make his repout to 
the Speaker. "He cometh not,” Mr. 
Emmott said. 

Appalled silence feE over the House, 
broken presently by alarmed whispering. 
ActuaEy tho interregnum lasted only 
five minutes. It seemed a week. At 
length there was a bustle behind the 
Speaker’s Chair. Silence feE as Mem- 
bers watched the right hon. gentleman 
hastEy enter, his wig sEghtly awry, and 
oyer his flowing gown the ebullient 
air of Open Spaces. A heai-ty cheer 
welcomed his presence in the Chair. 
He, happily ignorant of the irregularity 
of his headdress, preserving a gravity 
designed to intimate that, in spite of 
appearances, nothing out of tlie way had 
‘ happened. 

Setting to work again, the House so 
rapidly ran through the remaining 
‘Orders that at haK-past six there was 
nothing more to do but go off to dinner. 

Thus passed the last Tuesday under 
the old Procedure Rules. 


Business done . — Quite a lot. 

Wednesday. — House adjourned for 
Easter Holidays. Back again Tuesday 
week. Amongst Ministers who stay on 
to see end of first section of Session 
is John Mobley, looking a little graver 
than ever under weight of India. Not 
been much to fore since he undertook 
his strangely - mated office. Tliat a 
matter of good omen. Happy is the 
State Department that has no annals. 
In his one important administrative act, 
settlement of the difficulty that severed 
CuRZON and Kitchener, he was approved 
in both camps. 

" When I see John Morley on Treasiwy 


I 






The “Prwate Secretaet” on the Warpath. 

“ D* you know, I shall have to give the BiE a 
good hard knock, I reaEy shall ! ” 

(Mr. C. F. G. M-st-rm-n.) 


Bench,” said the Member foe Sark, " I 
recall a scene in Lidia where I came 
upon a fakir lying on a bed of spikes, 
hia back protected by gauziest of gar- 
ments. Here we have a scholarly recluse, 
above aE a man of peace, his adminis- 
tration of a great Empire resting on a 
mattress of bayonet points.” 

Business done . — Off for the holidays. 


CHARIVARIA. 

"The Government wishes to he friendly 
with aE,” says Sir Henry Campbell-Ban- 
nerman. If not with both our friends 
and our enemies, then certainly with our 


Tlie Pall Mall Gazette^ in a recent 
issue, referred to some labouring men 
who attempted to molest Lady Mary 
■ ILamilton at Eye, as "louts.” Is there 
in England no law against Use-^najeste 9 

Golf caddies are now very much in 
the piibEc eye. The education of some 
of them is certainly not aE that it should 
be. " Here ’s an honour for us ! ” cried 
one oE them excitedly the other day as 
he pointed to a paragraph in the paper 
headed, " King Alfonso visits Cadiz.” 

The London Magazine contains an 
article on Shakspeari-j, by Mr. Sidney 
Lee, entitled “ The Most Popular English 
Author.” Mr. Hall Caine thinks the 
title a misleading one. 

According to a certain beauty expert, 
"A single perfect feature constitutes 
beauty,” and those persons who only 
liave one very nice eye have already 
begun to be bumptious. 

There will, we suppose, always be 
bargain-hunters. "How much is this 
little packet of pins?” asked a lady, 
the other day, at a sho^ where there 
was a sale. "One farthing, Madam,” 
answered the assistant. " Oh,, but that ’s 
the price when there’s no sale,” com- 
plained the lady, indignantly. 

Shopping by post is on the increase, 
and thousands of pairs of boots, it is 
stated, are sent this way every week. 
Indeed, we understand that the Post- 
master-General is to be asked to allow a 
boot to be treated as a postcard, the 
address being written on the sole. 

An individual who claimed to he the 
heaviest man in Gennany has just died. 
StiE, a good many fairly heavy Germans 
are stiE extant. 

For vulgar ostentation, commend us 
to the American smart set. Among the 
presents received by a recently wedded 
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couple were a couple of massive gold 
bowls, and, when they left to spend 
their honeymoon in Europe, they took 
these with them for use in rough 
weather. 

The gardening season is now in full 
swing, and we have received the follow- 
ing letter “Dear Sir,— About a year 
ago our little dog Flitffy got hold of an 
old slipper of mine, and buried it in the 
far end of the garden. Judge of the 
surprise o£ Mrs. P. and myself this 
morning, when, on visiting the spot, we 
found a boot tree in full blossom.” 

From TJie Torquay Directory: “Advertiser 
would like to take a dog out (Torquay) for daily 
exercise.” 

We recommend advertiser to caU at 
houses where bulldogs are kept loose, j 
taking care to leave the gate open behind ! 
him. This should give the gentleman 
enough exercise. He can please himself 
as to Torquay or not. 


SOCIOLOGICAL NOTES. 

Me^T, WoilEN AM) TmKGS. 

AoCORDI)fG to WiLLUn OF WlKEH-UI 
“manners makyth man.” We are not 
surprised to hear tliat this person lived 
in the Middle Ages. 

Men are the opposite of women. On 
this fact is based the dissent of man, and 
also the dissent of woman. 

Chivalry is not dead yet. The other 
day a man was obseiwed to give up his 
seat to a lady as he was leaving his bus. 

Recent political animosity has brought 
out the truth of the proverb “ Mud will 
teU.” 

“ Like as we lie,” as the Roman Augurs 
said with a mutual smile. 

The middle-aged should remember 
that half a loaf is better than no exercise. 

Those who recommend the simple life 
have usually failed at the complex. 

Genius is an , infinite capacity for 
taking pleasure. 

Life is the only thing worth livings 


Society consists of two classes, the 
upper and the lower. The latter culti- 
vates the dignity of labour, the former 
the labour of dignity. 

*THE SIMPLE LIFE. 

There is a road to earthly bliss : 

The secret would you know? 

Five words contain it : it is this : 

Eat little, and eat slow 1 

Or would you that your lot should be 
Celestial happiness ? 

’Tis but a question of degree : 

Eat slower still— and less ! 

One Crowded Hour of Glorious Life. 

“Here in Bombay,” says The Daily 
Mail, “ these conditions of life are em- 
phasised . . . Economy of means usually 
begins with economy of space. Nine- 
tenths of the Hindu population live in 
one room.” The Black Hole of Calcutta 
was nothing to this. 
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ing the erection, of a miniature TaUe in a wax dance in wMch Mr. Keib 
HORNY HANDS ACROSS THE SEA. Mountain by the East India Docks Haedib totin^dies himself by his 
A unuE piqued by the suggestion Ewd. _ __ , impi-realism. 

that they are capable of t.hmMn g orJy Se'pt&niber 15. — ^Visit to Qroote bchuxir, ■ - 

parochially, and a little stimulated by Cecil Rhodes’s house, to break the SISTER-SCRIBBLERS’ CLUB, 

the 'visit of the Chinese inquirers to this windovrs. ^ ^ x ' i j 

country, and a good deal excited by the September 16. — ^Banquet and reception Deadest Daphni^ What would you 

prospect of a long holiday, the Labour at Government House. Labour Members say to your own Blanche as a literary 
Party, it is said, are organising an ex- astonished to find evening dress, French woman? I m simply obs^sed with 
pedition to the Colonies (if there are such cooking, and real champagne. Expected the idea since mymg visit to the 
places) during the summer recess. The shirt sleeves and Cape gooseberry. Mr. Sister-Scnbbl^’s Club (isn t obsessed 
tour is to be under competent supervision, ICeir Hardie proposes the health of the rather chic? I picked it up at the Club), 
but each mo'n will be his own Columbus. Governor in flattering terms, offering to My dear, it must be quite lovely to be 
A forecast of the party’s adventures do what he can for him if ever lie should always discussing plots and characters, 
has been attempted : — think of coming to England and taking and calling out “I shall use that,” when- 

_ _ ^ life seriously. ever anything striking is said. 

Expedition to Discover Colonies, September 17.— Second visit to Groote Lately I’ve got very pally with Lady 

Su^tfiTEE, 190D. Schuur, to mend broken windows. George St. Austin, who writes over the 

“ What can lie know of Empire who only West September 18. — ^Departure for Durban, signature “ A Duke’s Daughter-in-Law ” 
Ham knows?” September 2B . — Arrival at Durban, in The Sideglancer, She’s awfully clever, 

August 11. — ^\Tsit of the whole party More astonishment. No signs of ill-treated andher‘‘ Gossip ’’and accounts of parties 
to the Treasury to draw their salaries in black slaves. No sound of groans pro- and things are full of snap. Certainly 
advance — £300 a year plus overtime, ceeding from lacerated Kaffirs. No she came a nasty cropper when an article 


impi-realism. 


Expedition to Disco\’er the Colonies, 
Su^tfiTEE, 1906. 

“ What can lie know of Empire who only West 
Ham knows ? ” 


advance — £300 a year plus ov« 

TreasuTyrefusestogi’-earytliuc: ^ of hers appeared describing mi- 

Mr. Thorne offers to take off 5 per nutely a Drawing Room that had 

cent, for cash. Mr. Keir Hardie, been indefinitely postponed, but 

in despair, sends round the deer- she's lived that down, and makes 

^ stalker aniong the crowd and quite a big income by her pen. 

collects eighteen and threepence. r Think, my dear, how devy, con- 

The Party move on to Mr. Red- sidering Bridge-debts and milli- 

mond’s lodgings, hoping for help, uers’ bills 1 Babs (Lady George) 

but find that he has gone to Ire- has been a Sister-Scribbler for a 

land, and are in despair, when a year, and the other afternoon she 

cheque comes from Mr. Chamber- ^ook me to the Club to tea. It 

iJiiN, with best wishes for a 'juSatlT is in Hamilton Place, and they 

happy voyage. Labour rapture. M themselves well. Their 

August 12. — ^Mass meeting in ♦ jMS0^ Smokeroom is deliciously comfy, 

Hyde Park. Farewell speeches and can give a stone and a 

by leaders of Labour Party — beating to ours at -the Camellia. 

Mr. Keir Hardie, Mr. Shackle- There was a perfect babel in 

TON, Mr. Will Crooks, Mr. Will ” ^ tlie Tea-room. All the Sister- 

Thornb, Mr. Phil Snowden. ^ Pre- THE TWO GRINDERS ; Or, SCIENCE THE SISTER Scribblers’ tonnes seemed to 
sentalion of locks of hair to OF ART. he “ the pens of ready writei*s,” 

admirers in case the heroes fall— as Shakespeare says.. Babs 

to the unknown perils of the Colonies — statue of Winston Ohorohill. Bewilder- pointed out such lots of celebrities, 
giants, pygmies, lions, tigers, snakes, ment of Labour Members, who wonder Quite close to us was a group who’ve 
okapis, diplodoci, &c. “ Auld Lang if this really is Natal, or if they have lost all gone into ever so many editions, and 

Syne,” hands being joined all the way the way. see themselves on railway bookstalls, and 

from the Marble Arch to West Ham September 2^. — Reception and ban- know the “ glory and the nothing' of a 
pump. In the evening torchlight proces- quet at Goveimment House. Bewilder- name.” There was Mrs. Henry Deysdale, 
sion to Battersea to break Mr. Burns’s ment of Labour Party on finding Natal who writes those learned, semi-theo- 
windows. ^ people kindly and intdligent, and logical novels, that you caii read and I 

August 13. — ^Departure from Tilbury apparently pleased to welcome them. can’t, discussing the character of ’ her 
Docks on The Pram, purchased for the September 26. — ^Arrival at Pieterma- latest hero, Edgar Eumlore, &e Church 
occasion from Dr. Nansen and fitted ritzburg. Astonishment of Labonr Party of England curate whose gradual con- 
fer her perilous expedition with every- to find a Town Hall, churches, shops, and version (or is it per?) to Mohammed- 
thing a Labour Member could want on gardens. anism takes up 200 chapters. Wonder- 

a voyage of discovery— from red ties September 28. — Discovery of Lady- ful to say, she was one of the smartest 
to elephant rifles. smith by the Labour Party. Wagon Hill Sister-Scribblers present, having on an 

August M to September 5.— Prayers re-named Mount Snowden, and the unmistaltable Olga Fiton frock, and a 
for terra-firma on any terms, twenty- Tugela, the Shackleton River. Valerie toque— while “ Anno Domini ” 

four-hour days even. September 30. — Excursion to the Dra- (Miss Jane Prescx)tt, for private circula- 

September 6.— Arrival at Cape Town, kenberg. Mr. Will Thorne attacked by tion), who writes those awfully strong. 
Surprise of Labour Members at finding a baboon near the summit of Champagne lurid kind of novels, that girls are hot 
houses and not mud huts. Electric Castle, and rescued by Mr. Crooks, supposed to read, and that poky people 
light too and shops. Quite a number of Humed flight of Labour Party to the consider improper because they don’t 
white people. Panic on discovering coast. On their way they encounter understand Bealism in “Anno 

that it belongs to England, and does Sibindi’s impi in full war paint, and Domini,” my dear, whom one would 
not regret it. Mr. Crooks takes* notes foiling to establish their identity expect to be smart and voyante^ is 
for the improvement of Poplar, indud- 1 are detained and forced to take part simply the dowdiest, quietest of mice, 




r 

'fe 


THE TWO GRINDERS; Or, SCIENCE THE SISTER 
OF ART. 
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The Duchess of CLACKMiX^TAN had tea 
with us. She’s been a Sister-Scribbler 
since her Miracle Play, The Aj'h, had 
a run of two nights at the^ Munificent 
(those liorrid critics called it drivel till 
they found who had written it, and 
then they did her justice and said she 
had handled the character of Noah in 
a masterly way). 

She was simply awfully sweet. hen 
I said I longed to qualify for admission 
to the S.-8. Club, by appearing in print, 
she told me to send something to The 
Peeress — she knows somebody who 
partly owns it, you know. Bars looked 
a bit spiteful, I thought ; and then she 

asked the Duchess— — 

if it was true that 

she (the D.) was 
^vriting a roman a 
defy in which she ^ 
was going to give 
us all away? “No 
fear,” said the dear 
Duchess ; “ if I use 
you at all, my dear, 

you for a good big 
publisher’s cheque, 

We ’re all on the M 

make now, aren’t \ 

we ? ” — Wasn’t it ^ 

smart of her ? 

I was introduced ^ j 

to the famous SraiL , ^ ^ 

say ■^e scene of 
her next romance is 
to cover the whole 
solar system). I 
'told her I simply 
adored her books 

— (so I do, though First Tramp. **Si 

I can’t quite get and ten hours a datz 


d skirt, and THE LOST GRIP- And what is ^e, I cannot get 

* tT r again. 

had Haskell, from a slashing drive, numberless half-crowns, 

r^ M^Vfi^t Gk) soaring off the t^; And ah! so many— i-egrettahle 

d it dm-el tul '^1®?;’ handicap comments. 

.a it arnei iiii Pell ever nearer scratch, 

vrittOT It, ana j J^^y ” 

seand^d slie In medal-play iind match. XHE IVEDDING OF THE WEEK, 

ter 01 Noah in 

Then foozle nercir made me groan ; MiUinmj Expeii.) 

nOT^drakS I smmg Sy^cK^^en Stmknown Quite the smartest wedding of the 
Lring iTprint. Were top and pull and dice : week was that of Mr. Joseph B^iegs 

, 3 na to Till Then aU my deft approaches sped and Miss Nancy O’Habbigan, celehrated 
Sfey Sm Ofto their gW; at St. Gorge's in the East on Monday 

r Mooked Then aU my longest putts lay dead, last. _ The was of a most hnUiant 
r and then she I Or feU into the hole. and interesting char ^to, ad^the larg^t 

neighbourhood 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

" *** UllOTtic»lito«(p 81 > 
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can’t quite get and ten hours a day, Bill." 

X)Ugh them) — The Philosopher, ** Ah, it ’b a ’ard world for some poor blokes 1 


through them) — The Philosopher, 

and that it was my -7— — 

ambition to be literary. She smiled a 
sad sweet smile — (I forgot to say that 
she had on a Liberty frock and a picture 
hat, and kept her back to tlie light)— 
and shook her head. “ Don’t be in a 
hurry to leave the beaten track,” she 
said softly ; “ Fame does not spell happi- 
ness for us womens I sometimes look 
back to the time when I was a simple 
unknown girl, to whom the secrets of 
life and death had not yet been revealed, 
and sigh, ‘ Ah, happy girl ! ’ ’’ Awfully 
sweet of her, wasn’t it? All the same, 
it must he great fun to bo a genius and 
come out of the crowd. 

So long, my Daphne, 

Ever thine, Blanche. 

P.S. — ’ve written an account of Mrs. 
Bosh Trbsyllyan’s last Soap-Bubble Tea, 
and sent it to The Peeress. I fla,tter 
myself there ’s a good bit of snap in it. 


THIS ’ERE PAPER AS ’OW SOME OF THEM MILLIONAlMEB 

season), and is 

r^B A ’ARD WORLD FOR SOME POOR BLOKES I popukr in SUb- 

oil! cruel Fate tixat bade me look, urban ciroles by r^n eff tbe 
On one iU-omened day, nifi^t tinhre 

Upon Ibe pictures in the book of bis voice, looked 

Of hints on ulav ' tivgue m a complete siut 01 biacK 

For tSSlaSiriMdlt'by ve^teen. Mr. O’EmiOAH, tlie bride’s 

T^i one niS^d father, appeared in the best of spirits, 

InKZ^C^Jmtry while Mm. BiaiNGS, senior, was vohv 

The ovei^nninv tudp minously gowned in purple •^urs -OTtli 

The oveilapping grip. appligu/s in white ribbon. Her 

Now all mv fingers are like thambs, bonnet of violet plumes _ was worn a 

My dub turns round and round ; little to one side, the strings hanging 

And divots, as it downward comes, imticd, quite mveghgi. 

Hy upward from the ground. i propos of fwt-wear, I notoed that 

Mv Haskell skips to right or left hnght tan with black patot toe-capa is 

*A few short yards, and stops ; still popular, though flie bnde was of 

Or, with its su^ce deeply deft, couree weanng white cam-as with brown 

Into a bunker drops. ^^ter the ceremony the bridal pi^y ] 

And though I swear and fume and left town in a ven to of confetti, ^^ug 
^ for the “ Wdsh Harp,” kindly lent for 

My efforts are in vain ; t ihe oocaaion by its genial prcq?rietor. 
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A CONTRIBUTION TO THE FOOD QUESTION.] 

(Suggested hy a perusal of Mr 'Eustace Miles' diary ) | 

When in tlie Miocene epoch for age) 

Homo Erectus appeared on the stage, I 

Scorned his unkempt and quadrumanous kin,. | 

And niodishly decked himself out in a skin ; 

When with his axehead of Dolomite flint I 

He made the impervious Mastodon sprint, 

Or, catching him napping, proceeded to nail 
A convenient tree to the Mammoth his tail 
Food was the lodestar his labours pursued, 

All that concerned him, delectable food ; I 

Pabulo-psychics, extravagant cult, | 

Tricky in precept but bare of result. 

Bored an intelligence dawning but dim ; ' I 

Feeding his face was what occupied him ! I 

ulSons have passed but the Briton still leads; 

As the primal exponent of Appetite’s needs ; 

StUl with encouraging frequence obtrudes 
A fancy for niuscle-and-bone-making foods. 

Frenchmen, fastidious creatures, may boast 
A penchant for elegant trifles on toast ; 

Gross-feeding Teutons exploit their sublime 
Power of consuming a lot at a time ; 

Such diets amuse, but they cannot compare 
For ennobling results with the Englishman’s fare,., 

The beef and potatoes, the pudding and beer. 

That ever formed part of his favourite cheer, 

The food that lias fashioned his brain and his girth. 
And made him the lordliest creature on earth. 

But lo ! what heretical doctrine appears , 

To shatter the idols we Vo worshipped for years, 
Announcing in language both loud and diffuse 
That the diet we love is no absolute use. 

0 can it be so ? Were it better to turn 

From &e nutriment loved of our fathers and learn 

To thrive on a menu of caiTots and cheese. 

And milk and bananas and sago and peas ? 

Do the ethics of sustenance urge a blow-out 
On the tenuous bulk of the pifclent sprout, 

Or bid us our appetites freely regale 
On the sensuous turnip, the succulent kail? 

Think it not, reader ; these are but the wiles < 

Of one who is out of his reckoning by Miles, i 

Who is but a minion, in clever disguise, ( 

Of the Tariff Reformers’ pernicious emprise. i 

His was the task to propound on the quiet 
The charms of a cheap vegetarian diet ; 

Theirs the nefarious scheme to complete 
With a thumping big duty on foreign-bred meat, 

And withhold by prohibitive dues fiom our docks 
The refrigerate lamb and the Argentine ox ! 

See in this booklet, so cunningly boomed. 

The menu to which we shall doubtless be doomed 
When the pestilent gripe of Protection is laid c 

On the stui'dier stuffs of which Britons are made. 0 
W^^t ! shall the ogre of TariJff Reform, ( 

Failing to capture the country by storm, r 

Succe^ in his aims by the innocent means c 

Of early potatoes and haricot beans ? 1 

Let no one^ believe it : Britannia aspires i: 

To exist without bulwarks, but beef requires 0 
If she means her redoubtable sons to maintain 1 

Their permanent grip on the billowy rnmn 1 

But hark ! ’tis the luncheon’s imperative houi' : . c 

Hence, chill vegetarian tribe, and devour s 

Your porridge and lentils : I go to partake I 

Of^a* flagon of ale and an underdone steak ! Algol. r 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

I If only Mr. George R. Sums were less of a melodramatist 
and more of a psychologist his new book, Mystenes of Modern 
I London (0. A. Pearson) would be fascinating and valuable 
I beyond words. But his affection for the footlights is too 
I strong, and the value of the book gives way to lurid colour- 
i ing. Yet, even as it is, Mr. Sims makes London a very 
I wonderful and perilous city, and since I have read it I have 
i taken a very different view of my fellow creatures. Old 
: gentlemen in ’buses who used to be old gentlemen and 
nothing more now strike an imagination heated by Mr. Sims 
j as sinister desperados. 1 doubt the sincerity of their white 
I locks : I seem to see Niluhsts or murderers beneath their 
! benevolent smiles. I discern a blackmailer in every alley, a 
detective in every corner. I used to think of men as men : 
Mr. Sms has taught me that they are mostly women 
masquerading as such in order to preserve entail. In fact, 
London has become, since I read this book, a kind of mixture 
of the Paris of Eugene Sue and the Baghdad of the Arabian 
Nights. Nothing but a steady course of Jane Austen can, I 
feel, restore the balance. 

Mistress Elizabeth Garter may have been, as Miss Alice 
Gaussen asserts, “A Woman of Wit and Wisdom” (Smith, 
Elder); but diligent reading of her memoir leaves it a matter 
of faith. Her biographer, to teU the truth, has not the gift, 
certainly does not display it, of being able to pick the plums 
out of the pudding of life. This is the sort of pudding that 
■is presented : “ Mrs. Carter liked a number of large comfort- 
able rooms, well furnished and warmed with good fires, where 
an intelligent circle of friends met every evening. She never 
dined at home unless prevented byilhiess from going out. 
The chairs and carriages of her friends were always sent to 
fetch her to dinner and brought her hack at ten at the latest.” 
And so on. This slice cut at random will suffice to indicate 
the quality of the feast of Wit and Wisdom provided. 

Mj. Sterling Mack:inl.v.y’s Antoinette [(Hutchinson) 

is quite another chiss of memoir. He claims for his mother 
that simplicity was the keynote of her character. It is faith- 
fully reproduced in an unpretentiously told story. For 
more than a generation Antoinette Sterling hlerally filled a 
large place in the pubhc eye. She was as popular off the 
concert stage as she was admired upon it. Mr. Mackintay, 
the constant companion of her later hfe, had tbe opportunity 
of making the personal acquaintance of many famous people, 
and in chatty way tells many bright stories. 


The Strange Case of Vincent Hume was simply this : that 
he could foresee things. Tarkins, the “ mathematical genius,” 
—Heaven help him !, said it was aU due to the I^w of Permu- 
tations and Combinations, by which everything that had 
^ppened before was hound to happen again. Thus, Vincent 
had Jiappened before (some billions of years ago) ; and his 
prophecies now were merely his recollections of what he had 
done in the early billions. If there is anything in this, then 
a hiUion years ago Mr. Deravent Miall wi’Ote The Strange 
Case of Vincent Hume, Messrs. Everett published it, and I 
reviewed it. Now I don’t know if I made myself quite 
clear on that occasion, so^ I will just say agtiin— if Mr. 
Miall will let me — ^that liis hook' would have been better 
if he had either made it pure farce, or else had cut 
out the “foreseeing” business altogether. As it is, wo 
have a mixture of the supernatural, the farcical and the 
comedic, and we never quite know where we m:e. Mr. Mtatt. 
,c^ do fa^ well, as the “Ohiissy” and “Alfred” chapters 
show ; and he might have made a very amusing book of thig 
In any case th^ are some quite happy touches in it— as I 
pomted out a billion years ago. 
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THE BEST BEST. 

A jew extracts from the catalogue of the 
(fcoivje Wabhlugton Seed Company, 

Peas. 

Marvel of Mudshire, 

A perfect pea. The ImiiclHomest and 
earliest ever raised. Height varies 
from 6 inches to C Xeet. Requires no 
staking if it only grows 6 inches. 

Glumpion of Clodbury. 

Similar to above but better looking, 
and three weeks earlier. Cannot be 
surpassed. 

Eyeopemr. 

Unsurpassable. Possesses all the 
merits of the “Marvel” and “Oliam- 
pion” without their defects. Very 
chirpy on the haulm. 

Spnnter. PiLVNH. 

^ The runniest of aU tlie runner hiniily. 
Win cover the side of a model dwell- 
ing in a fortnight. Climbs up its 
own strings. 


Wallaip. 

Won the championship belt last year. 
Should be sown in brickbats to 
restrain its luxui*iant growth. 

Little Ticli. 

MaiTellous dwarf vai-iety. Invisible 
I in the dark. Must be gathered with 
I the aid of field glasses or beanoculars. 

1 Eo’uyenoir. Beet. 

Tile darkest, deepest-reddest, roundest, 
richest, fleshiest, firmest, finest, beauti- 
f idlest beet ever unbeaten, 

Mrs. Bouncer. 

A great* improvement on the above. 
Foliage often mistaken for orchids. 

PilUn- Box. Oakboih. 

A long-drawn-out, thin, genteel type 
of, carrot. Pleasing vermilion hue, 
shading off into deficate orange. In- 
valuable for table decoration. 

I Comb inai ion. ^ niiNiPS. 

j Indispensable with boiled mutton. 


Can be used as radishes in its early 
stages. 

(iriyaniicui!. Marrow. 

Attains prodigious proportions. W ar- 
ranted to fill two coliunns of -The 
Daily Telegraph any day during 
I the silly season. Fine for Harvest 
Festivals, 

I Nosegay. Onions. 

The springiest Spring onion ever 
sprung. Packed in three grades, 
mild, medium, and full. l''he latter 
is a most affecting variety ; will bring 
tears to the eyes of the stoniest-hearted 
cook. 

“A Freak of Natciie.— M r. , farmer, 

lias ill hiB possession a foal, wliicli first saw 
daylight this week, that is without eyes or any 
provision for eyes, the skull-boue being solid 
throughout.” — Lynyi Newts. 

That fine journalese phrase “first 
: saw daylight gives a picturesqueiiess 
to an otherwise bald and unconvincing 
narrative. 
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THE OFFICE PAIN. 

(With apcHod'iea to “ Ths Offiee Wiiiduio ” in 
“ The Daily Chronicle.'') 

“Daily Colioal” Office, 


“Dizzy’s emblem ought not to be a 
primrose; it should be a Jerusalem 
artichoke,” and Dr. Jowett— whose 
Christian name also was Benjamin — 
affably chirped back “ Quite so, quite 


EXAMINATION PAPER FOR 
CRICKETERS. 1906. 

Time offered for ^aper — Six Months. 

I. Do you think that cricket should be 


Wednesday mornhw, ^h® t taught during working hours in public 

Mr SuUiGEYr’s nictures this rear the elementary schools, provided that seven- 

of peculiar int^t to .Rome, for the Sr Tt k^n^er ivea hv the^G- * 

^iBtnous Amencm artist has_ success- drivers’ Club to cdebrate the seventy- ,fT; • * . * * . 

My lured more than one Carding into fifth anniversary of the invention of ”• pomts of contrast and 

Vk'.iM K,— _ _ . " pnTYiT\QT*i o/^Ti nQf’VTT'oavi XA/rT'P'Dm oviH I’.r’nTT 


his famous brocaded chair, while his mnAr 

rapid but brilliant sketch of the sacristan paper. 

of the Pro-Cathedral at Westminster is « r\£c^^ 


IT. State any points of contrast and 
comparison between Wilfrid and Cecil 
Rhodes, Aleo and Campbelit-Bannerman, 
Arnold (Matthew) and AENOLD(Worcester- 


cknride^ed vk^^isskin; tor^^^^ 

praise. The arrangements for her ®j° ^*^rin^of nhmsM^^M^ ^ spectacles cost 3s. 6 d., 

wedding uufortumt^y made it impo^ “Rate!”forexamp 1 e. Kdid'-'W fd two bbbs equal a pair of spectacles, 
sible for Prints Es^o give the rMuired . r ^ , exnletive si«ii- eyeglasses can a mono- 

sittmgs,nor has the Pope or the Duke of ? - vtltAiic. Chamberlain get for lid.? 

k™ „t ktek, to i. i. do.wdy 5™ srCri Sn ^ "■ ^ ?»« •i»* -t, 

fi™r to It. tok todj ‘"•““y-lv. thiru«™ath, i to 

Jfono^re X ae^ since ,0,^ ijj Brunsmck, wXem to spectators should overrule the decieion 

SilSanr ^ ■ piedpil«(who,..rOoSySfeon2 «? .“t. ™Pi»f a »,.v.hat 

o .5 remarked to the present writer, on the would j on make to insure the 

Thft i-npri+mn nf PvmnofaQ Vsn kuifeboard of a ’bus, really was “un- spectators polling early? 
serve as an excuse to the present writer Pied ”j perfoped his great feat. Otha- v. How would you distinguish Ksionr 
fnr TA^/^rrliTio- o r^nniwa^mn authorities gH’s tHs usage of the word from Day? and do you think that there 

overheard on a workmen’s car-. “They^l an Wi^ parentage It doesn’t niuch “ 

makin’ a bloomin’ kick-up about this ’ere I 

Princess Ena’s marriage: ’Oo *s the toff ^ P^^^S^aph anyway. vi. What suggestions can you make to 

she’sgom’tommTy?”-“Oh,Idunno,” ^tch from being 

replied his mate, blowing a cloud of Office Pam” is often asked, “Is ^rara ? (Answers to this question must 

smoke from his well-blackened clay. “ I to say * Cardinal Pellegrini sus- be limited to 25,000 words.) 

suppose ’e ’ll be Prince Eno some day.” talked a broken leg?’” No doubt the vii. Why haven’t yon written a book 

Merum sal ^was the present writer’s un- lo^^tion is somewhat bizi^e, but the upon cricket? and if you have, why ? 

spoken comment, as lie pondered over P^^sent writer would hesitate to con- 

this fruity retort. derajOi it as an unpardonable solecism. 

« * Personally he would prefer to say “ Car- NOM DE RICHES 

“It :^y not ^ geneMy known.’’ KgSS W*^or“bS^?^W^ P^mit me to nnirate herewith’ 
writes J. OL., that there was an ngnt Cor J^J leg , or tetter, We The historv of Willum Suythe 
‘ OCBce Pain ’ long before any of the pre- *5^* f^e venerahle X J WiSli ’ 

sent staff of Tha DaUy Colioal were ^^dmal ItoEGEiKi recently met with a only son ot wmuji biiira. 

bom, if that was possible. An enter- accident which will prevent his The point at once arises, “ why tli — 

prising sixpenny Daily that was nub- walking exercise for six weeks.’’ — E dickens ? ’’ You shall hear 


born, if that was possible. An enter- accident winch wiU prevent his The point at once arises, “ lyhy 

prising sixpenny Daily that was pub- walking exercise for six weeks.” — E dickens ? ” You shall hear 

fished in London in 1708-11, and may ® ^ the pith 

have been one of Defoe’s many journal- The Generauser. (Have patience) of the tale of Smythe. 

istic enterprises, had two columns of [“Eveiysailor brings home a parrot.’*— -TOe tt t t ni* i., 

paragraphs every morning entitled “ Pain,’* April 20.] a dOTk and all ms kith 

* The Office Pain,’ devoted largely to The sweeping statement to commit n father was 

anecdotes and personalia. It resembled Is very tempting to the Press, '^ouector. Inen ms name was 

the present ‘ Pain ’ very closely, but was But they can do too much of it, it. i,„ j „ f-;™ j r 

less severe, in that it drew the line at As I wit- 


‘The Office Pain,’ devoted largely to 
anecdotes and personalia. It resembled 
the present ‘Pain’ very closely, but was 
less severe, in that it drew the line at 
verse.” ^ It is very odd how often his- 
tory, like the paragraphist, repeats 
itsdf. For instance the present writer 
distinctly remembers malang the same 
side-splitting jokes on the Income Tax 
every year since 1896. 

® c- ^ , 

The recurrence of Primrose Day once 
more focuses attention on the meteoric 
« career of that charlatan of genius, Ben- 
jamin D’Isbaeli. His biography of 


Were clerks : his father was a titbe- 
CoUector. Then his name was Smith. 


For I have known one joUy Jack 
Who had no bird — ^nor jay, nor daw, 
And one who came from Sarawak 
With a mac- 
A. W. I 


Two (poor) souls with but a single 
skirt. 

“ Attired,” says The Devon and Exeter 


He bad a friend who came from Ilytlie, 
(Of course it may have once been Hy th) 
A wealthy man, and fat, and blithe. * 

His riches were indeed no mytli. 

He made a wiU and died and by th — 
— E will he left his wealth to Smith. 

o ^ ' 

The latter told me once “ he ’d writhe 
Beneath a common name like Smith,” 
(Remember please his name is Smythe.) 


TOurae ought to teve been wntteu by Oaeette, “in a costume of navy-blue Extremes Heat Again. 

Because of his doA c^t and skirt relieved with white, “Two Collie Pots, good breed over 

Tirrnrnt^^i ^ and With a straw toque to match, the distemper; also Counter, Sausage and 

&S*drSlUorairT?™T!°s^® “jd bridepoom left hy the KUing Machines, Scales and Weights.’’ - 

Master ot HaUiol at a hump supper: 5T4 p.m. tram for London.’’ Detiy Daily Tel^rafi 
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ACTING UP TO THEIR REPUTATIONS. 

[Sir Tollemache Sinclair, tlie musical 
baronet, of late years has presented a large 
number of workhouses with gramophones ” — 
Daily Ghronieh, April 12] 

Mr. Sidney Lee, the eminent Shak- 
spearologist and biographer, who is re- 
nowned for his extremely fastidious 
taste ill literature, has presented the 
Library of the City of London School, 
of which he is a distinguished alummis, 
with a complete set of the novels of Miss 
Marie CoREiLiand acopy of therri/t/i, Wit, 
and Wisdom of Mr. Algernon Ashton. 

Mr. John S. Sargent, E.A., the eminent 
painter, whom Mr. Comstock, of New 
York, has christened the Transatlantic 


Titian, has generously presented th*e 
Duke of York’s School in Clielsea with 
a magnificent collection of oleographs 
representing some of the most flam- 
boyant masterpieces of the modern 
Italian school. 

Sir Edward Eiai.ui, the famous com- 
poser, whom Sir Oliver Lodge has felici- 
tously called the Super-MOZART of the 
Midlands, has considerately handed over 
to the Governor of Wormwood Scrubs his 
priceless collection of the original scores 
of works by Stephen Adams, Lawrence 
Kellie, and Mens. Isidore de Lara. 

The Hon. Walter Rothschiijd, M.P., 
the distinguished zoologist and inventor 
of the tall straw hat so much admired 
a few seasons back, has kindly presented 


to the Governors of the Infant Charity 
School at Tring a pair of splendid 
zebras for the exclusive use of deserving 
scholars of that institution, 
i Sir Robert Giffen, the illustrious 
statistician and economist, has presented 
a complete set of all the publicatioi^ 
of the Tariff Reform League to the 
inmates of Hanwell. 

.The Newcastle Daily J&urnal on the 
day before the Cup Final made this 
announcement : — To-day the direc- 
tors and a numerous party of friends, 
embracu^ many ladies, will leave the 
Central ^tion in saloons.” The latest 
“Stop-Press” news is (oddly enough) 
tliat the party still embraces many ladies. 
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mrt-n ^ _u After ten minutes the Vicar cour- ‘‘The beer is better at the ‘Fox and 

THE VILLAGE BEAHUTG-EOOH. teondy handed me his paper, and I Hounds,’ ” I said forgetfully. 

“The idea,” said the Vicar, “is to gave him mine. Both dailies Ixaving “ I have no doubt I should have found 
keep them out of the public-house in had in this way a good send off, and the same thing there.” 


the long winter evenings, and at the Cobb the farmer still looking rather 
same time to help to expand their minds, miserable, I thought it time to give 
Sir Joseph, I am privileged to announce, the Encydopoedia a chance. So I walked 


has already presented us with a copy of over to its comer, and, to show* that a man there.” 


“ Well, I just looked in,” I said. 

“ And was it not so ? ” 

“ When I left,” I said, “ there was not 


the Encyelopcedia Britannica.^' 


there was no compulsion as to the order “I thought so. Well, I hope we shall 


“ If that doesn’t do it, noticing will,” in which you read the volumes, took have an even greater attendance to- 

^ 1 ^ 1 . 1 • 1 * 1.11 


i I said. down one from the middle. night.” 

“ We shall begin in a small way with This turned out an excellent move. “ I don’t think you w 
one or two of the popular dailies, and — Everybody tailed after me, and took “And why not?” 

and work upwards. I may say that I out a volume. I forget how many “ I can’t quite explai 

am confident that we can make the volumes there are, but I know there I think not.” 

thing a success. I have spoken to one were quite enough to go round. Con- WeU, I was wrong. 


night.” 

“ I don’t think you will,” I said. 

“ And why not ? ” 

“ I can’t quite explain, but somehow 


thing a success. I have spoken to one were quite enough to go round. Con- 
or two of the men about it, and they versation, too, became more general, 
were enthusiastic — enthusiastic. Oh, by “ I say, ’Aery, what number you got ? ” 
the way, Mr. Tom, you might mention I heard Bill say. 
it to any of our lads you come across. “ Twenny-seven. What *ayou?” 
They would doubtless take it better, “Sixteen.” 
coming from a younger man. Yes. On “ Ole Fred here got nine.” 

Monday we shall start.” “Ah, that’s ’is modesty. ’E always 

On Monday, tlien, the reading-room was modest was Fred.” 


was opened. As the Vicar said, they 
began in a small way. They began with 
two papers only. I shall not advertise 
them here, but I may remark that they 
are sold at what their proprietors call 
the purely nominal price of one ha’penny. 


“ Think I shall change mine.” 

“ Go on, then.” 

“ 8’pose I may as well.” 

“ I win if you wiU.” 

“ Come on, then.” 

Things were really getting quite 


ad. Con- WeU, I was wrong. The evening 
neral. came, and we had nearly forty I'eaders. 

/oitgot?” I recognised the fast bowler from a 
neighbouring vUlage ; the news seemed 
ou?” to have spread. As before, everybody 
sat stiffly round with a volume of the 
Encydopoedia (or part of one) on his 
E always knees ; and personaUy I read a chapter 
on Aeronautics. Whe'n the Vicar left 
I was getting quite interested. 

But Mr. Cobb the farmer stood up, 
and forty good men and true stood up 
round him. And Mr. Cobb made a 
speech. 

iig quite He said: “Who be goin’ along o’ 


As the admittance to the reading-room home-like. I took out a cigarette, and Mester Tom ? ” 

was one penny, the advantages of it out came twenty pi;^s. The Vicar was There was a terrific shout of those in 
may not seem obvious ; but it must be deep in another serial story. I wished favour of the motion saying “ Ay.” 


remembered that the Swci/cZopcBdiu stood that Sir Joseph could have seen us “Thanks very much,” I said. “I 
in one corner, tlxat there was always a then .... am just going up to the Vicaiuge to 

fire burning, and that there was a jug “I must be off,” said the Vicar at last, talk to the Vicar about the reading- 
of water on the table. “Stay here a little longer, if you will, and room. If any of you care to come I 

The Vicar asked me to attend on the see that the men have all they want.” shall be most glad of your support.” 
opening evening. “ You are not with- As soon as he Imd gone I closed Vol. o « 5^ & o 

out influence in the village,” he said, 32 with a snap, and stood up and I talked to the Vicar. Thereading- 
,“and if the people see you reading the stretched myself. It was the signal for room is managed differently now, and is 
papers there just as one of themselves, a general snapping and stretching. I an immense success. Except for Mr. 
they will feel more at home.” I don’t picked up my cap and went to tlio door. Xim, the publican, that is. 

Imow if' I have said yet that the Vicar “^Vhich way ye’re going, Mester 

is an ass. Anyhow it will bear repetition. Tom ? ” said Mr. Cobb. 

On the opeiung night, then, there “I am going,” I said, “to call upon -^jrjxat to do with our Bovs 
were twenty villagers tliere, and the one Mr. Kimo, a publican.” ^ ‘ 

Vicar and myself. The Vicar made a “ Mester Tom be giving of a parly at “fecnE-vsE income in pleasant, easy way, 
litde speech, and declared the room and the'Foxand’Ounds,’” saidCioBB. “Who evenings, no envelope direct- 

the E^vsyelopcedia open for reading, he goin’ abng o’ Mester Tom ? ” “g; . Suit persons of adventurous dis- 

Then, quite in a friendly -way, and to There -was a general shout. It seemed position, and tactful and quiet, with the 
put the people at their ease, he sat down that the Vicar was right when be said to country gentlemen’s houses, 

in the best arm-chair and opened one of that 1 had a certain inflnoTiPft and Would he required to visit in wealthy 
tli.3 papers. popularity in the village. neighboimhoods. No references. Send 

• I looked, round and saw that there “ Come on then,” I said. finger-prints (in strict confidence) to Mr. 

were still one or two persons who didn’t Wiixlvm Sikes, Jemmy Villas, Bslham. ” 

seem quite at home, so for their sakes I I called on the Vicar next morning. 

” “Iaiw wishes to take iu paying guests, ladies 


I seem quite at home, so for their sakes I 
■took the second best arm-chair and the 


IVliat to do with our Boys. 

“Ixciusase income in pleasant, easy way, 


neighbourhoods. No references. Send 
finger-prints (in strict confidence) to Mr. 
William Sikes, Jemmy Villas, Balham. ” 


^companies of five or six, shuffled uneasily duties called me away from the room Kdbimi Times, 

and t^ked in whispers. ^ ^ there were twenty men — twenty, was it We recommend lier to take in private 

1 don t know how it is,” I said in a not, Mir. Tom? — enjoying, so far as mortals apartments. You hardly ever find a 
low Yoice to the Vicai*, “ but even now can enjoy, the blessings of good litera- private apartment ringing the beU and 
'tney don t seem qmte at tlmir ease. .It ture.” asking in an angry voice for its boots, 

cant be because we’ve got an the papers, “ Well,itkeeps them out of the public- 

mVjcar, who had dropped into the ^°“SiSI?es,’^id“thI' Vicar. “On abmrtSefoIkS^— 
nud^ of a serial story, merely grunted, my way back to the Vicarage I looked p ® ’to- . m 


* ^ o 

asking in an angry voice for its boots. 
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QUESTIONS OF THE HOUR. 

To assist those of his readers who are 
anxious to follow intelligently the pro- 
gress of the Education Bill, Mr. Punch 
has put together a short examination 
paper. No student, he ventures to think, 
who arrives at satisfactory answers to 
his questions, should fail to appreciate 
an allusion, nor will the most divergent 
and conflicting views have power to 
surprise him. 

1. Where did Mr. Birrell construct 
the speech with which he introduced 
his measure ? Mention any picturesque 
incident by which his attention was 
diverted during the process. 

2. Prove that the Bill (a) is a moder- 
ate and unsectarian measure,” (b) “ is an 
outrage on Churchmen,” (c) “ is a wise 
compromise,” (d) “ is a tyrannical abuse 
of power,” (e) “preserv^es the Christian 
morals of the nation,” and (/) “violates the 
first principles of Christianity.” Recon- 
cile these views, and say in each case 
by whom precisely they are held. 

3. Justify and confute the expressions 
“ strangling Christianity ” and “ endow- 
ing Dissent ” as applied to the Bill. 

4. Translate “ simple Bible teaching ” 
and “undenominational religion” into 
Anglican terms ; and give the Noncon- 
formist equivalents for “confiscation,” 
“Church public spirit,” and “a tyran- 
nical couil:.” 

5. Enumerate the different varieties of 
the Nonconformist conscience. Justify 
as many of these as you can. 

6. “ Dear Mr. Baines : ” — Who is this 
personage, and what historical part has 
he played in the controversy ? 

7. Annotate: “Column B.,” “Dear 
Rural Dean,” “2<L limit,” .“Facilities,” 
“Extended facilities,” “Four-fifths 
schools.” 

8. Write (a) a post-card to Mr. Birrell, 
criticising the Bill, and suggesting satis- 
factory alternatives to his scheme; (h) 
two open letters in the styles of the 
Bishops of Manchester and Biemingblvm. 

9. When is an Anglican a Dissenter? 
when is Undenominationalism Denomi- 
nationalism? and when does a Non- 
conformist conform ? 

10. Show what connection, if any, aR 
this has with the education of children. 


Sducatioii Notes. 

As showing the spread of education, a 
country correspondent informs us that 
the owls in his part of the world have 
left off saying “ Tu-whoo ” on the ground 
that it should be “to whom.” 

Thiq reminds us that much of the 
natural history taught in dementary 
schools is bound to be insectarian 
teaching. 

' An Education Bill. — Captain William 
Teach, the Buccaneer. 


A FABLE FOR EDUCATIONALISTS. 

There lives in some outlandish place 
A sadly disputatious race ; 

Theirs is a very curious case : 

For, whatsoe’er the reason be, 

It seems they never could agree 
About the colour of the sea. 

One section of them took the view 
That it was obviously blue ; 

There was no doubt, they said ; they knew. 

But othei-s said, “ What do you mean ? 
The sea is obviously green, 

As can by anyone be seen.” 

Wlile yet another lot said, “Nay, 

The sea is obviously grey, 

So anyone of sense would say.” 

The rival factions came on board 
My yacht, and earnestly implored 
That I would end their disaccord. 

Thus importuned, I answered, “ Halt, 

It seems to me you ’re aR at fault. 

Do you agree the sea is salt ? ” ^ 


“Yes,” they replied, “but you forget — 
“No, wait. I haven’t finished yet. 

Do you agree the sea is wet? ” 

They did. “ WeR, let us start with that, 
Let all your children get it pat, 

It ’s quite enough for any brat. 

AVhen they are bigger, let them choose 
Among the greensand greys and blues.” 
(Some inteiTiiption here, and boos.) 

In vain I emptied wisdom’s store : 

“ No colourless behef 1 ” they swore. 

And set to wrangling as before. 

And stiR by some the ocean ’s seen 
As blue, to others it is green, 

Or grey, or various hues between. 


A LiBEiJOUS postcard which is being 
sent to members of the Trowbridge 
Foot Beagles runs as foRows : — 

“A SHOW OF PUPPIES wiR be 
held on Tuesday at the Mart, Trow- 
bridge, at 2*30, when it is hoped you 
wiR be present.” 
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I I iTTl P f^lPPl^lii TIPQ r£it]i6r out of tli6 WD.y of finding out uny- Sikokb, uud how huppy sho is. Ouo of 

® uii-Mi#uuMCo. thing about Hove curates, hut his name her delightful, spontaneous, confiding 

J ike’s Eighth ob Aints. is jn the Directory aU right. Why letters. She says that he is thirty-four. 

Mm. WinhaH to her sister, Mrs. Tijlor. don’t you try the Clergy List if you want but the odd thing is that Hugh, who is 
Deab Emily.-I suppose you have Or write to Jai® yom-- at Brighton, sa^w her hanging to the arm 

heard that poor Jane is engaged again, f of quite an old d^gj^n, in pubhc on 

and this timeit really loohstslf it might j” I im he sea w^. As the d^ gir says tliat 

last. I heard the news from CHAEiom, ^ old m^-about a her fiance has no relations, this is very 

but she says very little. She has not hundred, I shodd say. Ceitainly not a odd, isnt it ? But she alwriys was so 

seen him j4t. He is a curate named ‘'“i rr ®v‘^ 

Tbevob SiKGEB, and at present is in a Lour affectionate Hugh. Yours, Emiix 

church at Hove. It does not sound very Jfra. Tijlor to hen- niece, Jane Eudst'och. Mrs. Rwlstoek to her davyhter 

grand, but Jane, of course, has her £600 Mr de.ib Jane,— I have just heard Jane Rudstoch. 

a year, and that should help. She will I hope is a true rumour— -that you Mr UEABEsr J.vne,— I am so distressed, 
never ^veup ^r home, I am sure. She are engaged. I tliink you might have having heard through your Aunt Maby 
is stajing at Brighton m a biding told me yourseK, but no doubt you have a very odd story of yoim being seen on 
house, all alone, n^ a Mews, l^^hke had very little time in the midst of the Brighton Front in much tw friendly 
’ • your new happiness. Do let me have a intercoarse with an old clergyman, just 

Mrs. Tylor to Af?*s. Wisliart. ^ about him ; what he after your engagement to Mr. Singer. 

Dear Mart,— AVhat voii say about live, and what his My dear child, you must be very careful 

■y « ncrfil 1.C! finrl art trtTi.h ........ j.'L.^a. a a j . 


Deab Emilv.-I suppose you have f Or write to Jai® yom- at Brighton, sa^w her hanging to the arm 

ard that, noor Jane isLimMd airniu. !®“-. you do, don t say I am at of quite an old dCTgyman, m pubhc, on 


odd, and made such curious friends. 

Yours, Emily. 


Mrs. Rudhtook to her danyhter 
•Jam Budstock. 

My DEAREsr J-VNE, — am so distressed, 


— vvjjao vuu Hciy auoub j 

J.\NE has set us all in a flutter. We ® ’ ^nd so forth, 

1 have been trying to fix the number of 
Mr. Singer’s predecessors. Arthur thinks Miss Jane Rudsi 
it is seven, but 1 can only make six, My* dear Aunt Em 
unless, of course, you count that little I did not write to vou at once 


Your loving aunt, Emily. 
Miss Jane Rudstock to Mrs. Tylor. 


now that you are engaged. Apart alto- 
getlier from Mr. Singer’s feelings, you 
must consider us, too. It was bad 
enough to go to Brighton without any 


My dear Aunt EMnY,--! am sorvv that T ^ i f ''' 

did not write to YOU at onre. m chaperon but your eternal horse. Please 


architect who came about the new billiard matter of fact I did' start a letter to you ^pmd at rest by teUing me who 

room. But surely that was all on one a day or so ago, but while I was in the ^ ^ras. I hope Mr. I 

side, although the same remark might, midst of it I 'went for a ride and saw f ^ g^randfatlier, although 1 seem 
I suppose, be made about them all. Hugh coming towards me, hut the way that you said he had no 

\\ eH, it IS quite time she settled down, in wliich he turned his horse’s head up ^cur fond Mother, 

for she must be gettiag ou. Is it thirty- a by-street because he did not want to From Jane Rudstoch to Mrs. Rudstoek. 
^ven or thirty-eight r A curate at be bored by meeting me, discouraged xrx- n/r^mrY o a i i i 
Hove does not sound very exciting, but me from going on. I am not vindictn-e Mothek,— As usual the ■^lole 

Jane alwasrs looked for an amenable man but I am utterly daunted by anv has come through Aunt 

rather than an exciting one. Just thmk suspicion of avoidance in others. ^Asit sterns to have 

of that Socialist she used to lead about is, however, unfair to include vou in this i, send- 

whenwe wereallatOverstond. Which feeling, I tell you now veiT rendi Iv tS £7!, 

reminds me that, I had fni-rmt+en hi™ +1,. T. r AJ- o' »ot had the friendliness to call on me. 


Mr i)E.ui Mothek,— As usual the whole 
trouble has come through Aunt Mary 
and Aunt Emily. Hugh seems to have 
been spying about at Brighton and send- 


whenwewereallatOverstmnd. Which feeling, I tell you now verv readilv tin t 

I remnds me that I had forgotten him the nmiour is true. Itis^ Mr. S'inghi fri'^^dliness to call on me. 

when I was counting them up. He a curate at St. Benedict’s, Hove, and we Twl explain exwpt that 

makes seven for certain— with the little hone to be married verr .=:r.nn xxyDI white hair and froni the 


when I was counting them up. He a curate at St. Benedict’s, Hove, and we Tnpfl l i 
makes seven for certain— vrith the little hope to be married verv soon. He will ^ m 

architect eight, and with Ifr. Singer nine, stay here until he gets" a living, which ^ look older than he is. If 
I am dying to hear more about it all. may happen at any moment, as lie is on P. .fr* 

Lours, Emilv. very good terms with both the Bishop 

Mr. Hugh Tylor to Mrs. Tylor. and the Archbishop. His age is thirty- (vm^ daughter, J.\i,E. 

Dpiu Mnunra wi,r, Ar, ti ' 1 T ^ Wished that my Mrs. Rudstoek to her daughter Jane. 

with a very old parson. She was W- Ximr .£rl ySc *0+^ y ^‘thout with misgivings. Don’t say you iwe 

ingonhisarm just as if she were hfs uST iirnn-Xon i^’^” marrying an albino. You will be the first 

only daughter, and I walked behind ut ™**i *^® Rudmtock to do suck a thing Do let me 

them for ever so Mr, and then huiTied outlif ToMUY’^foot instantly tliat his white hair was 

away before they turned, as I didn’t-want vXnlWtXio t.™ the ^nlt of an illness, or a sudden 


Yours, Emily. 

I Mr. Hugh Tylor to Mrs. Tylor. 

Dear Mother, - -Who do you think I 
saw on the sea wall yesterday ? Jane, — 


I to meet them and have the bore of being 
introduced. Besides, I didn’t want Jane 
to know I was here, or sbe would 1)6 


Your affectionate niece, Jane. 
Mrs. Tylor to M7\ Hugh Tylor. 


lo xnqw A was Here, or sDe would be Mv dear Hugh,— T he plot thickens 
bothering me to ride outwith her beside Jane (who, it seo^ns, saw vou that dav 
who "h. ™ckuig-liorse. But I wonder when you were riding, anil is hurt bv 


fright. 1 cannot hear the thought of 
iny daughter’s hushaud having pink 
eyes. L'our distressed Mother. 

Jane Rudstoek to Mrs. Rudstoek. 
{Telegram.) 

Tkbvob albino right enough. Took 


I Mr. Hugh Tylor to Mrs. Tyhr. sure it was Jact ? It is aUveiy perplex- r.wquets,'l«!)r"'l.onM 

not seen Ae parson ag«<™ sitTinn gi, i Your loving mother. De.vb Maby, —I do wish you would 

saw Jane on horseback yesterday and Mrs. Tyhr to Mrs. WishaH. ® *^® P“*' 

was just iA time to turn into a bv-street Dcab Mibv t i-,.™ i,». ,,i r t fxa^ierate simple things. Tliat dread- 
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something. All the fuss about poor 
Jane at Brighton is due to tbe simple | 
fact that Mr. Singer, to whom she is| 
engaged, has prematurely white hair — 
is, in fact, an albino. Why he should 
not be I cannot see. In fact, I think 
albinos quite attractive, and they are 
notoriously cleverer than other people. 
He is a dear good fellow, a great scholar 
and athlete, 'and the cousin of Lord 
Lamberhurst, and we are all going to be | 
very fond of him. Please write Ja.ne a 
nice letter. Yours, Charlotte. 

Mrs. WishaH to Mrs, Tylor. 

Dear Emily, — ^It is so funny I can 
hardly hold the pen. Janets choice is 
an albino, and that accounts for tlie 
white hair. Charlotte is trying to 
brave it out and pretend that she could j 
not loyo any son-in 7 law who had notj 
white hair and pink eyes, but oC course 
she is mortified to death at the humilia- 
tion of it. Poor Jane ! How they can 
allow an albino to take orders I can’t 
think, especially when the Church is 


threatened on all sides as it now is ; but 
there you are. I wish you had sent on 
Jane’s confiding, spontaneous letter about 
her freak, but I suppose you had your 
reasons for not doing so. 

Yours, Mart. 

A CRY FROM KILKENNY. 

[Mr. Bryoe, M.P., the Chief Secretary for 
Ireland, has recently visited Kilkenny in con- 
nection with a scheme to start a wool industry 
in that neighbourhood.] 

Oh, Ml*. James Bryoe, Sir, pray take 
my adduce. Sir, 

And think twice or thrice. Sir, before 
you proceed ? 

For a scheme so pefarious and temei-arious 
I To alter and vary us cannot succeed. 

The Skihbereen Eagle, that tiped so 
rcgiJ, . ‘ ' 

You ’U never inveigle to smile, on your 
plan, 

Which seeks on our brawling and resolute 
squalling 

To lay a most galling ^d* terrible ban. 


This sordid intrusion would spread Revo- 
lution, 

And hopeless confusion immediatdy 
raise; 

’Tis hateful and heinous, this effort to 
wean us — 

Kilkenny’s pet genus— from anarchy’s 
ways. 

Kilkenny’s brave kittens need no woollen 
mittens 

Like decadent Britons or renegade 
Pats. 

Their glory unfading was not won by 
trading, 

'A method degrading to patriot cats. 

Go plant youi* dull toilers, with mills, 
looms, and boilers, 

FairNature’sdospoilers, in some other 
place. 

But drop, for they ’re idle, your efforts to 
bridle 

The force fratricidal ennobling . our 
race^ ^ 

. Musical Note. — ^W hat relation is Max 

Darewii to “ Pa ” — Darewski ? . 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“I PRESUME,” growls a gentleniaii of 
the Old School, “that the exceptional 
Bank Holiday weather which we lii?,d this 
year is only one more instance of pamper- 
ing the Working Man.” 

By^the-by, although the present era 
has been called the Age of Pleasure, we 
note that hundreds of thousands of 
persons went for rides on inotor omni- 
buses on Bank Holiday. 

A rumour which requires confirmation 
is to^ the effect that, in return for the 
hospitality offered to the clergy on Good 
Friday by the proprietors of several 
Music Halls, Miss Marie Lloyd and Mr. 
Hajbi^y Lauder may be seen at Exeter 
ffidl in May. 

Major Oswald H. Ames, the tallest 
officer in the British Army, it is an- 
nounced, is retiring from the service. 
We think it a pity that this fact should 
have b^u alto'wed to leak out at a time 
when it is desirable that we should 
appear ^ as strong as possible. It is 
almost inviting the Katser to make his 
pounce on our Ettle island. 


Those who are unwilling to believe 
that British power is a thing of the past 
; were greatly pleased to i*ead the follow- 
ing paragraph m the newspapers last 
week: — “A British cruiser has arrived 
at Naples. -Vesuvius is now quieter.” 

It has been suggested that Liberals as 
well as Conservatives shall join in thecele- 
bration of Mr. CSamberlain’s seventieth 
birthday. It is, we believe, a fact that 
the Liberals are delighted that he is 
getting so old. ^ 

j 

During the last fourteen years, it is i 
j stated, there has only been one prisoner | 
I for trial at the South Molton (Devon)! 
! Quarter Sessions. This brings home to j 
jus very vividly the depopulation of our j 
rural districts. ! 

“ Some unclean and unholy sneak,” I 
says the vicar of St. Andrew’s, Eari'sfield, 
'in'the parish magarine, “ recently entered i 
the chux’ch and stole some valuable lace ! 
froni the altar.” The sneak in question 
fe said to be shocked at such language I 
from a reverend gentleman. I 

The Registrar-General’s report as to 
marriages shows that in 1904 widows 


were less hiscinating than in previous 
years. Wo unclersfeuid, however, tliat 
tremendous efforts are going to be made 
by one or two this year. 

A motor-omnibus ran into Messrs, 
j Goose and Headgear’s last week, but the 
results were such as to lead one to 
believe that shopping by motor-omnibus 
win never become thoroughly popular. 

The Hague Peace Conference has been 
adjourned once more, and there is now 
time for a nice little war before the 
j Conference meets, but it must be carried 
I out with promptness and despatcli. 

Judge of the pleasurable excitement 
in nearly every public and private school 
in every comer of the globe at the news 
that, by a fire which broke out in Bar- 
badoes on March 25, some 188 acres of 
canes were destroyed. 

Mr. Henry Holiday declares that the 
monotony in men’s dress is caused l>y 
each class aping the costume of the class 
above it. If this lie so, the imitative 
faculties of the costermonger, when 
decked out in his best trappings, would 
appear to be very poor* 
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A QUESTION OF BALANCE. 


„„^„TT T atiATTr-n TTE'F, TO SUCK TO THE POLE IF POSSIBLE, 
Oraono. » rm TO I£i.TE tHE FDOT!” 
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1. Now Kamni-el-banraman, tlia- 
prcmyiih, tliaportli, 

2. the wearer of hiltz^ kai'runrgor- 
I'ums, and 'pihroclis, 

3. with the iizualad-mikstclia of spor- 
rans, glemjariz, 

4. Olehmoi'z, dhiiinewassulz — never 
am perfectly certain 

5. of all these bloodthirsty uphols- 
tering details that 

6. Scotchmen 

7. walk out in — (If we must get our 
premyalis from 

8. barbarous districts, liave our 
treasury-bench almost solid 

9. with Scotcluneia, it’s a mercy they 
leave all these 

10. gaelik - mcmenloz, these hliulk- 
urdlin-irlumz 

11. downstairs in 

12. tile doakroom— .... Here 
goes for the 

13. verb, afteV more than the umal- 
sldh lihirteregnum 

14. for rest and refreslunent expected 
in 

If), tablets) 

10. appealed to tlie country ( — 
knew it was coming !) 

17. politely requested they’d give him 

a party, . 

18. Just something to work with, . . 
—-the larger 


TWENTY-FIRST FRAGMENT. 

19. the better I need hardly men- 
tion, — 

20. sufficient to shew their dliTpruted- 
ahhorrenz 

21. of p72iskaZ-ra<7e}’?2randyellow-faced 
helots 

22. all hanged (on the hoardings) and 
drawn (in the posters) 

23. and quaiteed in compounds. 

24. And haijin-gotheh-diddit ... he 

sertunli^otlem 

25. ... As a flood did they come, 

26. as the trippass - tumargit, the 
arrlztukrlakiun 

27. the milhandz-tubldk-pul, the yan- 
hiztuparis 

28. (Where on earth they all came 
from I haven’t a 

29. notion), they trooped to his colours 
in droves and 

30. battalions; replacing- the Toriz 

all over the ^ ^ i 

31. country, just as nitroua-monoxaidz 
a comical 

32. habit of calmly repLicing the 
ojcygen-inniis 

33. when we go to the dentist. 

34. They covered like Ukustz the 
groaning green benches, 

35. with 'naohural - kiuinin they all 
tried 

36. to get the right side of the Spikur 

... tin 


37. tlie whole blessed building nirli- 
Hstid-tustdrhad. 

38. Now Kamm-el-banraman (I said 
this before but it 

39. sounds oriental, besides these 

/.‘/Vi Jonniz 

1 1 • c d*(Miiselves that way, — if 

they didn’t they ought to, 

41. — ^it tukkum-af-ortnait to finish a 
sentence ;) 

42. after siindri-straihspehs on the 
tombs of the Toriz, 

43. having chukd-arfah-rikh at purdir- 
Alphrad-milnah, 

44. did settle to business. 

45. He relieved the monotonous hours 
of the siitviz 

46. by hrakkin-wikjoks in liis an- 
swers 

47. to questions, — his slaiporkili- 
htimur is 

48. always delightful, ( — taks-tlieskon 
as they say 

49. in the purlyuz of Stirling) 

50. They pasdresol-^isliahiz in favour 
of having 

51. a nice little income in monthly 
instahnents, 

52. --not princely but still something 
fairly 

53. substantial, justahh-ittiLgoli 

54. on with it would pay for 

tramt-ikkitz, 
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55- motah-ussis-etsettmli. They also 
considered 

56. it might he much better to make 
some provision for 

57. days that are rainy,— they voted 
it simply 

58. a riplnai-diyali . . . (it’s perfectly 
natural, 

69. a nest that is feathered is always 

60. a comfort !....) 

61. Then Khir-hadi the Mullah, the 
Mahdi 

62. of Lebar, obtrusive in raiment, 

63. (the jibhali of fustian) 

64. with the tie of vermilion, the 
signal of 

65. danger, the badge of rebellion, 

66. ( — In view of their somewhat ori- 
ginal theories of what is 

67. fairdealing, of what is mine own 
when one is a 

68. mine - owner, an employer of 
labour, 

69. to call it a Liherty’-siJk would be 
sm’ely 

70. a termin<ilodjlk-al-wadyiima7i--or- 
liimm) 

71 on belialf of his rather rum- 

bustious 

72. colleagues, of whom, in her fer- 
vour, that 

73. dhir-ledi-warikli said, “These are 
my Jewels ! ” 

74. (Each one of these pushing plebei- 
ans in bowlers 

75. may well be regarded as simply 
the outcome 

76. of Ireslit or bangul, some brooch 
or tiara this 

77. popular countess popped over the 
counter.) 

78. (What on earth was I saying? 
Oh ! now I remember) 

79. on behalf of his colleagues claimed 
perfect 

80. exemption from penal proceedings 
for workmen 

81. who merely molested their fellows, 
and similar 

82. trifles —Divine Right of Workmen, 
in fact so to speak 

83. every man his own Kaiser — ^Well ! 

I of all the 

84 [words missing] 

85. Then just before Istar when most 
of the members 

86. were heinddin-hradshah and taking 
kukstikkitz 

87. for Nhtsarwmentoneli, out comes 
Mistab-irrul 

88. all pallid and touzled and lets off 
his sparkling sputtering 

89. krakkaZj eduk- eskun- al- skuihz 
round the calves of 

90. archbishops. . . . Such a singeing 
of archul-iakon-al-ankitlz 

91. such horifaid-k^kuoLfkz of prelates 
in panic and dhtkunz distracted 

92. has seldom delighted our friend 
Doktak-lifad. 


93. . . . Ph-li-h-iyuh ! what a mm- 
paz ! ! 

94. Episkopal-taluns areneatly extract- 
ing dissenting 

95. tail-feathers ; diocesan plumage is 
whisking and whirling 

96. ah over the birdcage (talk of bats 
in the belfry ’) 

97. the one question remaining is 
whether the ortumm 

98. will find any mournful sectarian 
dikkiz surviving the skrimidj 

99. “ provided ” — most likely by that 
time they ’ll be “ non-provided ” with 

100. feathers- E. T. R. 


MR. PUNCH’S RACING NOTES. 

In view of the great interest taken by 
all classes in racing, Mr. Punch has 
recently decided to follow the example 
of other leading journals, and devote 
some space to illuminating comments 
and prophetic utterances upon the Sport 
of Kings. For this purpose he has 
engaged the services of one of the most 
eminent liters of fiction of tlie day, 
whose fimt (and last) conti'ilDution 
follows : — 

Yesterday evening, through the kind- 
ness of Mr. Dopem, the well-known 
trainer, I had the pleasure of looking 
over die famous Katsmeet establishment, 
from which so many classic winners 
have been turned out. In company 
with a few choice spirits, I dined first 
of aU with the hospitable trainer. He 
gave us an excellent dinner, and about 
ten o’clock we adjourned to tlie stables. 
Katsmeet, of course, is one of the most 
modern and up-to-date -training quarters 
in existence. Mr. Dopem has a tremen- 
dous lot of horses at present under his 
charge — as far as I could see, there 
appeared to be two in each box. Several 
of the most spirited were spoilt by 
having six legs. I pointed this blemish 
out to Mr. Dopem, but he only laughed 
good-naturedly, and declared that he 
had sometimes seen them with eight. 

The attention of the authorities should 
be drawn to the cruel habit in vogue 
amongst owners of scratchhig horses, in 
order to prevent them running in races 
for which they have been entered. Such 
an eminent authority on sport as the pre- 
sent Prime Minister has referred to 
this custom as “ a method of barbarism ; ” 
and the indignation with which the news 
that a popular favourite has been thus 
treated is invariably received by the 
public, is tlie best proof of how repug- 
nant to our feelings such a practice is. 

With regard to the accident which 
ocx5urred to Sneakaway, while out at 
exercise on Newmarket Heath last week, 
I should like to draw attention to the 
dangerous custom which trainers in- 
dulge in of taking their strings out with 
them. Presumably, their desire is to 


measure the distances which the horses 
gallop ; but it stands to reason that if 
every trainer takes his own string out, 
as the most casual reference to the sport- 
ing papers wiU show to be the case, the 
danger of horses becoming entangled 
and thrown can scarcely be over-rated. 

em Steeplechase, one is struck immedi- 
ately by the singular fact that aU the 
most promising horses are compelled to 
carry the heaviest weights. We wonder 
whether the Stewards imagine that this 
is the right way to encourage racing ? 
A gknce at the recent form e^ibited by 
the various candidates may be of assist- 
ance to our readers : — 

The top weight has been assigned to 
that evergreen veteran Unde Joe, whose 
chances, however, cannot be summarily 
dismissed on this account. Coddingem 
is weU-known to be one of his favourite 
courses ; and his recent success in the 
General Election Stakes speaks volumes 
for liis staying capacities. 

I am not so pleased with the prospects 
of Prince Arthur ; though his proprietor, 
a well-known Birmingham sportsman, 
will not hear a word against his favourite. 
He has lately developed a bad habit of 
eating his words ; and although he is 
very docile and immensely popular at 
home, the public, I fear, are likely to 
fight shy for some time of this tricky 
candidate. 

Nor have I much to say in favour of 
Under-Secretary, for I am no believer 
in entering two-year-olds for these im- 
portant handicaps; although carrying 
no weight, they are apt to lose their 
heads, and cause considerable trouble. 
Under-Secretary is too much addicted 
to snapping and bucking instead of 
running straight; and the best advice 
we can offer our readers is to leave him 
alone, and let him fill out and grow 
before taking him seriously. 

My own fancy turns rather towards 
Batteraea Pet, who, since being pur- 
chased by his new proprietors, seems 
to have given up the vagaries that 
formerly caused backers to avoid him. 
He has been thoroughly trained in Hyde 
Park ; and although his style is a trifle 
rough, and his previous performances 
slightly inconsistent, we ’must not over- 
look the fact that he was very highly 
tried by his late owners, who, without 
doubt, are now extremely sorry that 
they- parted with him. 

As far as speculation is concerned, the 
premier position is at present occupied 
by Sir who is running under the 

joint colours of Mr. Redmond and Mr. 
Hardie. His place at the head of affairs 
may be explained by his recent remark- 
able victories in tlie Leadership Handicap 
and the Celestial Wdter. I should advise 
my readers, however, not to attach much 
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importance to these successes, for many 
good sportsmen considered that in both 
cases Sh- Henry should have been dis- 
qualified for boring (both pro- and the 
odier kind). It is doubtful also whether 
he will be in the best of condition, for 
his trainer, H. Asquith, has lately dis 
covered that Sir Henry is frightened of 
work (or should we say labour?). He 
is, however, thoroughly accustomed to 
fences, and should aU the other com- 
petitors foil down, he would undoubtedly 
possess an excellent chance. 

Ahswebs to Ooreespondents. 

Miss Understanding.— No. The book- 
maker is quite right. To back a horse 
both ways does not mean that you get 
the money whether it wins or loses. 

Investor. — If your aunt has really loft 
you £80, you could not do better than 
to start a racing stable, as you suggest. 
You will be well advised to begin on 
modest lines, keeping some capital in 
reserve for emergencies. Owing to the 
new craze for motor 'buses, many a good 


nag can now be picked up in town dirt 
cheap. With a flier like Pretty Polly 
the property of a mere Major, it stands 
to reason you could probably obtain a 
far superior animal finm a London 
General. If possible avoid races for 
which Lally is entered. 

Forethought. — ^Yes, it was a clever 
idea of yours to buy a return ticket for 
Derby last week, so as to avoid the crush 
at the booking-office on May 30. You 
would probably see better, however, if 
you went to Epsom. 


BUS: BUZZER: ? 

[Profes.sor Skeat has christened the motor 
oinii.bu3 ** a buzzer.”] 

In those days of locomotion, which, we ’re 
very glad to say. 

We have recently decided are not quick 
enough for us, 

The carriage of tlie people lumbered 
slowly on its way, 

But was popular in spite of it as hue. 


But in times of modern hurry, when the 
only thing that ’s vital 
Is to reach our destination with the 
minimum of pause. 

The popular conveyance makes addition 
to its title, 

And as buzzer makes a bid for our 
applause. 

First the bus, and now the buzzer, 
people’s pennies to attract, 

The progression of the title being 
natural and just, 

But unpleasantly suggestive, when you 
come to face the fact 
That the next denomination will be 
bust. 

TurkislL Baths. 

{Ladies and Qentlemen.) 

The only Baths in Buxton. 

Open between 2 p.m. and 5.30 p.m. to Visitors, 
not Residents. 

But, if they really are the only baths 
in Buxton, the residents’ need would 
seem to be the more pressing. 
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CONCERNING ONOMANCY. 

TBESE ROEDID LARES HAT OCG 
niD.THE ROSnS GO REAL STATIM ? 

THE REAL ROSES MAT GO ISDUD. 


imu lULliUJ XLWOiljO jnjLfU-L/i Jt .V — A 1 » 

. for an onomantic sentence. An hour s 

I was trying to work out an anagram g^eady work resulted in the following 
on her name, hy lier own e:xpress com- imlbecilities : 
mancl, and I was resolved to liaA-e a 
thorough, genuine, sporting shot ut it, 
even at the risk o£ spLcIin| the residue 
of my days in a padded room. .Of course ® 


Unfortunately I had to abandon the “ Hallo ! ” I exclaimed, “ have you 
anagram for twenty minutes to attend wasted a day at it too? ” 
to my day’s work. But I was soon ‘‘Oh, I don’t think it’s such a waste 
hard at it again, taking “heart” as a of time,” she replied; “T think it’s 
word likely to prove a good foundation fascinating. Don’t you? ” 


“ Any results ? ” I asked. 

“ No — well — that is— nothing much,” 
she answered, seeming unaccountably 
disturbed. “ How did you get on ? ” 

“ Not particularly well. Sago and 
Moses and Slagodyiur kept on crop- 
ping up, and tliey rather got on my 


her name— Airi Dorts Therese Douglas The last line was certainly more satisfac- n^ives.” 

— was the sweetest name that ever tory than its predecessors, hut there was ^ j 2iope you haven’t liothered 
sounded in mortal ears, but, at the same no part icular reason why 1 should take didn’t matter ! ” 

time, it certainly seemed to he the most Sltr into my confidence about my dear’s ct j mind what I do to please 


unanagrammatical. heart, so I decided to try once more. j » ” 

SLAGODYIUR MADE THE ROSES. ’tis YoiR D. TARGE HEAD MOSES. She bent over the table and blushed 

That was my next at-| - ■ ^ jso deeply that I thought 

tempt. If one imagined I her attention had been 

that Slagodyiur w'as a 
gentleman moving in 
Eastern mythological 
circles — which he might 
have been for aU I knew 
— the line looked some- 
thing like a quotation 
from Omar Khayyam. On 
the other hand — 

ROSE MADE THE SLAGOD- 
YIURS 

seemed to have a culinary 
flavour. Slagodyiurs 
soiuided like something 
good to eat. Why ? 

Another idea — 

ROSE MADE THE SAGO 
SIDLURY. 

THE LURID SAGO M.VDE 
ROSES Y. 

YES HE E.™ LURID SAGO 
DROM. 

So this was what AiiTY 
called Onomancy ! I 

called it — ^weU — several _ 

things in plain but Juhh. “ Oh ' Misa, I be that bad ” struck me. 

force^l Anglo-Saxon Jnexpeneuce . “But you’re looking vert well, Mrs. Jubb.” “Give me a pen and 

which it IS not ueces- Juhh, “ Ah ! Mips, I be one o’ they ar frets innardly ! ” some paper ! ” 1 cried ; 

sary to repeat. I had — “quick!” 

been making the experiments described The sudden and undesirable reappear- 1 I sat down opposite her, and sub- 
above as I journeyed to tlie City by ance of the obtiaisive patriarch quite stiluted mv own surname for hers, 



Urn Juhh. “ Oh ' Miss, I be that bad ” 

Jnexjpei'ience. “But you’re looking vert well, Mrs. Jubb.” 
Mrs. Juhh. “Ah! Mips, I be one o’ they as frets innardly! 


She bent over the table and blushed 

so deeply that I thought 

her attention had been 
directed tosomemoreiin- 
waiTantable vagaries on 
the part of Irate Moses. 

“ Try starting with 
Slagodyiur,” I sug- 
gested. “But keep off 
sago.” 

“ No ! ” she cried, 
pushing the papers 
away from her. “It’s 
all silly nonsense. Let ’s 
talk about something 
dse.” 

“ The letters that spell 
your name,” 1 insisted, 
“could not possibly be 
arranged to better ad- 
vantage.” I had thought 
this sentence out in the 
ti-ain, and did not intend 
to change the suliject 
without — to use a vul- 
garism — “getting it off 
my chest.” 

At that moment the 
idea of my lifetime 
struck me. 

'> “ Give me a pen and i 

,y!” some paper!” 1 cried; 

“ quick ! ” 

I sat down opposite her, and sub- 


train, and I was thankful to give my unnerved me. 

whirling brain a little rest while 1 walked I read Bvadsliaid's Bail way Guide for 
from the station to the office. There I the rest of the afternoon, and found it 
made a fair start : i very resting after Onomancv. Bv four 


thus:--- 


AMY DORTS THERESE BOWEN, 


0 he.vrt’s desire be my own. 

It was a positive inspiration. 

“ It goes out exactly ! ” I said trium- 


irujii Lue suiliuu u) Liie omce. j iiere i me resu oi me aiiernoon, ana louna i-t T 

made . fai, .«« : W By tar “riSlflnra"™ « 

mimiixam to.: olad rr ; olf“f “'’™ 

TES HE GLAD I DRAT 01 R MosEH faculties, I decided to go at once to ” hkvbts dehire be my own. 

IRATE MOSES II.U) TOUR D. IROH. Amy’h liouse Rud tell her gently, but It was a positive inspiration. 

I decided to leave Moses severely alone. iirmly,what I thonglit about Onomancy. “It goes out exactly ! ” I said trinm- 
Besides, I reminded myself, I was over- Furtbennore I would inform her that, 'if pbantly, as I banded' the paper across 
looking the great secret of Onomancy. my eligibflity as a suitor depended on the table to Amy. 

“Onomancy,” so a dictionary I consulted my proficiency in that abominable “ Ob !” she munnured faintly. “How 
told me, was “divination by the letters of science, T desired her to put me down —strange!” 

a name.” I ought to have started with among tlie latest scratcbings. I found “Is there any answer?” I said, wilb 
a word that might possibly have some Amt seated at a writing table which was an air of nonchalance, 
bearing on Amt’h destiny— a destiny strewn with scraps of paper, smothered Sbeblusbed very pleasantly. “I tried 

that could scarcely be influenced by with scattered letters and bbts of i it that way mvsdf this afternoon ' ” 

Sago, Moses, or even Slagodyiur himself, iuk. I “Yon did?” I cried exultantly “Amy'” 
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But I made it come out quite ! tliat tlie cowboy is the cream o£ the man- giving him authority to contradict the 
differently ! she said. ^ I hood of America, and that it is only the slander in his spare time. We under- 

“ But not better,” I said. “ It couldn’t ; approval of young English ladies tliat stand that the recipient has resigned liis 


be better.” 

“ Come and see ! ” 

I went to her side, and 
watched her dear little hand 
travel slowly over the paper. 
AMY OWN'S HER UESIEE TO BE 
AMY DORIS THERESE BOWES". 

'‘Do you know,” I said 
quietly, “I think there’s some- 
thing in this Onomancy after 
all!” 

===z=z= 

INTERCEPTED CORRES- 
PONDENCE. 

r_\ T{QiiTnQ+ap/| young lady wrote 
' K ug Alfonso, con- 
gratulating liim upon his engage- 
ment to Princess Ena. She has 
received a letter from the King, 
enclosing a signed 
and a note in winch i ' i v. : -i 1 
monarch says, “She is a lovely 
gill, and 'vvill make a charming 
Queen .” — Daily P?’C8s] 

We have been so fortunate 
as to come into possession of 
the following items of corres- 
pondence, inspired evidently 
by tills example : — 

A Putney gentleman, who 
wrote to the Kmser protesting 
gently against his telegram 
addressed to tlie Austrian 
Foreign Minister, has been 
favoured with a note which 
says, “ Only lack of time pre- 
vented me from wiring the 
fuU text of my message for 
your approval.” The note 
was accompanied by a Sixth 
Class of the Order of the 
Mailed Fist, which the happy 
recipient wore at the opening 
of the Putney Tennis Club on 
Easter Monday, with consider- 
able effect. 

A Dulwich lady, who wrote 
to Mr. John Burns congratu- 
lating him upon his fortitude 
and devotion displayed in 
opening his letters on Easter 
Monday, has received an auto- 
photograph of the Minister at 
his desk, in Lev4e uniform, 
and an explanation that he 
feds that he must work over- 


j induces the PRESiDENTto retain his office as commission — 7^ per cent, in dry goods 


' the Wanamaker of Moral Regeneration. 



— ill order to fulfil this honourable task. 

A member of the Young 
Authors’ Club, who wrote re- 
J cently to Mr. Andrew Lang 

asking him if it is the case 

k that his best work is turned 
out while shaving left-hand- 
edly with a safety razor, has 
L w received an autograph reply 
which lie is totally unable to 
b ' \ decipher. 

Il L \ A member of the Kilmacobn 
fjV Literary Society, who wrote to 

Miss Marie Corelli pointing 
out certain superficial parallels 
u between “ The Heathen ” and 

\ “The Super Heatlien,” has 

received an antrgrrp^ letter 

J from a weUkii'v: I:-:, of 
solicitors, enclosing a heauti- 
fuRy engrossed writ of libel. 


Samson Demostkenes. 

The 0am, in its report of a 
Union Debate, says of Mr. 
PiGOU that he “ picked up the 
gauntlet which had fallen 
from the lips of Mr. Sampson.” 
No doubt Mr. Sampson’s idea 
in speaking with a glove in his 
mouth is to improve his 
elocution ; or is it the Cam- 
bridge version of “talking 
through one’s hat ? ” 

The Daily Mail, in the course 
of an article on a certain ladies’ 
society in America, says, “This 
list comprises those who, while 
sympathetically interested in 
the work of the organisation, 
are prevented by age and 
other circumrd luN.fnxs5!c 
shrdlu cmfwy shrdluurhs , 
work.” ^ ' 

The tact and delicacy of Tlie 
Daily Mail is beyond all praise. 
We particularly like “sbrd- 
luurhs ” : that is just bow 
we should have put it our- 
selves. 


time in order to justify his “No, Mr. Wilkes, I ain't gohs’ to keep Fo.yls no more. Don’t “Easter Monday, as far as 
acceotance of more than £600 Why, countin’ the maize I owe ’em this winter, the eggs— weather was concerned, was an 

well, I don’t git ant, hut if I DID -they’d cost me ’arf a-oeown ideal day, and crowds of persons 
salary per annum. found their way to 

A Denmark HiU young lady, — — Nailsea, and passed a pleasant 

who wrote to President Roosevelt 1 A volunteer Colonel of Wortliing, who I day.”— Wesiem Daily Press. 


and vehicles found their way to | 
Nailsea* and passed a pleasant 


who wrote to President Roosevelt A volunteer Colonel of Wortliing, who d&yP— Western Daily Press. 
approving of his recent remarks upon wrote to Lord Kitohener, asking him, in The picture of a 40 - h p. Panhard 
the impropriety of inordinate wedth, the name of the Service of which they piling up its carburetters and paddling 
lias received a reply enclosing a plioto- were holJi proud, to contradict the das- in the sea is no less charming than that 
graph of the Pbesideot as a Texan cow- tardly calumnies of The Tirnss corre- of two landaus and a dog-cart playing 
boy. Written on the back is the statement spondent,hasreceivedan autograph letter “ touch-wood ” on the cliffs. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Peik^y Lubbock had a happy thought when he decided 
to weave a h'^ararhy of Elizabeth Barrett Browning from 
the warp and woof siipplied by her private correspondence. 
Her letters, published some years ago in a couple of volumes, 
are perlia]:s a trifle lengthy, too diffuse in interest, to give 
perennial delight. Mr. Lubbock has picked out the plums, 
and re-made the pudding in handier, on the whole, more 
delectable shape. He connects the extracts by a condensed, 
well-written story of the life of the cift'^d woman who 
manied, and acknowledged the - I'-'i. >\,h\ vl an infinitely 
greater poet. Fifty, even forty, years ago the author of 
Aiirova Leigh had a wide circle of readers. She is no longer 
the fasliion. Modernity yawns over what she fondly regarded 
as her masterpiece. Nevertheless, human interest in her life 
and work survives, and will be maintained by the book 
SiiETH, Elder publish uuder the title Elizabeth Barrett 
Bmrnhig In Her Letters. When a son was born to the twin 
geniuses someone said : “ There were two incomprehensibles; 
now there are three.” There was actually a fourth in the 
person of Elizabeth Barrett Browkikg’s father, comprehen- 
sible only on the gnnind of incipient insanity. Over-bearing, 
unsympathetic, colossally selfish, his shadow hung low over 
the life of his siiperseusitive child. After her runaway 
marriage she wrote to him many piteous letters. He kept 
them till by cliance he learned her address ; he never asked 
for it. Then he returned them to her unopened, without a 
word. Many men have been shot for an act of less deliberate 
brutality. 

Mr. E. Marstok is the nearest approach the twentietli 
century provides to Isaac Waltoii. Through the last score 
years of a strenuous life he has cultivated the publishing 
trade on a little fishing. His holiday rambles far from Fleet 
Street have led him by the riverside where, to quote the title 
of his latest record, he was engaged in Fishing for Pleasure 
and Catching It (T. W. Laurie). The angler will best 
appreciate the animated accounts of more or less successful 
casts. But one need not be a fisherman to take pleasure in 
the charming vignettes of hillside, moorland and streamlet to 
be found on every page of a book not too large to be snugly 
conveyed in the pockety 

That ivriter of pith, Ar.ibei.la Ejenealy, 

Is mouthed in a way that I shouldn’t call mealy. 

This last book of hers, An American Duchess, 

(TLondoii ; Ch.vpman akd Hall) has some excellent touches. 

The writing is good — I am heartily glad ^ 

To admit this is so —but the morals are bad. 

The titled, hot-tempered American lady 

Has a tongxie that is coarse, while her manners are shady. 

She abandons her Duke ; then she marries her lover ; 

And at last she elopes in her car with a “ shover.” 

Her liusband (the second), though no one had forced him, 
Remarries a lady who once had divorced him, 

And who wins back his love, her own heart being big, 

By disguising herself in blue goggles and wig. 

Yet, altliougli tlie society’s only so-so, 

The book has much skill ; it has life, it has go ; 

And'tliose who like mixing with liigh-dass and haughty folk 
Will read it with pleasure, in spite of its naughty folk. 

Mr. 0. H. Hardy has travelled, as many of us have travelled, 
in (Ireeeo and Egypt; but, beyond that, he has done what 
few of us could do equally well. He has written tiown Lis 
impressions and has published them in a little book caUed 
Red fjetter Days in Greece and Egypt (SiiEiiRATT ANi) Hughes). 
Mr. H-Uidy has special and peculiar gifts as a writer of Reise- 
bilder. First and foremost his style is excellent, a refresliment 
to a jaded reader; and, secondly, he has imagination and a 


fine scholarly sense of historical contrasts. The route he 
travels is a well-worn one, but Mr. Hardy makes every yard 
of it pleasant. Whatever the route may be, his manner in 
describing it is never trite. 

Mr. Percy White reminds one of a Squaie in Bloomsbury, 
there is something so restful, so scholarly, so delightfully old- 
fashioned about his style. What cares the Bloomsbury back- 
water for the motor ’bus that rattles and bangs along Oxford 

Street ; what cares Mr. White for the shrieking and the 

pushing , those eminent novelists ? No doubt you will 

reply, dear Madam, supposing that you are kind enough to 
follow my metaphor, that the scholarly, the restful, the old- 
fashioned Squaie (quite close to the British Museum) is also a 
trifle dull. And there, I must admit, you score a point. Mr 
John Strood, wliicli Messrs. Cokst.vble have just published, is 
really a study in self-revelation, though Mr. Btrood himself 
intends it to be the study of a genius, Laicrence Rivers. 
Struocl is Bosavell to Rivers : it is as if the Life of J oh Jison Avere 
called simply Mr. Boswell. Now it luilurally takes one a 
little time to get used to the idea ; and meauAvliile there is 
certainly the danger of boredom. St rood (a sort of refined 
Eliza's Husband) is a bad l)iographer, but a AA^onderful auto- 
biographer. At first one is annoyed that one cun make so 
little of Hi i?m; afterwards one admires the unfailing skill 
with Avhicli the author lets Mr. Strood say a great deal, but 
reA’^eal nothing. One admires, moreoA'-er, the restraint Avitli 
which Mr. White handles his biographer. It you come to tliiiik 
of it, restraint, too, is a quality of the Bloomsljury Square. 

Anyone Avho wants a vulgar book in praise of vicious 
vulgarians should read The Sphinx's Lawyer, by Fr.vnk 
Danby (Heikbmank). All others are counselled to avoid it. 


HOW’S THAT, UMPIRE? 

Batting and boAAding averages being considered no longer 
desirable by a great number of players, \Adio annually discover 
that it becomes more and more difficult to keep their name 
to the front, would it not be more interesting, now that the 
pen has to a certain extent superseded the bat, to substitute 
the players’ literary averages, so that those who make nms 
may read, somewhat on the following lines ? ' - 
Fihst-olarr Averaokh 




J.itemry. 

Average 



hot out 

Most Reviews number of 


Books 

(yet) 

IleaderH 

to a Book. Read(‘rs. 

K, S Baiijitsiuhji 

2 


8,676,431 

9,742 4,288,218*5 

V. B. Fry'*' . 

3 

50 

1,132,367 

847 377,455*0 

P. F. Warner 

3 

30 

1,002,063 

750 334,021 


* Whether contributions to ’spare concentrated Magazine, now 
regarded in the U.W.A. as second-class po.stal matter, should he reckoiiod 
in the first-class averages, is now engaging the attention of the MvS. 
Committee of the M.C.C. (Marylebone Ch’ieket Contrilnitois) 

^ Jouvnalistie. Periodicals Average per 
Paa*agvaphs. Ai tides. Columns. Published in. J^eriorlical. 
0. L Jessop 708,432 106,536 200,000 7. 28,571*4 

Lord Hawke 0 0 0 0 

Lord Hawke delivered one preface in one ^^)lluuc foi no cash. 

A Liber \L coiTespondent is upset to think tlmt the children 
in the public elementary schools should still lie using Mr. 
Arnold-Forsti^r’s Citizen Reader. Wo beg to rc-assuro liim. 
A special scliool edition ol Obiter Dicta is now, \vc under- 
stand, being hurried tlirongli the Press. 

An Uxmatnral Parent. 

“Pony for sale, 13 hands, wari-anted a good worker, used 
to all road nuisances and my own children, cause of selling 
having 2 and not enough work for 2," --Exchange and Mari. 
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URBS IN RURE. 

By the courtesy of the proprietors 
M7\ Punch is enabled to present his 
readers with extracts from the cor- 
respondence columns of The Week- 
End^ the new periodical devoted to 
the interests of that large and con- 
stantly increasing class who spend two 
days out of every seven in the country, 
and take with them as much London 
atmosphere as they can. 

GOEEESPONDENGE. 

Happy Humpshire! 

Dear Sir, — ^Life in the country has its 
drawbacks as well as its advantages. 
For example, in this part of Humpshire 
there is no 18-hole golf course within 
seven miles of my house, and play on 
the 9-hole course close by is restricted i 
to week-days. Again, the London ' 
papers do not reach us until 10.30 a.m., 
and worse stiU, it is practically impos- 
sible to get any decent aspara^s or 
up-to-date gramophone records in the 
neighbouihood. The result is that two 
chauffeurs have left me in the last two 
months. Yours faithfully, 

E. Plusoarddie. 

Wkiteport, Etmpahire. 

Fairplay for Motorists. 

Dear Sir, — Why should motorists 
alone be obliged to give warning of their 
approach at cross roads and corners? 
The only efficient way to minimise 
collisions is to insist tliat all w^ho use 
the roads should make their advent 
audible. Horsemen should have a bell 
or horn affixed to the pummel of their 
saddles, while pedestrians should have 
a similar means of si^ahing attached to 
the handles of their sticks and umbrellas. 
The loneliness of the open road, which 
so often afFects the spirits of dwellers in 
the country, would thus be sensibly 
mitigated, and the burden of precaution 
equitably distributed between the tor- 
toises and the hares of modern life. 

Yours faithfully, 

F. I. A. T. JUSTITIA. 

The Eeeks, Leighton Busasard, 

IsrOONSIDERATE AnIKALS. 

J)ear Sir, — ^The stupidity of animals 
is one of the greatest curses of a residence 
in the country, as I have long found out 
to my cost. When motoring at the rate 
of thirty miles an hour or upwards one 
can generally count on pedestrians keep; 
ip^ out of the middle of the road. But 
it IS otherwise with poultry, sheep, and 
even young rabbits. Only yesterday 
I had a new Michelin tyre seriously 
damaged by a hedgehog, and last week 
my wife was struck in the face by a 
clumsy sparrow which, if she had not 
been wearing goggles, might have done 
her serious mischief. As it was she was 



HARD LINES ON THE COMPANY. 


Outside Porter, “Wot’s become of old George ?—Ans'’T seen ’im lately.” 

Vmerable Ditto, “ Oh, ’b had a row with the Oompajit ahd ’b ’b left, ard if they ain’t 

JOLLY CAREFUL I’LL LEAVE TOO I ” 


so much upset that she was unable to 
play Bridge for several hours. 

Faithfully yours, 

Max Bamberger. 

Bungalow de Luxe^ 

IMle Slamton. 


THE ERDPTER. 

A CERTAIN literary gentleman, who in 
consideration of the intimate terms on 
which he now is with Vesuvius, which 
he recently interviewed for The Dailjg 
Mail, and in connection sdso with his 
intimacy with Roman Society, is hence- 
forward to be known as Signor Hoixuno, 
has not only arranged to introduce a 
real eruption into his pew play, The 
Bondman, when it is produced at Drury 
Lane in the autumn, but in view of the 
fact that he is the only English dramatist 
who was at^ Naples at the^time of the 


recent volcanic disturbance, and there- 
fore the only one with first-hand know- 
ledge of the same, is proposing to add 
to his business as a novelist and dramatist 
the profession of Erupter to others. 
That is to say, if any of the other writers 
for the stage, Mr. Pinero or Mr. Sbu^w, 
Mr. Jones or Mr. Barrie, finds at any 
time that his new play is not going as it 
diould. Signor Holoano will arrange a 
realistic eruption for him in tlie Second 
or Third Act according to requirements, 
and ensure success. No audience, he. is 
convinced, can resist a volcano intelli- 
gently planned. Such aa interpolation, 
the &gnor is convinced, would have 
been the making of The Heroic StMs,^ 
Even His House in Order, he bdieves, ; 
would be the better for it. As he i 
remarks, with infinite wit, “ His House 
in Order may be great ; but The Bond- 
man will be crater.” 1 
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eu Ai^eacADc Eosalind). Oh, my dear, how often have I 

MUSICAL oHAKSPEARt* yQ^ in onr set we don't talk in blank verse. You 

A SHORT time ago the Playgoers’ Club instituted a competi- must get out of that habit, 
tion for playwrights, with the result that “ more than 250 Rosalind, At home — 
plays were sent in, none of whicsh were suitable for production Celia, Oh, in Shepherd’s Bush ! 

at a West-End theatre.” Commenting on this, The Evening Rosalind (wamd^. There are some very nice girls in 
Standard suggests that a play which might run a hundred Shepherd’s Bush. You wait till you ’ve seen Phebe. 


nights labelled a genuine Carton or Phillips would not satisfy 
the requirements of a prize play by an unknown. This» no 
doubt, explains a paragraph in the paper to the effect that 
Mr , &YMOUE Hicbs is hall-marking &mspeare by writing a 
musical comedy based upon As you Like It. Mr, Punch 
begs to forestall Mr. Hio^s, and to present 

AS WE CERTAINLY DON’T LIKE IT, 

A Musical Comedy in Two Acts, by Hioxs vojs Bubbns- 
TAinsEB and Willum Shakspeare. 

[Note : Great care kas been taken to follow the nsnal musical-comedy 
plfl-n of rnahing the Second Act eren worse than the first.] 

Dramatis PsRSONiE. 

Ruke (living the simple life in Shepherd’s Bush). 

Frederick (his brother, and tenant of his house in Park Lane). 
The melancholy James (footman to the banished Duke), 
Eackenschmidt (a wrestler). 

Ork^do } Empire, and, therefore, brothers). 

Adam and Bede (servants to Frederick). 

Touchstone (a low-comedy actor). 

! Rosalind (daughter to Dit&e— at Park Lane for the season). 
Celia (daughter to Frederick), 

Phebe (a mepherd’s Bush girl). 

Scene — ^Feedemok’s house ; a mid ylace in the Bush, 

Act I . — Eall in Park Ijane, 


Song. — ‘‘ The Shepherd’s Bush OirV' 

Oh, have you heard of Phebe, she lives at Shepherd’s Bush ? 
Her fatiier was a footman— until he got the “ push.” 

But Phebe didn’t worry— a typist she became, 

And Henry is her lover : she is typing Henry’s name. 
Chorus. Phebe, 

(Whoever she be) 

What matter if her eyes are blue, are brown, -are green ? 
Under the shade of the plane-tree parm 
He circles her waist with a Cockney arm — 

And she ’s his Queen ! [Etc,, etc. 

Orlando (aside). She ’s dmrming ! (To Ros,:VLIKd) Excuse 
me, Madam, hut did you say you lived in Shepherd’s Bush ? 

Rosalind. I do. Sir ; though I am staying with my cousin 
for the season. But why ? 

Orlando, I am fitting out an expedition to explore the 

unknown tracts of the Bush. I wondered if 

[Thet/ retire to back of stage. Enter Oliver. 

Song. — ** Cel-yer, I want to steal yer," 

[Oliver hangs about till he gets his encore^ 
and then goes out with Orlando. 

Rosalind, Cblu, I ’ve decided. We must go to Shepherd’s 
Bush, back to father. After aU, the season ’s nearly over. 
Celia. My dear, in these clothes, how could I ? 

Rosalind (struck with a brilliant idea). Let ’s put on some 


Chorus of Footmen, Minor (yet in their way champion) of your brother’s things, and go out with the expedition. It 


Wrestlers, Maidservants, cfce. On their dispersal 
Enter Adam and Bede. 

Adam. Tell me again, Bede, just how it is that his Grace 
spends his days secluded-like in Shepherd’s Bush. 

^ Bede. Why, Hadam, I told you not naif an hour ago. 

Adam. Never was such a memory as mine, Bede. Tell me 
again, my lad. ^ 

[Bede accordingly explains to the audience fust how it is. 
Exeunt. Re-enter Chorus, who explain in bad m*se 
that Haoxensohmuxt has chaUenged all-comers^ and that 
an unknown Colonial has accepted the offer. Enter 


would be fun. 

Celia. Oh, what a joke ! But what will papa say ? 

Enter Frederick. 

Frederick. Rosalind, I must ask you to remove yourseM to 
Shepherd’s Bush— if possible with Celu. 

[Having thus qualified as an actor ^ and prepared 
the way for Act II., Frederick goes out. 

Celia. There! How lucky! 

[Exeunt to change their clothes ; enter Touchstone 
to keep things going during the necessary interval. 


an unknown Colonial has accepted the offer. Enter Touchstone, I once had a jerboa, a little boy jerboa — dear 
Orlaisdo. Song — England, my England,'^ Ent&r little chap he was, only a Nonconformist. Oswald— that was 

Rosalind and Celia. ^ his name, Oswald. He really made a very decent j erboa indeed 

Celia. As I live, Rosie, there is the man ! — came in from leg a bit, too. A bit of a rascal, though. 

Rosalind (to Orlando). Sir, are you he who would wrestle A hit of a naughty, naughty rascal with the girls .... 


BDlokenschmidt ? 

Orlando (modestly feeling his biceps). I am. 

Rosalind. The little strength I have, and I may mention 
that I am a Sandow girl, I would it were with you. 

Celia. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Trio—** The Sandow Oirl." 

Enter Hackensohmidt, looking as if he .wondered what he 
was doing in a Park Lane .hall. Exit Orlando, to 
return disguised as Madrali. They Wi^estle. 

Celia. I would I were invisible to catch the strong fellow 
by the leg. 

Rosalind (Learnedly). I don’t think that would be allowed, 
dear ; it ’s me Graeco-Roman style, you know. 

Celia (vaguely). Oh, I thought it was Association. 

[A shout. Haokbnbohmidt is thrcyum. Exit 
Madrali hurriedly, to return as Orlando. | 


[Etc., etc., until the CaU-boy winks at him. 
Grand Tableau. Orlando, at the head of his Expedition, 
singing patriotic song, “A lAtth Bit of Red on the 
Map." Bos^ind and Celia, who are travelling over- 
land to Nolting Hill, wave farewell fr(m the windows. 
Curtain. 

if 

Act n. — A mid place in Shepherd's Bush. 

Enter James with one or two Lords, like Bushmen, 

J ames (looking at his voatch), ’Tis but an hour ago since it 
was nine. 

And after one hour more ’twill be eleven ; 

And thereby hangs a song. [Sings U, 

[Mr. Pyrneh, Excuse me a moment, but is this Act v&ry bad ? 
Mr. Hicks von Ruhenstanner. Very bad indeed. 

Mr. Punch. Personally I fear that I shall not be able to ' 


Rosalind (giving him ring from her finger). Wear this for survive it. 

me, one out of suits with fortune, Mr, Hicks von Ruhenstanner. Oh, two or three of us will 

That could give more, but that her hands lack means— re-write it after the first night, you know. 

Sans length, sans strength, sans trumps, saTis everything. Mr. Punch. Then by all means let us wait for that occasion.] 
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WILL HE STRANGLE THEM? 

(After the famous “Infant EereiiUs" ly Sir Joshua Beynolds.) 







Mistress, “ You wish me to t.vke tour notice, Jane. This is vert sudden, isn’t it ? ” 
Jane Qiluslzing). “ Oh no, Mum, I ’ve known ’im three days ! ” 


THE BITER BIT. 

[The Dogs Bill proposes to wrest from the 
canine world tlie privilege of the first bite.] 

Oan it be false and am I dreaming, 

' Or is it xeaDy all too true 
Tliat caUoTis-liearted men axe scheming 
To rob our doggies of their due ? . 

Is it not all a dreadful fiction, 

* Whereat I hold my bated breath, 

That on his very first conviction 
My honest tyke must die the death? 

The Pug and Pom. will stand -aghast if 
This shameful Bill becomes the law ; 
Against its tone the stately MastifE 
Uplift an angry voice and paw.^ 

And not content with mute negation, 
The Collies swell the wrathful cry, 
Until their howl of indignation 
Awakes an echo from the Skye. 

And you, who clamber up on my knee. 
And wag a tail devoid of care. 

Must realise, my faithful Tiny, 
j That things are not as once they were. 
No more must you race up yon high hill, 
To worry sheep, your fond ddight. 
The motto “ et foxterea nihilf^ 

In your case means you* mustn’t bite. 


But stay, I see a silver lining 
Illume the blackness of the cloud. 
Why waste your time in futile whining 
When lawful bites are still allowed ? 

* Ere yet the verdict of the Forum 
Shall cheat you of your lawful prey, 
Make tears in bredss as once you tore ’em. 
Gather the rosebuds while you may. 

Thus if, perchance, a cracked tin kettle 
The movement of your tail impedes. 
While diere is time inake haste and settle 
The youths who do such horrid deeds. 
Let not your canine breast be smitten 
With fears of any future woe, ^ 

Only make sure those boys are bitten. 
Only make sure you don’t let go ! 


THE OLYMPIC GAMES AND 
AFTER. 

Games like the Olympic Games, it is 
rumoured, are to be instituted in Turkey. 
A draft programme which reaches us 
includes : — 

1. Stadium obstacle race for persecuted 
peasants. Competitors to^ run round 
course through burning viHages, with 
wives and families, pursued by tax- 
cqllectors with red-hot irons. Peasants 


with more than £10 a year income to ! 
carry 51b. penalty, 

2. Feats of strength by teams of 
soldiers of the Nizam, who will extract 
six months’ back jay in advance from 
Minister for War in the arena in full 
view of the audience. 

3. Tourist-baiting — Custom House 
officials to be let loose on foreign travel- 
lers chained to stakes in centre of ground, 
armed soldy with backsheesh. “ ’ 

4. The national sport of “ Conference,” 
or word-making and word-breaking, 
with exhibitions of expert prevarication. 
Representatives of England, Germany, 
France, and Russia to meet the Graot> 
Vizier on a raised platform and attenipt 
to procure evacuation of the Yemen 
district. (Time limit — eight . months.) 
The delegates will throw ultimatums, 
and the Grand Vizier procrastinate 
against all comers in the catch-as-catch- 
can style. 

5. The County Championship in 
revolution, qompeted for by teams of 
Bashi-bazouks. Any team failing to | 
estaldidi a new Government on the 
revolving stage within a quarter of an 
hour to be disqualified. 
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Take, for instance, tlie Butterfly known as ''Kallima 
MORAL REaEGTIONS AT THE NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM. Inaahis:^ TMs insect attaches itseH to a dry twig and 

endeavours to look as mnch like a decayed leaf as it can. 

_ But surely, except in the antxunn, it would only be rendering 

These reflections only occurred to me on the' afternoon of itself more conspicuous by such a device. And at any season 
last Saturday week, and, though I trust they are moral, I I can scarcely believe that it would impose for long on any 
fe^ they are hardly scientific. Seeing that I never had any bird that was not a bom fool. I am no SherhekHohries — yet 
scientific training, it would be exlremdy odd if they were.^ even I detected the disguise almost at a glance. And your 
I had gone to the Museum with the object of enlarging bird, remember, is a specialist by heredity in these matters . . . 
my mind, and found several hundred other members of the I confess that this and similar exhibits in the same case 
public there with the same p-urpose. There was a long line have had the depbrable effect of lowering my opinion of the 
of excursion brakes drawn up outside the gates, and I have entire Insect Kingdom. I will not say that I ever entertained 
an idea that some of the excursionists had come up from a high regard for any of them, but at least I gave them credit, 
Newcastle or Everton for the Cup Final. Whether any of as a dass, for being free from the slightest taint of ' 
them were under the impression that this was the Crystal Snobbishness ! I 

Palace, I cannot say . . , Yet what do I find here? A Moth the whole object of 

In the Central Hall I paused — as I generally do whenever whose existence is to be mistaken for a Butterfly ! And such 
I visit the Museum — ^before a large glass case containing two a shoddy “ frock-coat and bowler-hat ” sort of imitation, too ! 
models in coloured wax. One represents “ The Spotted So obvious an outsider could never have succeeded in getting 
Gnat, or Mosquito ; ” the other ** The Common, or Grey, into any really good — ^to say nothing of smart — Butterfly set. 
Gnat,** and both are enlarg^ twenty-eight times (Tinem:). And this is what it has come to — exposure to the scorn of the 
Comparing them (unscientifically) with their originals, British Public as a detected impostor ! Better —far better — 
who are set up alongside and make but a poor show on for that Moth had it perished while still an innocent larva ! 
two cardboard discs of the diameter of a threepenny-bit, I Again, there is a kind of Spider which has achieved quite 
should have thought the enlargement considerably under- a passable imitation of an Ant of the lower middle class, or 
stated, as each of the, models is about as bigas an average else it is the plebeian adventurer Ant that is posing, to 
clothes brush, and very nearly as bristly. But I suppose impress those who do not know it at home, as a Spider with 
the official figures may be taken as correct. a web and flies and everything handsome about it. I care 

These Brobdingnagian insects are highly instructive ; read not which. In either case it seems to me but a paltry ambition, 
the lab^, and you learn that the Mosquito “ stabs with its I should have expected better things from both of them, 
proboscis*’ (which is the size of a small stylograph) “ and is It is distressing to note that even the Animkls are not free 
^pable of conveying n^larial fever,” while the Grey Gnat from this foible. Here, for example, is a Tree Shrew which, 

(a lady) receives a certificate that is almost a testimonifd: not content with doing its duty in its own state of life, persists 
Stabs with her proboscis, but does not convey malarial in aping the manners and appearance of a Squirrel. 

A lady visitor cioes not seem to have quite grasped this 
With consummate art the modeller has contrived to idea, for I hear her observing instructively to her companion: 
suggest ^ in the latter insect’s demeanour a certain smug “ Ah yes, my dear, see how dosely they get to resemble the trees 
BupOTority. Her head is bent in Pharisaical humility, they live in — wonderful, is it not ? ’* But the majority seem 
as Aouffh she were murmuring : “Pray do not confuse Me to have spotted the Shrew as the contemptible fraud he is, 
with a dass of insects whom I will not sully my proboscis by The same case contains an object-lesson illustrating what 
particulmsing! don’t cany malaria about— like some is described as “Reciprocal Advantage.** So far as I can 
persons! Which is dovroight hypocrisy— because anyone Mow it, the situation is something like this: There is a 
who is at all acquainted with the Common Gnat kno'v^ that Nice Butterfly (whom we will call A.) who is uncomfortablv 
it woiud be perfectly delighted to carry malaria ^if it only conscious of being regarded as a delicious tit-bit by every 
knew how. . . . . lizard witli any pretensions to a palate. 

1 wonder whether it is quite judicious of the authorities to There is also a Nasty Butterfly (hereinafter referred to as 
apomeosMe the Grey Gnat in ^s fashion ; it was surely B.) whom even the least particular lizard or bird wiU, after a 
msraerahle enough before, without all this official white- single experience of his peculiar flavour, take uncommonly 
WMhing! good care never to touch, again. 

1 alTOys linger m front of this case, because, sooner or So says A. to himself (or else Nature says it for him— I am 
later, there is sure to be at least one simple-minded sight-seer too unscientific to know which) : “ If I could only make 
who a^pts th^e two modda as ordinary specimens of myself Zook as nasty as B. ia, all the birds and lizards would 
fropicd .insect hfe. And once more I am rewarded. Fori let me alone!” Which, by patience and perseverance A 
he^ Amaot)us remarking, with a superior air, to Amanda, gradually contrives to do. ’ 

as Wdl, i trill admit that this idea of A.’s is not without a 
all To which AM^Arephes an an aggrieved showy ingenuity, even if it is wanting in true reciprocity 

accent, Yw,ldtd! Poor girl, her mind is being enlarged and consideration for B.’s interests. What I M to see is 
Iwenty-eight tunes (hnem), but it is a painful process, and that, even from A.’s point of view, it is really such a very 
involves the shattenng of many fond illusions ! . . . masterly stratagem. 

Idriftonto at^e desimed to iIlusteate “Mmicry. Special The calculation , evidently assumes that the ineacperienced 
B^blanoe to Surroundings.’ Pnvately I have my doubts lizard (or bird) would come across B. fira. But why is this 
whether, even for msects, Mumcry may not be rather a so certain? Why should not A. be the first victim? Then 
dangerous social acccanphshment ; whether, in short, they obvioudy, such bird (or lizard) would infer that both A. and 


my not mate more enpi® than friends by it. What I feel B. were equally good eating. I may he told that any such 
1 am escpeOed to admire is the i^dlous, if unconscious, impression would infallibly be corrected as soon as the lizard 

to tackle B.— that it would then wipe its 
WeU, i^^dl;^ I cannot. I woidd if they seemed to me to mouth (or biU) with stuprised disgust, and a mental Mte to 
mnmc but I do not thmk— togh of course they must avoid both B.’s and A.’s for the future. Again, why f Surdv 
kuow th^ own busmess best— I do not think they do it it is quite as likdy that the bird (or lizard) would meroly 
quite well enough. look upon the eoniretemps as a regrettable incitiant , a rare 


quite well enough. 
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exception to tlie general rule. After all, 
a person who Mb had the ill-luck to 
absorb a dubious Anglo-Dutch does not 
necessarily forswear all natives from 
that moment. He may pass ihroughan 
interim stage of suspicion, but eventually, 
in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, 
Hope will, as it generally does, triumph 
over Experience. His trust in oysters 
win return to him. 

Ho, Scientific Experts may extol the 
wisdom of this so-called Reciprocal 
Arrangement if they choose: — ^for my 
own part, I have tihe gravest doubts 
whether it is found to work out well in 
practice. Depend upon it, when any 
insect sets out with the idea of being too 
clever by half, it is tolerably certain to 
be itself the first it succeeds in taking 
in ! That, at all events, is the moral I 
draw from the case in point .... 

There are many other equally valuable 
lessons and moi^s to be picked up in 
the Museum, but I have exhausted my 
space already, and must reserve the re- 
mainder of my reflections for a sub-i 
sequent number. F. A. 


THE AID OF THE “AD.” 

E\’EN the Zoological Gardens in • 
Regent’s Park has now adopted methods 
of publicity, in issuing picture post- 
cards and large coloured posters to 
attract tlie public. Mr. Punch expects 
to read the following shortly in the 
papers : — 

Don't he BL 

Have you a bad leg ? 

The London Hospital will take it off. 

Is your hair falling ? 

The London Hospital will keep it on. 

Open day and night. 

Subscriptions and donations neatly 
landed by the Hook of (Sydney) Holland. 

Don’t be Uninformed. 

Why grovel in ignorance when the 
British Museum in Bloomsbury is only a 
penny fare from almost anywhere? 

Matchless collection of curiosities. 

Thousands of Books. 

Free to all. 



Save your Money. 

“ I know a Bank.” 

“Where?” 

“In Threadneedle Street.” 

“ Who lives there ? ” 

“The Old Lady.” 

“ What does she do?” 

“ Takes care of your money ! ” 

To THE ClSHIEB OF THE BaKX OF EnQLAHD. 

April 1. 

Dear Mr. Naibne,— -Ten years ago I 
deposited a sum of money at your Bank. 
Last week, when I called, I found it 
stiU there ! ' Yours truly, 

Beery Migos. 


Mr. Mothdbiveb, the famous, yet absent-mieded, Golf-Naturalist, invariably cabbies a 
Buttebfly-net is his Golf-bag — fob he agrees with Mb. Horace Hutchinson teat some of 
THE best entomological SPECIMENS CAN BE CAPTURED IN THE COURSE OF PLAYING THE ROTAL 
AND Ancient Game. 


Education Mote. 

The Nonconformists say that they are 
right, and right is might, but the Bishops 
think the Mitre is righter. It is hard to 
kick against the Bishoprics. 

The Tribune^ in its account of the 
recent French riots, says that “ when the 
first electric tramcar left the dep6t to 
start running, a group of 1,000 strikers 
stopped it and took out the horses,” thus 
crudly depriving it of its h.p. 


Hore^Commercial Candour. 

From an advertisement of a Dublin 
Sale (“ Bargains Page ”) : — 

25 pairs 

Mercerised Tapestry Cortams. 

23/- pair; worth 3/5. 

Anyone lucky enough to snap up the 
whole twenty-five pairs could furnish the 
rest of his house with his savings. 


Bubsiq^b St George.— OEOBxm Borrow. 
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WOE FOR WEARY WILLY. 

[As a result of the recent Vagrem.cy Commis- j 
sioa the tramp is threatened with imprisonmeiit 
as such.] 

William, whose fatigue has lent a 
Long tradition to tlie road, 

Scorner of impedimenta 
And the permanent abode, 

Have you lately seen enormous 
Thunderbolts about the blue ? — 
Legislation (they inform us) 

Fairly hovers over you. 

Often by the wayside hedges, 

William, we have watched you sit. 
Propped against their verdant edges, 
And — to aU appearance— fit ; 

Often, musing on your avoc- 
ations and the life you led^ 

Found you working awful havoc 
With a tidy huiS: of bread 1 

Others may be poor but honest ; 

William, that is not your pai*t, 

Pride, emphatically, non e&t 
Round the region of your heart ; 

Every open-windowed mansion 
Sees your simple powers employed 
Stretching to supreme expansion 
Nature, who abhors a vdd. 

Difficulties ! You disd^ ’em ; 

Prompt to act at hunger’s call, 

What to you is “ Cave canem ! ” 

On the glass-embattled wall? 
Philosophic to the last, if 
Fortune frowns, you mock her whims, 
Merely severing the mastiff 
From jour shghtly-damaged limbs: 

Nought to you, uublushing scoffer, 

Are the cares that cark and irk ! 
Nothing ^ieves you hut the offer 
Of facilities for work ; 

No intemperate proceeding 
Bids your burly bosom ache, 

Save remorse from overfeeding 
On the house-wife ’s home-built cake. 

Yet— for all the canine genus 
Ultimately meet their fate, — 

Yours is coming, and (between us). 

WjLLiAM, ’tis a trifle late ; 

In the future able-bodied 
Patrons of the simple life 
WiU be resolutely quodded 
Ere they dream of saying Knife.” 

Never now shall dreamy bantam 
Perch or coop untimdy quit, 

You have robbed ike hen-roost quantum^ 
Ouliehnej sufficit: 

Never more shall larder window 
Set with household stores and fruit, 
(Peaches from the wall or tinned do,), 
Yield you uninvited loot. 

William, to bo somewhat briefer, 

Since ‘the State intends to soil 
Fingers that we know had liefer 
Stoop to larceny than toil, 


Rumours of your sad positiou 
All our sympathies evoke 
For the pending abolition 
i Of an immemorial j oke ! 

THE CALL OF THE EAST. 

[“ Wanted.— A Prime Minister for a Native 
State. Salary, Rs. 2,000, besides allowance. 
Apply to No. 10C9, Civil and Military Gazette. 

Civil and Military Gazette^ April 4, 1906.] 

Dear Sir, — ^Noticing your advertise 
ment for^ a Prime Minister in The Givil 
and Military Oozette, I beg to offer 
myself for the post. I have been for 
three years in a similar position in this 
country, iu which time I gave, I believe, 
a large measure of satisfaction. The 
only reason for ceasing to hold the reins 
was that it was felt by the country that 
it was perhaps time for my opponents 
(for in England every Prime Minister 
has opponents) to be given a chance, but 
they ai*e already repenting it. I was, 
however, by no means tired myself, and 
would really begin again. In your 
reply kindly say if you have a good golf 
links near the Parliament House. 

Believe me, yours faithfully 

Arthur James Balfour. 

Sir, — have much pleasure in support- 
ing^ my dear friend A. J. Balfour’s appli- 
cation. He is apt, willing, and has had 
long experience. I cannot remember 
any Prime Minister who disagreed with 
me less. Take him, is my counsel, take 
him and keep him. He will do you 
credit. Believe me, yours faithfully, 
Joseph Chamberlain. 

Sir, — your advertisement for a 
Prime Minister in The Givil and Militat'y 
Gazette is genuine, and not a joke, I 
offer myself to fill the breach. I am 
thirty and unmarried; fighting weight 
10^ stone ; I hold office iu the EngSsh 
Government ; I have a special fondness 
for native States. My reason for ex- 
pressing willingness to accept this post 
is that I am ready for a change. One 
can be in the same place too long. I 
will give you what you want: if you 
like peace I will do my best ; but if you 
want war you shall have it. I could 
come at once. Yours faithfully, 

Winston S. Churchill. 

Sir,— I know Mi-. Churchill well. He 
is in fact, if not in name, a member of 
my Cabinet, but I would make an effort 
and spare him if you were really keen. 
I sometime^ wonder if he has not been 
with us long enough. At any rate a 
young native State would, I think, offer 
him a congenial field for his undoubted 
abilities. Yours faithfully, 

H. Campbell-Bannerman. 

Sir— M r. CkuEomtL has asked me for 
a testimonial, and I gladly give him one. 
He is a very remarkable young man. 


In whatever new employment he under- 
takes I would wish him God speed. 

Yours faithfully, Elgin. 

Dear Sir, — ^In reply to your advertise- 
ment in The Givil and Military Gazette 
for a Prime Minister, I beg to offer my 
services. I have not, it is true, had any 
actual experience in this capacity, but as 
you are doubtless aware, the Editor of a 
great London weekly such as^ The 
Smctator is virtually a Prime Minister ; 
vriiile I would remind you that my efforts 
not only to promote rifle ranges, but also 
to retain Free Trade, cheapen cottages 
and raise the status of the dog and cat, 
are all of a part with tlie duties of a 
truly humane Premier. 

Awaiting your reply, 

I am, your obedient servant, 

J. St. Loe Straciiey. 

Sib, — ^I can cordially recommend Mr. 
SiBACiiEy for the post of Prime Minister 
of a Native State. As a distant despot 
I think he would be distinctly enchant- 
ing to the view. Besides, in times of 
prolonged drought you coidd rely upon 
him to rain cats and dogs once a week. 

Yours faithfully 

Jesse Collincs. 

Dear Sir, — ^Having abandoned the 
pulpit and exhausted Drumtochty, I beg 
to offer myself for the post advertised in 
your journal. Faithfully yours, 

Ian Maclaren. 

Sir, — ^Ian Maclaren of old was a prime 
meenister and woidd no doubt be so 
again. Respectfully yours, 

S. R. Crooke'it. 

Sir,— I see from your advertisement 
in a recent issue that you require a 
“Premier”; and in reply I bog to 
inform you that I have a “Moonbeam,” 
secondhand, but in very good condition, 
and which I have already ridden over 
2000 miles, largely iu ^e North of 
England. The tyres, bearings, <&:c., are 
of the very latest pattern, and in fact I 
fed sure that it would be in every way 
suited to you. I see you offer 2000 
rupees a month, but I ^ould prefer to 
sell it outright. Inspection invited any 
afternoon before three. I remain. 

Yours sincerdy, 

Archibald Alltuft. ' 

The Nest, Peckham. 

Dear Sir, — Disgusted with the me- 
thods adopted in the political arena at 
home, I had already resolved to seek 
employment in the Far East when I saw 
your advertisement. My qualifications 
for the post of Prime Minister are so 
obvious that I need not recapitulate 
them beyond mentioning that as chief 
Baunerwomau at tlio Albert HaU I was 
far more than a match for Premier Ban- 
NEEMAN, and that The Daily Ulironkle 
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describes me as a determined-looking 
woman. I liave only to add that I 
should, if appointed, insist on continuing 
to wear our famous big white buttons 
with the motto “ Votes for Women,” and 
t^t my first measure would have for its 
aim the abolition of all policemen. 

Faithfully yours, 

Annie Ebnnt. 

lEss Bilungton has great pleasure in 
stating her conviction that Miss Annie 
Kenny is in all respects fully qualified 
to hold the post of Prime Minister, or 
indeed any post hilKerto monopolised 
by men. She has the eloquence of 
louisB Michel and the courage of forty 
bloodhounds. 


SCIENCE AND SENTIMENT. 

[Til its review of “Noteworthy Families 
(Modern Science)," by Francis Galton and 
Edgar Schuster, The Daily Chi'oniele says: — 
“Professor Galton’s new science of Eugenics 
— of procreative development— promises to set 
US all thinking a little more about force of 
family ability, and less about accidental things 
which may or may not matter, when, in the 
fulness of youthfii wisdom and deliberation, 
we choose oux wives."] 

Dolly is sweet and fair, 

Mabel is fair and sweet ; 

Kitty’s complexion 
Is simply perfection, 

And so are dear Teixy’s feet. 

Dolly has wavy hair, 

Mabel a magic spell ; 

Adorably pretty 
Are Tbixy and Kitty, 

And Dolly and May as well. 

For Dolly I 
Would die ; 

To May, dear thing, 

I ’d cling ; 

I ’d crowns eschew, could I but woo 
Sweet Trix so true, and Kitty too ! 
They set desire 
On fire, 

The^ ’re aU so sweet and pretty : 
I’d cross the Styx for darling Tmx, 
Or Mat, or Doll, or Kitty. 

Jane has a tumed-up nose, 

Eyes of a sad sea-green, 

Also a fi^re 
Of terrible rigour, 

Angular, lank and lean — 

Scanty each love-lock grows, 

Dingy and dull each tress ; 

Her hat is all dusty 
And fusty and musty. 

And so is her draggled dress. 

For Jane my heart 
Won’t smart ; 

I feel no pain 
For Jane ; 

I ’d bear the blow with courage, 
though 

She were to go to Jericho. 



I would not stir 
For her, 

Nor very much regret her : 
I ’d be inclined, I think, to find 

The world distinctly better. 

But Dolly’s papa — ^who ’s he ? 

And Mabel’s and Kitty’s too? 

And what are the stations 
Of Teixy’s relations ? — 

Not one of them in Wlio ’a Who ! 
Jane’s fatiier ’s a D.Sc., 

Her uncle a don — ^no less ; 

Her promising brother 
Is also another, 

As well as an F.R.S. 


Then Dolly I 
Hust fly. 

And turn away 
From May : 

My face I ’H set though Kitty fret, 
And Tiiix be wet with vain regret. 

I ’ll woo my plain 
Old Jane— 

To miss such chance were folly — 

No 1 hang it, I for Trix will 
Or Kate, or May, or Dolly. 

We beg to call the attention of Mr. 
Darling (in Petei^ Pan) to the following 
from The Sheffield Daily Teleyrnyh : 

“Dog Kennel, good condition, very large; 
suit gentleman." 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Gustavus Adolphus Oscar’ Frederick 
Arthur Edmund, Duke of Westerbotten, 
lias been born. 

The Marquis TownbhenD has now re- 
covered, and cannot adequately express 
Ills thanks to the halfpenny papers which 
looked after his private aflairs during 
his recent indisposition. , 

A Chicago man has made a bet that 
he will tell nothing but the truth for 
the space of one year. We admire him. 
Not many men would voluntarily sen- 
tence themselves to twelve months’ hard. 

A man in custody at Liscard, Cheshire, 
speaks a dialect which the police cannot 
understand. We wonder whether it is 
honest English. 

General Badbh-Powell has condemned 
sporting loafers in no uncertain voice, 
and says w;e.are gradually becoming a 
nation of onlookers at games. The 
loafers in question consider this an 
exhibition of gross ingratitude on the 
part of the Grmeral, for, without them, 
there would have been no Mafl&cking. 


Councillor Hosaooi), the ex-Mayor of 
Hackney, lias planted a tree in what is 
to be known as Mayor’s Avenue. The 
custom, it has been decided, is to be 
continued, and if we have a hot summer 
and more shade becomes necessary, a new 
Mayor inay be elected every week. 

The leaders of the rowdy Suffragettes 
showed themselves siich practised dis- 
turbers of the peace, tliat Mr. IIedmond 
spoke up for them. 


Alfonso 


Princess 


Academy. But"Mr. Wildsmith must not 
be discouraged. It has liappencd to 
better men than ho. 

The Old English Dinner which took 
place last week is mentioned by several 
papers as a novelty. As a matter of fact 
there are many restaurants in London 
where one may always rely on getting 
old English food, although the fact is 
not advertised- to the casual customer’s 
great annoyance. 

The war of the rival motor omnibuses 


1 . ■ L< • 1 1 1 jLjjLo wai. ux bJLic xxvux iiiuiiUi uLixiiJ.iiuat;s 

havmg mvestigated tJie inside of a rab- continues. The electric vehicles, it is 
marine, have qwte made up their inmde on the other 

wh^e they will do the remainder of hand, the petrol vehicles, it is pointed 
their ^urtmg should the reporters show out. make a nice smeU. 
them too much attention. 

Meanwhile, by far the prettiest street ^ 

decoration to be seen in Cowes is, we Gaton is none the worse for having been 
hear (and can believe). Princess Ena. 


I It is expected in the drapery trade 
that, owing to the San Francisco disaster, 
everyone in future wiU devote more 
attention to the choice of pyjamas. 

Mr. WiuiSMiTH, of the Telegraph De- 
partment, Leeds, it is announced, has 
had a water-colour accepted-by the Royal 


A correspondent in The Daily Tele- 
gra.'pli suggests that on the day of the 
EducationBiU’ssecondreadingeverybody 
should send a postcard of protest to the 
Prime Minirtor, making 10,000,000 
protests in one day. Both Mr. ARQumr 
and Mr. Buxton declare that |hey will 
face the situation with equanimity. 




UNDISMAYED. 


Sah Fbancisoo. “ I SHALL SOON BE MYSELF AGAIN.” 
Columbia. “ AND MORE BEAUTIFUL THAN EVER ! ” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from tub Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Tuesday, April 24:. 
— Caeson in fine form after his Easter 
holiday. Reminds old Members of his 
earlier manner when, just returned for 
Dublin University, finding Mr. G. Leader 
of House with llomo Rule Bill in his 
pocket, he, to huge delight of Ulster men, 
gave the veteran Statesman a taste of 
what in Dublin passes for Old Bailey 
treatment of a disreputable witness. 
Storm arose to-day over inoffensive-look- 
ing measure disguised under prosaic 
name of Ixxjal Registration of Title 
(Ireland) BiU; in charge of Cherry, 
making his first appearance at Table as 
Attomey-deneral for Ireland. Before it 
was over he fervently hoped it might bo 
his last. 

Tornado so swift, sudden, and furious 
that it was a little difficult to make out 
what it was all about. As far as mere 
Saxon intelligencje could comprehend, 
the late Lord CfUNOEr.Loii of Irbund had 
placed in the office of Local Land Regis- 
tration in the County of Cork one Mr. 
Wmairr. There was a little difiiculty 
about the matter. Mr. Wright, though 
a sound Unionist, was not legally 
qualified for the post. But what of that ? 


“ Ever hear the story about Ashbourne 
and our dear departed Lord Morris 
discussing Halsbury’s alleged tendency 
to put blood relations into snug offices ? 
said the Member for Sark. “ Ashbourne 
loyally defended his colleague. ‘ Ccetcris 
paribus,^ he said, * a man having a good 
thing to dispose of should remember liis 

relations.* * Geetens paribus he ,* ** 

growled honest Lord Morris. 

Cork case vus referred to Irish Law 
Officers, who advised that appointment of 
Mr. Wright would, on teclmical grounds, 
he illegal. Nevertheless he was appointed. 
Object of Bill before House to-day was 
to rectify the admitted irregulaxuiy. 
Ulster up in arms. Slightly varying a 
historic couplet fashioned yeai’S ago by 
Grandolph : 

Ulster will fifijit , 

To keep in Mr. Wbiciut. 

Carson led the attack. Remembering 
proverbial injunction, he didn’t make 
two' bites at Cherry. Disposed of him 
at a single snap. 

“A dirtier piece of woi’k has never 
been attempted in the House of Com- 
mons,” he thundered. “A gross job, 
and tlie Attorney-Oeneual knows it.” 

At first dull Saxons listening thought 
tliis was an allusion to Ashbourne’s 
appointment of Mr. WRiairr, denounced 


as illegal by his colleagues the Law 
Officers. Carson, perceiving this awk- 1 
ward tendency, hastened to make his 
position clear. Sweeping the range of 
the Treasury Bench, lie noticed absence 
of the Chief Secretary. This his oppor- 
tunity. If in a Government of All the 
Virtues there is one man more blameless 
than the rest, it is Bryob. That made 
Carson’s attack the more picturesque 
and effective. 

With voice deepening in indignation, 
his frame qu i vering with righteous wrath, 
a baleful light gleaming in his shocked 
eyes, he thundered forth inquiry, 

“ Where is the Chief Secretary? Why 
is he not present to-day?” 

Answering his own question, he drew 
a vivid picture of the guilty Minister 
hiding-— whether in the cellars of the 
Irish Office or in the purlieus of the 
House he did not condescend to say — 
ashamed of a transaction, memories of 
which would haunt what was left of the 
ArroRNEY-GENERAL to his dying day. 

It presently turned out that Mr. Bryoe 
was in teland winding up work under- 1 
taken during the recess. Also there | 
was read die opinion of the Irish Law 
Officers in the last Government advising 
tliat Mr. Wright’S appointment was 
illegal. That certainly awkward. But 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[Mai 2 , 1906 . 


Ulster instinctively resents a job, and its nGfarious purpose, there was ominous Motion would be talked out. Those 
honest voice found emphatic utterance rustling in the crowded Ladies’ Gallery, seated beneath the Ladies’ Gallery heard 
from the lips of Lord Ashbourne’s former Hitherto the occupants had been porten- onainous scratching suggestive of finger- 
colleague, sometime English Solicitor- tously silent. That they meant to take nailspractisingoncopiesof Orders of the 
General. a turn in the proceedings was evident Day. Someone behind the Grille shrilly 

BuMnesa done . — ^House resumes work from the fact tiiat they brought down shrieked “ Divide ! ” The cry was taken 
after the Easter holidays. their battle flag, presently to be run up up in varied note of discord. Ungloved 

Wednesday nigfifit.— Just forty yearn at what serves as the peak of the Gallery, fists projecting through th^ Grille were 
ago a brilliant youth at Cambridge, With a wiliness foreign to the simple shaken in the direction of Sam, still on 
bubbling with Greek, wrote a fragment nature of aveorage woman they bided their legs which, in spite of desperate effort at 
after the manner of an old Athenian time. self-control, began to_ tremble. Cremer, 

comedy. “ The Ladies in Parliament,” By order of relentless man they would who crowned the iniquity of oppos- 
he called it. Ladies are not yet in certainly be turned out when disorder ing the Motion by announcement that 
Parliament. But they were to-night in began. Towards dose of sitting that he “ had had two wives,” came in for 
the Gallery behind Ihe Grille and, before wouldn’t matter. They would have share of execration. Members looking 
sitting dosed, were turned out by ihe heard die debate and couid afford to pay up at scene of riot, beheld a white flag, 

* 1 _ . ‘J* .1 1 : *„ l-AX 




II ^ 




police, just as if they were bearing in black letters the 

Irish Members. t — r 1 legend, “Vote for Women,” 

The little incident arose in ^ f .. J I frantically waving over the 

debate on Motion affibrming I J ,/ / , sacred edifice of the Speaker’s 

the principle of Women’s ‘ V ^ i chair. 

Suffrage Bill. Curious how j By command of the Speaker 

dosdy proceedings followed ^ the police were marshalled, 

the lines laid down by George •' i I Advancing at the double they 

Trevelyan. In “The Ladies ^ i charged the Ladies’ Gallery, 

in Parliament” the Leader of \ A " H' cleared it. 

the insistent women, discuss- . One damsel insisted upon her 

ing the plan of campaign, V ^ ^ ] right to be carried forth. So 

says: — /jA. ' uniformed men more or less 

One chance remains, the last and tenderly encompassed her frail 

' surest cour^ j form in stalwart amis, she 

Tforce mWrlMUm meanwhile crying aloud for 

Invest the lobbies ; raise across the j ^ ' ^ other, less substantial, woman S 

A barricade of Bluebooks and Re- J . . [] ^ There can be no stronger 

a ^“ 5 * 5 ’ jil. nj .^i. I ' nUm- argcuncut agaiost tile Motion 

Snape^forgoodtheOrferBofthe Ml ■ before tUe House lliaii tke 

Toserve’ashostagesekeSirTHOius ^ne jost witaesseii” Thus 

Mat; ' ' . - Sau hiVAim, 111 we eaforced 

And triih (me daring Stroks for eyer 4;-' ■ absence of the traditional pro- 

rni. J ■ < . .1. TT* \m ' prietress, having the last word. 

The Wand origin of these our ■ ' Jhtsineaa done.-Tlie female 

Till TtiftTij who holds so li^t our ^ suffragist descends on House 

proper channs, \ % of Commons ; after sharp con- 

Is brought to reason by material ■ . V ejected. 

Thus throughout earlier ^ G \ ’ 

part of sitting &e outer lobby ^ ‘ ^ 

was a scene of tumult. St?x»ng- I ^ . * Professor Mum, who has 

S S Satssi nm CasArEST Tsiyellinq m Lokdoh. ^ earthquat^r^rdii^ m- 

in charge of it did not find opportunity the price of exclusion in the last few j The Daily Express, said : “ I found the 
till close upon 10 o’clock. No sign on minutes. But Sam Evans, unconsciously record on returning home from a round 
half-empty Benches of coming storm, dalljdng under an avalanche already of the golf-links, and at once saw that a 
House as peaceful, almost as somnolent, beginning -to slide, was too much for tremendous upheaval of die earth’s cnist 
as San Francisco on eve of earthquake, them. He aflSnned that no important had taken place.” We are afexiid that 
It was Sam Evans who tossed the fat section of women demanded the franchise, the Professor did not keep his eye on 
into the fire. Home Secretary having James Stuart denying this, the pent-up the hall. 

announced that in pending division passion of the crowd in the Gallery hurst 

Members might go as they pleased, it forth. A shrill cry of “ Hear ! hear ! ” The Joumalistic Touch* 

seemed natural that division should resounded through startled House. “ Among those present, with whom his 

forthwith take place. Under new Rules Serjeant-at-Aems, whetting his sword lordship shook han^ very cordially, 
debate must close at eleven. If pro- on leg of chair, sent up message that were three men, one armless .” — Daily 
ceeding at that hour the Motion would if this was repeated, “ steps would be Mail, 

be t^ed out. When Sam — a lately taken.” For a few minutes this had “ , a deaf mute, was brought up 

married ^ man, too ; — interposed with moUify’ing effect. The reckless Sam con- on remand .... The prisoner did not 
jaunty air and evident intent of making tinned. Hands of dock pointed to ten widi to say anything, and was committed 
a speech as lengthy as was necessary for minutes to eleven. In ten minutes the for trial.”— Oar/ord Chronicle, 


■% 


bearing in black letters the 
legend, “Vote for Women,” 
frantically waving over the 
sacred edifice of the Speaker’s 
chair. 

By command of the Speaker 
the police were marshalled. 
Advancing at the double they 
charged the Ladies’ Gallery, 
and by main force deared it. 
One damsel insisted upon her 
right to be carried forth, tfo 
uniformed men more or less 
tenderly encompassed her frail 
form in stalwart amis, she 
meanwhile crying aloud for 
other, less substantial, woman’s 
rights. 

“There can be no stronger 
argument against the Motion 
before the House than the 
scene just witnessed.” Thus 
Sam Evans, in tlie enforced 
absence of the traditional pro- 
prietress, having tlie last word. 

Business done . — The female 
suffragist descends on House 
of Commons ; after sharp con- 
flict is ejected. 

liess 37* 

Professor Miine, who has 
an earthquake-recording in- 
strument at his home in the 
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^ Supposing a contract were made to the earth’s surface, would be sufficient 
THE TIT-BEDIAN STATI8TIOIAH. suspend linen buttons by single strings at in 1200 years, 9 months, 5 days, to dry 
(Dedicated to Mr Poffley in “ The Man distances of six inches along the branches up all the minor watercourses on J upiter. 

from Blankley^ar) of g]! the palm trees in Southern India, 

If all the broccoli sent in a single it would take English manufacturers 9 20,607,010 loads of hay would just 

week from West Cornwall to Covent years, 7 months, 3 weeks to supply the be enough to 'block up the Thames at 

, Garden were placed in a line, it would demand. Blackfriars. 

be long enough to reach from Charing ^ - 

Cross to Mont Blanc, make a double- A month’s accumulation of the mustard rnTrnTTriTiTQ A’RniTT PAPTQ 
circle garland round its top peak, and wasted daily in London on the edges of ^ ^ 

continue thence to one mile west of plates would suffice to give St. Paul’s a Paris is in France.^ At certain times 

Valparaiso. beautiful coat of primrose paint. of die year, America is in Paris. 

It is said that good Americans, 

If the Aurora Borealis were trans- Two cocoa-nut husks form an adequate when they die, go to Paris. Tourists, 
planted and stuck in the middle of life-belt. If the husks of aU the cocoa- on meeting some of ^ them, are apt 

Europe, it would take employment away nuts in Southern India were brought to to fear that one day it may be their 

from 1,750,439 gas-workers in IVance, this country and distributed two husks fate to meet a bad one. ^ 


Germany, Holland, Bdgium, r 
Switzerland, Russia, and 
Turkey, with a saving of 
household expenditure of 
£12,584,256 13s. 7d. annually, 
while the fall in shares would 
bring stan^^ation to 51,411 
men, 189,666 women (married 
and single), and 373,538 
children under 14 years of 
age. 

The amount of blotting- 
paper that could be turned 
out of British paper mills, 
working two shifts a week, 
during 25 years, 8 months, 

3 weeks, would be enough to 
about soak up’ the Pacific. 

An eminent scientist has 
calculated that if the agri- 
cultural labourers of Great 
Britain would discard hobnail 
boots in favour of pumps, the 
manufacture of the latter 
would provide work for* the 
whole continent of Europe bar 
one man. , The iron thus 
thrown aside would suffice to 
make 12 armoured cruisers 
two-thirds the’ size of’ the 
Black Prince, with plates 
f inch thicker. 








BIRD FANCIES. 

Ymng Oetrichee, “ Oh, Auntie, eeach us some of those i.ovelt 
Bananas I ” 


The birth rate in France, 
low as it is, is sufficient to 
keep the French language 
aKve. The language is so 
frequently murdered by tour- 
ists that it is computed it 
would be extinct in a day and 
a half but for the children. 

To get over the language 
difficulty, tourists should pre- 
tend to be dumb. 

A little language is a dan- 
gerous thing. A nation that 
does not speak English is not 
of necessity a fair object for 
ridicule. 

Ignorance of the correct 
French accent does not invari- 
ably denote a superior person. 

The traffic in Paris is con- 
trolled by one policeman and 
one white baton. It is the 
policeman’s business to write 
in a book the numlier of any 
coclier who refrains from reply 
to his rebuke, and to that 
man is offered the post of road- 
waterer in the Avenues. Meek 
men are requ ired for this work, 
who may be relied upon not to 
use their hose in revenge upon 
drivers and chauffeurs who 
attempt to nm them down. 

What Paris did not think 


^ ; ‘yesterday, tlie Paris Daily 

The quantity of hair exchanged per man, there would thus be provided a i/uJU says to-day. 
annually between lovers in the United sufficient number of natural life-belts to Tl'lie Englishman who has formed liis 
Kingdom would suffice to stuff 999 gross enable two-thirds of the population to be ideas of Frenchmen from The Bimng 
hair pillows, or generate enough swimming about in the English Channel iliichen is likely to find many surprises 
ammonia to fill 21,203 carboys.' at the same time. iu Paris. 

A beard in Paris does not necessarily 

If a man were to walk on his hands Should some malicious person remove denote wisdom .or middle age. ^ It is 
from London to Bournemouth, it would the 80,000 vohunes in Coimbra Library rather the proud result of the infinite 
take him 17f times longer than it would to Madrid, it would take 667 students pains of a vain man. 

tske a lOlb.^ salmon to swim from carrying a volume a time and walking When the cafes close, the day begins. 

V^tanger Fjord in Norway to Calcutta 20 miles a day, 7 years, 5 months, 3 A franc is not a shilling, and a 25- 

(vid the Suez Canal). weeks, 2f days to carry them back to centime piece is not a franc. 

Coimbra. No man can truly say tliat he has seen 

The amount of porridge consumed in . ” Paris until he has lived there a dozen 

, Scotland during the last three centuries If all the paraffin lamps made in this years, or spent at least a quarter of an 
(including 1900 up to October 1st) would country in one year were brought hour at the top of the Eiffel Tower, 
form a lake 2i tinpes the size of Loch together on Salisbury Plain and lit, the Tlie greatest menace to the entente 
Lomond and 3^ times as deep. heat thus produced, emanaiing from cordiale is garlic. 
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TMP iur\A/PD uiQTARV ^ EiaHTH the first to see of a simple masque to be presented before 

THE IMEWER HISTORY. growing preponderance of women the King and Lords on their way to 

Tee Modem School of History has in our English population. Marriage Parliament, 
done much to correct the erroneous at that time the only career open to 3. Masque of The Phoenixj soaring 
notions of kings and statesmen, once women. Loneliness and lack of digni- from a nest of fire, suggesting majesty 
hdd by us so fondly. In connection fied position the inevitable lot of of James rising with new vigour from 
with its work of reconstructing and to a many feminine subjects of the Kisa. the ashes of Elizabethan . brilliance, 
large extent whitewashing the past, a Consciousness of iliis a heavy bur- Faggots needed for the Masque stored in 
series of lectures wiU be delivered in den on the sensitive soul of Heitry, the Westminster vaults. Gunpowder 
London during the summer by the hence his generous determination to prepared in order to represent the sound 
youngest and most modern among our make Royal wives of as many women as of a Royal salute — access to genuine 
historians. We append a syllabus of possible. artillery not being then allowed to the 

the first three lectures of the course. 4. Execution of his wives and his common people. 

jy subsequent re-marriages explained by 4. Fanciful and classical names 

Histort as sees uiiDER MoDEEE LiGHTS. distinct motives : — assumed by the masquers. Capture of 

Leotube I. — Matilda the Conqueror; or, (a) Insupportable longing for the the actor earliest at rehearsal. His 


the first three lectures of the course. 

Histort as sEEiir under Modern Lights. 

Lecture I . — Matilda the Conqueror; or, 

The tme story of the 

Norman Conquest, 

1. Norman Conquest gene- J. 

rally regarded as the ambitious I j ' jj 

enterprise of a strong-willed |ij 

Norman. Duke. Erroneous- ! 

ness of this conception. I 

2. Norman Conquest now ^ 'I 

known to 'be an expedition | 

undertaken to satisfy, not the I 

virile lust of ambition, but the ^ | 

artistic craving of a woman. ^ 

3. Matilda of Flanders, the 
artist, ever longing to create. 

Compelled by the restric- ^ 

tions of her age to shape her IP 
conceptions not in painting || jm 
or in literature, but in Tapes- ^ ^ 
try, the passion of her life. | 

4. Demand of the Artist- ^ W I 

soul for a theme worthy to be . 
the material of her master- , 
piece. The achievements of I 

her husband the most natural I 1 1|| 
source of her inspiration. 1 1 . 

5. Discontent of Matilda 1 1 | 

with Duke William’s local ’ 'lH 
conquests, involving mere land [ 

marches. Her demand for a 
progress across the sea, afford- 

ing scope for designs of ships, 
pageants of embarkation, land- 
mte,eto. 

o. The great request— the 

conquest of England. Duke William’s 
reluctance to do the lawless deed. 

7. Complex personality of Duke 
William, the strong-willed chieftain, but 
also the submissive husband. The 
needle mightier than the sword ! 

8. Conquest' of England and its 


’IVAT 

OFFiCf 



needle mightier than the sword ! curse of spinsterhood. 

8. Conquest' of England and its 5. Strange injustice of posterity, whose 
results : the work of the Royal Needle- women have condemned the conduct of 


woman of Flanders. 

Lecture n. — Eannj the Chioalrous, Lecture HI. — Smohe Cleared from the he^ t£ oteervation.^ I 

1. Popular notion of HsimT THE Eighth Otm'powder Plot, ^ should arrange to have been 

that of an unbounded tyrant in relation 1. Successful performance of Mid- himself bitten beforehand by an insane 
to women. Injustice of this conception, summer NighPs Dream in London in the dog, and casually mention, in the counw 

2. Hbnrt teie Eighth by nature the spring of 1605. Popular appreciation of conversation, that he believes he is 
sensitive, solitary ascetic, devoted to of the Athenian workmen’s share in the suffering from hydrophobia. The man 

study of the New Earning, com- festivities of IWce and boy will at once see the propriety, 

pelled by fate to play a public part as 2. Idea thereby suggested to a band not only of opening the window, but of 
King. of loyal London workmen. Preparation departing through it. 


historic name Caius Faustus. 
Uncouth pronunciation of the 
Latin tongue, hence the popu- 
%.T corruption Guy Fawkes. 

5. Elation of King James at 
his own ingenuity in discover- 
ing a so-called plot. No oppor- 
tunity of explanation afforded 
to the unhappy clowns. 

6. A tardy exculpation. To 
clear the name of Guy Fawkes 
now the sacred duty of the 
Modem Historian. 


f C W ir \ * problem of comduct, 

B 1 wW carriage, puts down the 

I mm window. A man, accompanied 

J rubicund counten- 

inquires if he would 
\wmm // \ * f mind having the window up. 

Mr. A. frankly admits that he 
would, as the day is warm. 
Mm n The proprietor of the red-faced 

Mi 11 replies, “I’m sorry, but 

my boy has scarlet fever, and 

draught.” What is Mr. A. to 
do? 

“WiOT TO SEETHE Gov'noe? Whathame BKALLlsiT?” The prize has been awaidcd 
Visitor, “Here Sohweitzsalsburghausbn.” ^ Towell 

^ Hound H;ad,Eottingdean, 

lor the following solution : — 

solitary life. Impulse from time to Mr. A. should wait until the train 
time too strong to be resisted. stops. He may then alight^ without 

(b) Impulse again restrained under breach of the regulations, and, if^ he has 
the sense of renewed possibility of further to go, iiaay continue his journey 
rescuing another woman from the in another carriage. On reaching liome 
curse of spinsterhood. he should take a good dose o£ carbolic. 

5. Strange injustice of posterity, whose Other solutions are as follows 

imen have condemned the conduct of Mr. A. should recline in the hat-rack, 

sjttRY the Chivalrous. and avoid breatliing. 

. , Mr. A. should appear not to have 

jEOTURE Ul.Smohe Cleared from the observation. i 

(hmpowder Plot, should arrange to have been 


Harry the Chivalrous. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Pebjoy Fitzgerald’s Sir Senry Irving (Fisher Unwin) 
is labelled A Biography. But it does not rise above the 
level of a compilation possible to anyone with, leisure, indus- 
try, and access to the index and file of The Times. It is 
mainly composed of records of successive plays in which 
Irving figured, occasionally illustrated by copies of biUs 
of the play. The most interesting of the excerpts thus ob- 
tained are quotations from the snatches of autobiography 
Irving was accustomed to introduce into after-supper speeches. 
These are charming by reason of their simplicity and their 
graphic touch. Reproduction of photographs of the great 
actor whilst still making his way to the front are also accept- 
able. When, in a final chapter, Mr. Fit^erald attempts an 
appreciation of the character and position of what he calls 
“the eminent and amiable actor,” it is regrettable to find 
he does not hold him in such high esteem as do some less 
superior persons. He is careful to explain that the honour 
of burial in Westminster Abbey “was really paid to the 
exceeding personality (aic) of the man, for it could not be 
contended that his professional merits reached the highest 
standard,” Similar doubt besets Mr. Fitzgerald when 
recording the exceptional honour paid to Irving by the 
Athenaeum Club, to which he was elected without submitting 
to the ballot. “It may be doubted,” says the genial biogm- 
pher, “whether he would have been admitted within its 
august portals by the ordinary ballot.” Contemplating him 
in his digniBed heroic struggle with financial embarrassment 
that came with failing strength, he begs us to think of “ the 
poor harassed creature suffering in body, filled with gnaw- 
ing anxieties, hopeless for the future.” Sharing Irving’s 
hospitality at a country inn, Mr. Fitzgerald noted “how 
carrful was our host to seize any opportunity to increase 
his popularity. A young man staying at the liotd spoke 
to mm, and Irving answered him cordially and presently 
offered one of his own choice cigars.” Common people 
knowing something of Irving’s boundless generosity would 
see in this little incident fresh proof of it. Mr. Fitzgerald 
is not to be deceived. As he remarks when recording how 
Irving smilingly disregarded his advice in the matter of 
stage decoration, “ I am afraid his taste in many directions 
was a little corrupt.” It will be perceived that Mr. Fitz-, 
GERALD has not fuUy or finally occupied the field. We stiU 
await the biography of an actor whose genius and personal 
charm made him for more tlian thirty years a prime feivourite 
mih the English-speaking race. The man obviously fitted 
to undertake the work is Irving’s long-time counsellor, friend 
and close companion — ^Bram Stoker. 

I am here alone with a book by Bart Kennedy. And it is 
called A Tramy Gamy. And published by Cassell. Cassell 
is the pubhsher, and I am hero alone with this book, A 
Tramy Camp, written by Bart Kennedy and published by 
Cassell. To me it is a good thing to be alone with this 
book. Reading along, Reading this book of short sen- 
tences .beginning with “And.” (And ending suddenly at 
the first noun.) And as I sit here alone with this book, 
reading along, I ponder upon “style.” Style! What a 
wonderful thing is style 1 The expression of a man’s self 1 
That, I say, is style. And I wonder to myself, as -I go, 
reading along, is there somewhere, tramping along, tramping 
Fleet Street (or California) a clipped staccato Mr. Kennedy? 
Stopping, suddenly with one foot in the air. And jerking 
the tankard to his mouth. And holding it there. A man 
on wires. A marionette. A marionette on wires. And I 
feel sorry (as I go reading this Tramp Camp by Bart 
Kennedy) that a man with such tales to teU should spoil 
himself so. I feel sorry that a man who has had sudi 
adventures should.spoil himself so. That he should become 


a slave to his style. A slave 1 A slave to style 1 (And I 
remember that he wrote a book on slavery.) ^ But I reflect, 
too, that a man is paid for writing. And paid by the line. 

So much for the hne. A penny? Or twopence? Or ? 

No. Piece-work. And I reflect that it comes more. It 
comes more if you repeat yourself. Many times. If you 

repeat yourself many times it comes more. It comes 

[Quite so. Ed.] 


A POEM IN THE MAKING. ! 

(The best poetry is made, not horn.) 

Dramatis PERSoNiE. 

The Author— k man of magnificent build and striking appearance, 
evidently no ordinary being, and probably a genius of the first 
water 

The Editor— k mere person. 

Auth. The air is fresh, the clouds are high, I think it will 
be fine. 

Ed. Your job is not the weather, Auth., the weather is not 
mine; 

A poem, quick 1 

Auth. Political ? 

Ed- ^ 0 , fool, the usual rot I 

Auth. Having remarked that I am not 

A fool, we ’ll now proceed to what 

You ’re pleased to call the “ usual rot.” 

Ed. For goodness’ sake, you hireling Auth., be careful 

I with the metre, 

A point on which experience show;s “ the more the same the 
neater.” 

Auth “Sca?’C 0 had the sunbeams crossed the meaJ,” — 
very proper phrase 

You must- — 

Ed. Goon! 

Auth. “ When fmn her couch herself did Phyilis raise; 

Whom when they saw, the grazing kine did flee in hurly^ 
burly . . 

Ed. “ SuvprUed” 1 think you ’d better add, “ to see her up 
so early. 

Auth Who ’s doing this ? Am I or you ? 

Ed. Wo ’re doing it between us. 

Auth I spy a rhyme most li propos, you must 

Ed. Coon! 

Auth. 

Did once of ohV' 

Ed, My foolish Auth., wliere are your wits a-straying V 

Come, rhyme your lines with otlier linos and not with what 
I ’m saying. 

Rhyme “Venus” with “between us,” Sir? Wliatcver are 
yon doing? 

Your fatal grood lor rhymes, my friend, will be your certain 
ruin. 

Auth. What, “ruin” rliyme with “doing”? Oh, of rliym(»- 
lessness the height 1 

I may not rhyjne the right lines, but I rhyme the wrong lines 
right. 

What, “ ruin,” P3 d., with “ doing,” Ed. ? Say, have you any 
sliame ? 

Ed. Tell me, is this my office ? 

Auth I fail to follow you. Is tliis a new metre, and, if ho, 
what metre? ... I absolutely refuse to rhyme with 
.“office.” 

Ed. Bother the metre and the rhyme ! Is this my office ? 

Auth Bother you and the office. Are you going to rliyme 
with my last, or are you not ? 

Ed. Answer my question. Is this my office, or is it yours ? 

Auth Yours, 1 suppose. 

Ed. Then get out of it. Author. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

We cannot feel too grateful that it did 
not occur to the Labour leaders to require 
tile Chanoeulor of the Exchequer to hand 
over his surplus to the Trades Unions. 

In the debate on the Budget Mr. Bal- 
four warned the House of the dangers 
of the reduction of expenditure on our 
armed forces at the cost of that national 
efficiency which we have never had. 

During King Edward’s visit to Athens 
the Servian Minister was informed that 
no invitation could be sent to him for 
the diplomatic reception, so he went for a 
few days’ visit to Constantinople, where, 
it is rumoured, a new Triple Alliance, 
consisting of Turkey, Servia, and Ger- 
many, was discussed. So much for those 
who talk of the isolation of Germany ! 

The Eoyal Commercial Traveller must 
be pleased. The Kaiser’s three youngest 
sons have now all secured Orders from 
the Sultan. 

Meanwhile the Turks have not been 
slow to take advantage of the epidemic 
of earthquakes. Two ancient pillars 
which marked the boundary between 
Turkey and Egypt at Eaphia have 
suddenly disappeared. 

The statement that two American 
scientists have offered to purify the 
atmosphere of New York for the sum of 
£1,000,000, leads a dear old lady to write 
to us asking why it is not possible to 
train dogs to catch the microbes* 

Mr. Andrew Carnegie, speaking at 
Ottawa last week, declared that Sir 
Wilfrid Laurier was ‘ one of the five 
greatest men in the world. He did not 
name the other three. 

The Royal Academy has brought it on 
itself, and. will, we fancy, meet witli scant 
sympathy. An artist has written to a 
contemporary stating tliat, as his picture 
has been rejected this year, he intends 
never to send to the R.A. again. 

An article in The Daily Mail declares 
that women are a groat hindrance to 
traffic, which, but for them, would move 
half as fast again ; and it is tliought that 
they may have to be abolished. 

The announcement of the impending 
appearance of a new halfpenny daily 
paper renders it not improbable that at 
least one existing journal may have to 
join the great Majority. 

All who write books know the diffi- 
culty of finding a title which has not 
been used before. We think the author 
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Mhtress ( hoUloquising ). “I’m afraid Tilts iiat ’s rather out of date.’* 

Mmd . “On no, Mum. It’s quite fashionable. Cook has just bought one exactly 


of In the evcTit of War with one or 
more Natnl Towers^ How should the 
Begular Foi'ces be assisted by the Auxi- 
liary Forces and the People of the 
Kingdom 9^^ and ^^The best, least irk- 
soinCf and 'least cosily method of securing 
the male able-bodied youth of this country 
in the regular tw* auxiliamj fcn^ccs as 
existing and for expanding those forces 
'm time of War'' has succeeded; and, 
one day, when we are feeling well, we 
are going to ask for these works at a 
bookstall. 

"It is announced that the proprietors 
of M. A. P. hope that P. T. 0. will soon 
go to P, 0. T. 

We note the appearance of a new 
snippet magazine called The Scrap Book. 
This is a hai>pier titie than The Scrap 
Heap. 

The National Liberal Club is to receive 
a [bequest of £30,000, to be devoted^> 
such purposes as tlie Committee deem 
advisable. It is almost certain now that 


the much-needed classes for teaching 
foreign members English will soon be 
established. 

So many persons nowadays make gods 
of their motor-cars, that we are not i 
sui-prised to read that an offer has been 
made to the proprietors of a Dundee 
clmrcli with a view to turning it into a I 
garage. 

The Underground was blocked for 
some hours one day last week owing to 
a Midland goods train running off the 
metals. The Midland goods train made 
the absurd excuse that it thought that 
the Underground never minded that 
sort of thin g. 

Quieta non movexe. 

According to The Westminster Oozette, 
“while excavating for the foundations of 
new premises in Nottingham, the work- 
men discovered an ancient cove nearly 
20 feet below the level of the mdway.” 
But poor old cove ! Why couldn’t they 
let him be? 


VOL. oxxx. 
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THE SMILES THAT DIDNT 
QUITE COME OFF. 

Anyone irnfamiliar with, the irre- 
pressible vivacity of that charming and 
high-spirited actress, Miss Violet Van- 
ERiroH, might well have assumed that 
some exceptionally funny episode had 
occurred behind the Garrick scenes 
before ib.e curtain rose on The Fascinat- 
ing Mr, Vandei'i^eldt. She entered 
smilmg ; and with a few brief and per- 
functory interludes she kept on smiling 
to the end. Constantly her utterance 
was choked with mirth. I could not 
find tlmt it always arose directly out of 
the things she had to say, though some 
of them were most felicitous ; she giggled 
impartially at good wit and bad, her 
own or anybody else’s ; and on the occa- 
sions when her words afforded a fair 
cause for merriment (though even so it is 
better policy to leave the laughter to 
others), the force of nature could no 
fur&er go. “ When she smiles, 0 Lor ! ” 
says litfle Alfie at the inn; and little 
Alfie was right. 

I confess that I know nothing more 
depressing, on or off the stage, than an 
xmcontrollable hilarity for which there 
is no adequate warrant. Mr, Bourchier, 
I see, does not adopt my^ view. He 
caught the infection, and giggled with 
what seemed to be a very honest con- 
viction. Perhaps the play was funnier 
than I thought ; yet I laughed promptly 
and spontaneously at times, though I 
own that I could not share the enthu- 
siasm of the pit when the lady dis- 
covered that her ginger-beer had been 
tempered with gin ; for through a fatal 
gift of prescience I had anticipated this 
humorous denouement. 

I am glad to think I was not the only 
one who failed to find a good reason for 
all this giggling. Mr. Aubrey Smith, as 
the good Gohnelf was most sympathetic; 



Lady Clarice EowTand. Miss Violet VanhrugL 
Colonel Bayner. Mr. 0. Aubrey Smith 

(The artist has been fortunate in seizing one 
of those rare moments when the lady’s g-milA 
was giving itself a rest.) 


hepreserved a profound stolidity through- 
out the play. 

“You are lovely, you two,” was the 
comment of the American inginue, 
Aggie Coles, on a passage of ordinary 
dialogue. We had to take her word 
fork: they had said nothing “ lovely ” 
— not audibly, at least. And, if much of 
this assumption of mirth on the part of 
some of the actors was unjustified by the 
I text, the very title of the play may ^so 
be said to have begged the question. 
Frankly I could not share Mr. Sutro’s 
confidence in the “fascination” of his 
protagonist, unless, indeed, he was 
thinking of rabbits* and boa-constrictors. 
He had, it is true, a very attractive verve 
and impudence which nothing could 



Dinrbe fob One (Two Portions). 

Mr. Vanderveldt. Mr. Arthur Bourchier. 


derange. Yet, if I were a woman (which 
I never was), I believe I could easily 
have eluded the advances of this “ fascin- 
ating ” Mr. Vanderveldt, whose manners 
suggested a Transatlantic 
with just a hint of the facial methods 
of Mr. Arthur Roberts. Except for his 
overwrought air of internal amusement 
he played with a very pleasant restraint, 
preserving the imperturbable calm of a 
veteran squire of dames to whom 
triumph has become a habit ; whose gifts 
are too notorious to be insisted upon. 

Miss Nora Greenlaw’s Marchioness of 
Eendingly was an admirable piece of 
comedy-acting : and so, in a more farci- j 
cal vein, was the Bev, Ilvhert Langston 
of Mr. Charles France. 

As for the play, its First Act was a 
superfluity and its Fourth an anticlimax ; 
though the incurable aplomb of Mr. 
Vanderveldt, when he reappears un- 
abashed after the defeat of his nicely- 
laid schemes, relieved the batlios of a 
scandal whidi suffered deplorably by 
comparison with the brilliant opening 
of Man and Superman, The scheme 


of the excellent Third Act, when I saw 
it, had lost something of its piquancy 
through the revelations of the reviewers. 
The dialogue contained a few pearls 
among a lot of paste, the conversation 
of the younger characters being, for an 
author of Mr. SuTRo’s reputation, curi- 
ously hanal. 

Dresses. 

I have read elsewhere an appreciative 
account of Miss Vaitbrugh’s costumes, and 
in justice to Mr. Bourchier (and to myself 
as a Critic of Art) I feel that something 
ought to be said alDout his. In the First 
Act, then, he wears unobtrusively a dark 
brown complet (a little too dark, peri^ps, 
for the height of the summer) with a 
cravate in a lighter shade of the same 
colour, a white shirt, and a high 
linen collar to distinguish himself from 
Mr. Alexander. Brown boots gave a 
finishing touch to an admirable harmony. 
The ensemhle suggested comfort rather 
than smartness, the outside pocket for the 
handkerchief being somewhat demodi. 
In the Second Act he wears a lounge 
suit of the same cut (single-breasted), 
but of a dark blue scheme of colour, with 
a high-art tie in keeping, and, for head- 
gear, a Panama Homburg with the black 
ribbon of propriety. In the Third and 
Fourth Acts he has no opportunity for 
fresh creations, except in the matter of 
his motor-coat, which seems to be of the 
material of an aquascutum. Its tone is 
khaki, and the wide lapel falls back 
squarely after the fashion of German 
officialdom. 0. S. 


THE MARTYR MALQR^ LUI. 

Mr. Willum Sikes, who, it may be 
remembered, was most unjustly sentenced 
to a long term of imprisonment for an 
impulsive act of self - assertion, was 
released from Holloway Prison last 
Saturday. 

His emergence from the grim portals 
was at once touching and dramatic. 
The eminent individuaSst had evidently 
suffered severely from his incarceration. 
His hair is thinner and grizzled at the 
temples, and he has lost nbarly two stone 
in weight. Outside the gate a crowd of 
notorious publicists waited with their 
heads reverently uncovered, and as Mir. 
Sikes crossed the threshold their leader, 
Sir PoMPEY SzLUscHER, iTished forward 
and with true British cordiality embraced 
the hero of the occasion on both cheeks. 
Amid salvos of cheers Mr. Sixes 
was then escorted to the state glass 
coach drawn by four cream-coloured 
horses which had been thoughtfully 
provided by Sir Pompey, and the proces- 
sion, head^ by a brass band playing 
“See the Conquering Hero comes, 
moved off to the offices of The Oeyeer, 
where a great public reception had been 
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organised in honour of the newly liberated 
Martyr. 

After Mr. Sikes had been ushered to 
the dais amid tumultuous applause, Sir 
PoMPEY made a brief speech welcoming 
their illustrious guest. Speaking under 
the influence of obvious emotion, he said 
that they wore met together to celebrate 
the restoration to liberty and public life 
of a great, a good, and a much calum- 
niated citizen. Mr. Sikes might have 
been indiscreet'-he for one would never 
admit it— but he had been crudly over- 
punished for what he had done in a 
moment of expansion. Mr. Sikes’s pro- 
fession was the noblest in the world, for 
its constant aim was to readjust the 
inequalities of our social system, and to 
counteract that monstrous accumulation 
of riches in a few hands against which 
President Roosevelt had so eloquently 
protested. And Mr. Sikes was the 
noblest, because the most uncompro- 
mising, member of his profession. He 
could not trust himself to say much 
more, as his heart was full, but he must 
not sit down without informing his 
hearers that Mr. Sikes had undertaken to 
write the biography of his late wife under 


the title of Nancy , and Why I Killed Her, 
the first instalment of which would appear 
in next Monday’s issue of Tlie liafpy 
Despatch, (Loud and prolonged cheers.) 

Mr. Sikes, whose rising was the signal 
for another tempest of applause, said 
that he never expected such a welcome, 
but the times had changed during his 
retirement, and he supposed he must 
move with the times. His own desire 
had been to lead a quiet life, but the 
choice had been taken out of his hands. 
Remunerative work was offered him, and 
though he was a novice at journalism he 
would do his best to satisfy the require- 
ments of his employers. 

The Duchess of Reading, in a speech 
of fiery doquence, said that Society 
would only be saved by men like Mr. 
Sikes, who had risen superior to his 
surroundings and, “ by suffering made 
strong,” ' sprang at one bound from 
criminality to sanctity. She earnestly 
hoped that he would not give up to 
letters what was meant for mankind, but 
would enter Parliament as a Sbcialist 
Member at the earliest opportunity and 
lead the attack on the House of Lords, 
the Monarchy and every form of vested 


interest. AsPnm said somewhere, “ Oor- 
ruptio pessimi optima,^' Anyone could 
commit crime, or repent of it, but it was 
reserved for the few elect souls to emerge 
from the brutalising ordeal of puni^- 
ment triumphant and undismayed. 

At this stage of tlie proceedings a 
gentleman made his way to the platform 
and asked to be allowed to say a few 
words. Permission having been courte- 
ously granted by Sir POMPEY SzLUHCIIER, 
tlie newcomer said that he desired to 
offer his sincere sympathies and condo- ’ 
lences to Mr. Sikes. (Interruption and 
cries of “Why?”) The kindest thing 
that could be done to him was to leave 
him alone (Shame!), or to assist him 
privately to make a fresh start in life. 
(No! No!) Instead of which he was 
being invested with a sham halo of 
martyrdom not for his own benefit, but 
merely to increase the income of pseudo- 
humanitarians. (Tumult, which only 
subsided on the speaker being conducted 
gently but firmly to the coal-shoot.) 

The proceedings terminated shortly 
afterwards with a vote of thanks to Sir 
PoMPEY, proposed by Mr. Leo Sleimer 
and seconded by Sir Trayneb D’Oyly. 
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THE TRUE STORY OF JACOB 
SELBY. 

I. 

Dear Bob, — Ton ask what I am doing 
now. Well, the fact is, I’m writing a 
story. It ’s called Jacob Selby, and will 
be about 100,000 words. I know yon 
will scoff as usual, and say that nothing 
will ever come of my writing, but I 
assure you I really am on to a good 
thing this time. Jacob why, the 

title alone wiU seU it! Ton will see 
the magic name on aU the bookstalls 
soon, I bet you a shilling. 

Yours, Tom. 

II. 

JACOB SELBY, 

By Thomas Meredith, 

Chapter One. 

When Jacob was a little boy of five 
his uncle took him to the grave by the 
hillside on a certain afternoon in May. 
This had always been the forbidden 
place to Jacob; and sometimes he had 
wondered, as he listened to the whispered 
conversation of Lis elders, and watched 
their sidelong glances at one another, 
whether it was here that the Wicked 
Man his nurse had told him of had his 
cave. But on this particular after- 
noon .... 

JACOB SELBY, 

By Thomas Meredith, 

Chapter One. 

“I am afraid I do not understand 
you,’* said Selby, looking coldly at the 
other. 

“My dear Jacob, surely my meaning 
is plain enough! All you have to do 
is 

“Quite so,” answered Jacob. “And 
then you ” He paused meaningly. 

The other gave a satisfied laugh. “ I 
see we understand each other after eJl,” 
be smiled. “ Au revoir, then,” and with 
a bow he was gone. 

• Jacob Selby remained by the fire- 
place, a frown upon his handsome face. 
Gborciana, Lady Manners, had once 
wittily compared him to — 

—to — 

— had once compared him .... 
JACOB SELBY, 

By Thomas Meredith, 

Chaipter One.’ 

As I sit writing here my dear wife 
looks over my shoulder and begs prettily 
that I will pass by nothing of what 
happened in the apple orchard on that 
April morning — ah! how many years 
ago. Through the open window I can 
see our eldest boy, sturdy rascal that he 
is, dragging his nurse after him to play 
some new game or other. Memories 
rush thick upon me as I watch him — 


— as I watch him — 

— as I ... . 

III. 

Dear Jack, — ^You ask what I am doing 
now. Wed, the fact is, I am writing a 
play. I have not quite decided on the 
title yet, but, of course, that can come 
later. Hero, J acoh Selby — George 
Alexander, I should say. Heroine— but 
I mustn’t give the whole thing away like 
this. Yours, Tom. 


thing. Acrostics and Trials in Tact and 

so forth Of course I may not get it. 

Yours, Tom. 


Act I. 

Scene — The hall of Lord Armborough’s 
courAry house. Oak settle on right. 
Fire-place onlep. LordARMBOROUGH, 
a middle-aged man of forty-five, is 
reading the paper in arm-chair E.O. 

Enier a Footman. 

Footman. Mr. Selby, my lord. 

Ijord Armborough. Ha, Jacob ! 

Selby. Ha, Dick, old man. I just 
looked in to tell you .... 

Aar I. 

Scene — A Bond Street tea-shop. Enier 
Chorus of tea-girls. 

ActL 

Scene— A w old Eoman temple. Moonlight. 

Enier Jacobus Selbeius. 

Selbeius, Now lihe pale moon 

The paling moon — (?) 

. , . .-moon .... palely loitering .... 

V. 

Dear Bill, — ^You ask what I am doing 
now. WeU, the fact is I have nothing 
very great on at present. Just the 
usual game; odd paragraphs for odd 
papers. Yours, Tom. 

VT. 

. A good story is going the round -of 
the Clubs now, in connection with the 
appointment of that eminent but little- 
known Colonial, Jacob Selby, to the post 
of Comptroller-in-Chief to the Guavan 
Hinterland. It seems that . . . 

Talking of Lord Muner, I wonder how 
many of my readers have heard this 
story of Mr. Selby, the well -known 
American financier. “Jacob,” as he is 
known “ on ’Change,” was. . . , 

A fruit-grower in Suffolk expects great 
things from a new plum he has just 
grown. It is called the “Jacob Sdby 
Greengage,” after its discoverer’s uncle, 
who claims for it ... . 


Dear Fred,— You ask what I am doing 
now. Well, tlie fact is, I have liad no 
luck at all lately. I don’t think I ’ve had 
a line in print for a month. However, a i 
friend has promised to introduce me to 
the Eiitor olHearthNotes , ... It sounds 
pretty feeble, hut I suppose it’s better 
than nothing. You know the sort of 


J. S., a well-known Clubman, over- 
hears Mrs. A. telling Miss B. that he 
(J. S.) once proposed to her daughter. 
J. S., who is an umnarried man of 
unblemished reputation, did not even 
know that Mrs. A. had a daughter, and 
is deeply in love with Miss B. He 
realises that there may he two Jacob 
Selbys in the world (Jacob Selby is his 
name), but at the same time does not 
think that such an unusual name is a 
common one. What should he do ? 


The Editor of Hearth Notes p 2 :esents 
his compliments to Mr. MEiffiDiTH, and 
regrets that the post for which he has 
applied is already filled. He does not 
care about Mr. Meredith’s “Trial in 
Tact.” 

X. 

Thomas MEREDi-ra, 26, describing him- 
self as a journalist, was charged with 
breaking windows in Fleet Street. 
Accused, who when arrested gave the 
name of Jacob Selby, together with a 
false address, was remanded for inquiries. 


•*Mb. has been the sufferer by an extra- 

ordinary outrage which has been perpetrated 
by some persons unknown in his hen run.” — 
Ramsey Courier. 

Nowadays any old Bramah with money 
can get into the best Buff Orpington 
Society, and the result is a scandal of 
this sort. 

According to “Industrial Notes” in 
The Times Engineering Supiilcmenl, “ It 
is the practice in New Ycnk to sum- 
marily arrest any person guilty of 
causing the emission of smoke into the 
open air.” It is reported that a stmnger 
who was seen smoking a cigar in the 
street was sumnmdecl by an excited 
crowd and immediately lynched. 

From an official notice of the Pem- 
broke (Dublin) Urban District Oouncil 
issued in connection with the Acts con- 
cerning popular representation : 

“A man, peer, or woman, may occupy part 
of a houKe sej)artttely, although he or she is 
entitled to the joint use of suaie other jKirt— 
for example, a man, jjeer, or woman, occupying 
tiie firat-lloor front room anti having the Joint 
use of a washhouse may occupy part of a liouse 
separately.” 

The Evening Times, in a sketch of the 
family of lionHis, stsitcs tliat “ the seventh 
bitrl was one of (Jharles IL’s greatest 
friends. He carried the sword at tliat 
monarch’s coronation, and always Ixad 
the King’s ear.” After a while he must 
have become quite expert at ii I 
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BALLOONINa POR BEGIOTIERS. 

[Week-end balloon parties, according to The 
Cart are the latest form of country-house 
attraction.] 

Ballooning is evidently “ in the air” 
just now, and since, as far as we know, 
there is not at present any manual of 
etiquette on the subject, we hasten to 
fill the gap with the following rules 
which the tyro would do well to commit 
to memory : — 

- Never leave the car while in motion— 
especially when at a considerable altitude. 
It hurts. « 

« 

Do not stick pins into the envelope, 

even if the balloon is a stationary one. 

* ^ 

* 

Should your grappling-iron “ grapple ” 
a harmless old gentleman and lift him 
oS his feet, do not be too angry with 

him ; let him down gently. 

* 

* 

Take no notice of the rude gibes of 
passing pedestrians. You can in your 
position afford to look down on such 
mere earth-worms. 

* 

Keep well on the off side when turn- 
ing a sharp corner, and always pass 
other balloons (which are trav^ng in 

the same direction) on the left. 

« * 

Do not throw out empty bottles when 
passing over densely-populated urban 
rural districts ; they will only get broken. 
* 

Should you feel an escape of gas, do 
not try to locate it with a lighted candle. 

Turn the gas off at the main. 

* * 

* 

When passing over a friend’s estate, 
try and resist the temptation of dropping 
a sand-bag through his conservatory; 
somebody may be there, and besides, 
your friend may be a retaHator and a 

first-class rifle shot. 

* * 

* 

Above all things do not try to be 
funny in a balloon. When you are 
drifting over the Channel and are shoi*t 
of ballast, you will soon appreciate the 
“ gravity ” of the situation. 


THE DUST PROBLEM OF THE 
FUTURE. 

TEictraa from “ Tlie Daily Mail ” of June 24 , 
1907 .] 

Mr. Eustace Miles’s great discovery, 
that dust, when suspended in air charged 
with petrol fumes, is a powerful counter- 
irritant to all diseases of the respiratory 
and alimentary tract, has caused a 
complete reaction in public opinion, and 
the problem which confronts the nation 
is how to make the limited siipply cope 
with the enormous demand. The usual 



LUNCHEON HOUR CONFIDENCES. 


“ SUOH A NICE YOUNG MAN TOOK ME OUT TO DINNER LAST NIGHT — SUCH A WELL MANNERED MAN. 
D’YOU know, when the OOFFBE COME AND *E ’D POURED IT IN ’IS SAUCER, INSTEAD OF BLOWING 
ON IT LIKE A COMMON PERSON, *E FANNED IT WITH *13 *AT > ** 

inaction is displayed in oflScial quarters, seats must now be booked one monih. in 
and private enterprise leads the way in advance ; while promenades in the wake 
catering for publicrequirements. Eligible of a petrol-driven road-sweeper are grow- 
comer sites at crossroads are being ing popular^ in all the best centres of 
eagerly snapped up by the wealthy, intellectual life. 

while the Pulveropathic Company, Ltd. Dust-disturbing in its various forms 
(the inventor of this name has followed bids fair to become a powerful industry, 
the best dassical traditions of medical and if protected by the Government 
terminology) is doing wonderful business, -would give a suitable occupation for the 
and has issued a most attractive pro- unemployed for six months in the year, 
spectus guaranteeing a two-inch surface The popularity of the new cure has 
on the adjoining roads, entire immunity gripped the hemt of the people, and it 
from the water-cart nuisance, and petrol- is almost pathetic when the day’s toil is 
impregnated dust-baths in visitors’ own over to see the weary midtitudes flocking 
bedrooms at aU hours of the day and from the city streets into the country 
night. highways, and standing in groups along 

Dr. Lunn’s Highway Motor-Omnibus the grey hedgerows inhaling the bene- 
Tours” (preceded by racing cars) have ficent nimbus which hangs like a cloud 
already achieved a great vogue, and over the English landscape. 
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THE RUSSO-TURKISH WRESTLING MATCH. 

(Reported ly Mr, PuncJi’e Special Gommiasioner ) 

Why, Mr. Editor, you selected me as your representative at 
this memoralDle contest for tlie Wrestling Championship of 
the World is a mystery I cannot attempt to solve. If I ever 
gave you an impression that I was anything of an athlete, 
I assure you it must have been quite involuntarily on my 
part. And certainly wrestling is one of the many sciences 
with which I do not even profess to be familiar. 

So that, when I entered Olympia’s Mammoth Stadium (I 
am afraid. Sir, that the phrase is only too likely to grate upon 
your editorial ear — ^but I cannot help it. That is what the 
Manager calls it, and he might have found some description 
which you would have liked even less. After all, it ’s his 
Stadium) — ^when I entered it, I had seiious misgivings that I 
should be found out at once. In the Press enclosure I should 
be surrounded by experts and proficients to whom my 
ignorance would be instantly apparent. 

But, on reaching my seat a few yards from the platform, 
after passing a cordon of officials in red scaiwes who rather 
reminded me of a Demonstration in Hyde Park, I was re- 
lieved to find that my journalistic confreres did not look 
so very formidable; they were mild spectacled gentlemen 
mostly, of all ages, and it struck me that in most cases their 
knowledge of wrestling must be purely theoretical. 

It was about eight o’clock, and a gentleman on the platfonn in 
what is known as “ faultless evening dress ” was endeavouring 
to teU. the audience all about two competitors for one of the 
prehminary bouts — ^which the audience apparently did not 
want to know, as they intimated with refreshing candour. 
But he got his way in the end, and the bout began. It was 
in the “ Gi'seco-Eoman ” style, which, as you are probably 
aware, Sir, differs in many important respects from the 
“ Oatch-as-catch-can.” If you ask me in what respects, I am 
not sure that I should find it easy to teU you — ^but they do 
differ. 

I asked a fellow-critic next me, and discovered that he was 
equally vague on the subject. 

But, so far as I could observe during the evening, tlie 
Graeco-Romans remain perpendicular for longer periods, while 
most of the “ Catch-as-catch-canning ” seemed to me to be 
done lying down on the mat in an inextricable tangle, like a 
pair of pink boa-constrictors. 

During these preliminary bouts, which formed as it were' 
the hors oeuvre to the pibee de risistancOj I made strenuous 
efforts to get my eye in, and foUow the proceedings at least i 
closely enough to discover which wrestler was getting the 
best of it. I cannot say that either my neighbour or I was 
very successful until the Master of the Ceremonies announced 
the^ result -which was never by any cliance what we had 
anticipated. Perhaps this was because aU that we could 
see during the greater part of the struggle was a view of 
what Uneh Remus might refer to as tlie “ behime-enQs ” of 
the champions, and even when one behime-end yras clad in 
cherry -coloured shorts and the other in sky-blue, they 
afforded little or no indication of the prowess of their respec- 
tive possessors. At least I found that the ''behime-end” 

! I had connected with victory invariably turned out to belong 
to the vanquished. In one contest I noticed that one of 
Ae gentlemen engaged seemed to have inserted Ins fingers 
inside the other genflenran’s mouth, which, however intimate 
they might be in their private relations, 1 should have thought 
was a liberty that would naturally be resented. 

On consulting the rules I discovered that, although one 
party is forbidden to scratch another, or pull his ear, there is 
no express prohibition against either pulling his nose, or 
putting a hand in his mouth, which are matters left to the 
individual taste and discretion of the competitors. 

For over an hour we watched couples of hull-necked 
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gladiators rolling over one another, and the spectacle, as a 
spectacle, seemed to me to be wanting in the element of 
classic beauty- -it was strenuous but scarcely statuesque. 
Then came a wait of about a quarter of an hour, beguiled by 
music from the orchestra, which interval tlie occupants of 
the five-shilling seats in the Gallery employed in swarming 
down into the vacant two-guinea stalls, where they no 
doubt were cordially welcomed by the few who had paid the 
larger sum for a good view of the event of the evening. 

At last the band, with a prophetic strain that was perhaps 
a little previous, struck up “ See the Conquering Hero Gomes^^ 
which changed, with as doubtful appropriateness, into “ llie 
Bed, White and Blue,'" as the Terrible Turk mounted the 
platform. He may have felt quite clieerful and confident — 
but he did not look it. As he stalked to his corner, he 
strongly suggested some chiUy bather at a French watering- 
place, going to take his morning dip on principle but without 
enthusiasm. 

Shortly afterwards, to the sounds of the Russian National 
Anthem (I suppose, if the orchestra had known the Turkish 
one, they would have played Madiuli in to it— l)ut surely 
even the “ Turkish Patrol March ” would have had more local 
colour than the tune they actually provided for him), 
Haokenschmidt entered. 

It struck me that he was not looking liappy either. He 
came up in a brown dressing-gown with very much the air 
of a householder who rather fancies he has heard burglars in 
the house, and has at last made up his mind to get up and 
see what is going on. 

After him came the Referee, a pleasant-looking, grey-haired 
gentleman in a dinner-jacket, who literally tripped, and all 
but fell, up the steps. The Gallery greeted him familiarly 
as “ Good ole George,” and " Good ole White ’Un.’* 

The M.O. advanced and informed us that he “ now made 
the announcement of the event of the evening, and probably 
the greatest event of the century” (which, at this early stage 
of it, seemed a i*ash prediction) ; there was a flourish olE 
trumpets, and then the two champions shook liands with all 
the cordiality to be expected in the circumstances, and retired 
to their respective corners. 

Then tliey advanced, and went through a process which I 
understand is called “ manoeuvring for the neck-hold,” though 
it appeared that either would have been perfectly content to 
grab the other by the ankle or wrist. Occasionally this 
Tuippened, and tlien the grabber would let go as though 
on calmer reflection he preferred some other limb of his 
antagonist. 

Then, so it seemed to me, Hackenschmidt must have sud- 
denly proposed a game at bears, for he went down on all fours, 
while the Turk, entering thoroughly into the spirit of the 
thjng,huggedhimtightly from behind, and "Good oIoGeorgb” 
bent down and examined them both attentively, amidst 
exhortations from the Gallery (who seemed to consider this 
a piece of impertinent curiosity on his part) to " (}et out of 
the li^ht,” and ” Keep off the mat.” As usual, I could only see 
Uie “ behimo ends,” from which I could draw no inferences 
— tiU idl at once there was a roar, and when I saw ILackkk- 
SCHMIDT being congratulated I divined (correctly) tliat the 
Terrible Turk had had the first fall. 

Another interval of ten minutes with music, spent by 
Haokenschmidt in his own dressing-room, and by the Turk, 
who looked a surprised and distinctly “ sick ” 'man, in sitting 
in his comer of the platform enjoying wliat appeared to be a 
severe jobation from his second. And presently Haokek- 
SGHMiDT returned, and the second bout open^. Once or 
twice the Referee intervened— why, I could not understand, 
for they appeared to me to be getting on very niedy indeed. 

Gallery evidently, as they recommended the 
’un ” to (fo away and l^ve ’em alone.” 

Then the champions began to play at bears ” once more, 
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and this time even my limited acquaintance with the rules 
of the game told me that the top bear was unmistakably the 
Terrible Turk. Then once more something happened which 
I was unable to follow—but the upshot was that the unfor^ 
tunate Turk was under-bear and lost the match. 

His conqueror skipped from the platform amidst tremen- 
dous cheering and violent thumps on the back, while a 
section in the Gallery, who would no doubt describe them- 
selves as true British sportsmen, booed the defeated champion 
as he slowly followed. 

Shall I be exposing my lack of the true sporting instinct 
if I own I was glad to see that neither of the giants seemed 
any the worse physically for their exertions? 1£ they had 
been seriously damaged, I am not sure that I should have 
enjoyed my evening a bit more. Anyhow, I hope not. 
After they had retired, the crowd stormed the platform and 
began carefully to examine the mat, though I don’t know 
what they expected to find on it. One enthi^iastic sportsman, 
however, succeeded in carrying off a little souvenir -*a botde 
which had been left in Haokensohmidt’s comer, and which 
was labelled “ Special Scotch.” 

It was not empty, but somehow I fancy he found the 
contents disappointing. I like to think it contained liniment. 

F. A. 

Carted Novices. 

Tlie Field announces “ Practical Hints for Hunting Novices.” 
We should imagine that the. whole business consists in first 
catching your novice; and then hunting him. 


SOME OLIOHfiS. 

Mb. Basil TozER,intheMay number of TJie Aut/zor, protests 
against the hackneyed similes which prevail in the majority 
of present-day novels, where, for instance, the young ladies 
have hair invariably resembling (1) a raven’s wing, (2jburnished 
copper, (3) burnished gold, with “ Cupid’s bows ” and “ dainty 
shells ” doing duty for other features. The matter is un- 
doubtedly urgent, and something must be done to preserve 
the taste of the romance-reading public. We can but make 
the sporting offer of a small assortment of figures of speech 
to the purveyors of this class of literature. Subject to the 
ordinary wear and tear, they diould prove serviceable for the 
next five publishing seasons at least. We suggest, therefore, 
that forthcoming heroines should be re-equipped with some of 
the following embellishments : — 

Tresses, like (1) the pinion of a rook, (2) peroxide of hydro- 
gen, (3) American rolled gold.” 

Mouth, A Za Jew’s harp or Venus’s fly-trap. 

Teeth outvying the morbid growths in an oyster-shell. 

Eyes that rival pools of ink, Eeckitt’s blue, Kentish cobnuts, , 
or dog violets. 

Eyebrows stippled with an artist’s hand. 

Ears, like (a) the hedf of a bivalve, (6) a periwinkle. 

Foreliead, smooth as celluloid or a hard-boiled egg. 
Complexion, dazzlingas the finest pcarl-powdersalts of bismutk 
And so on with the rest of .the. catalogue. We hope the 
above are suflicientto indicate a possible manner of furbishing ' 
up some ancient formulae, and, animated with the deepest 
sense of philanthropy, we reserve no copyright whatsoever. 
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Belated TTaveUai*. “ Wha *8 uatter ? ** 

Cahhy J " E - Bx’a a inoE oo' One of the fboht wheels 'as bin ah’ comb off!” 
B . y. Well, KNocg off t’ other, MiXE the beastly thing a hansom ! ” 


THE IITa PAE. made TOPICAL. 

(With ajpologies to too many journalists.) 

In view oX the fact that a bomb 
was recently found smouldering on the 
window sill of ex-President Loubet’s 
r^idence in the South of France, there 
should be a considerable demand for a 
work on Old Provence which. Mr. 
1)aw}1I.eigh Foau has in preparation. 

_ » « ^ * 

_ Phe recent fire at San Francisco, which 
IB so generally deplored, lends interest 
to a new book which is about to he 
iBsu^ by Messrs. Brown and Younoee, 
entitled An Inveterate Matclimahere 

o 

Mr. Fiopton Wing’s new novel, Anlid- 
pafooM, will be published by Mr. Short 
tms week. Its appearance is verv timely 
I when we remember how we have all 
been looking forward to the Derby 


The new volume of the CaTnbridye 
History comes out very opportunely at 
this moment, when Education is, so to 
speak, in the air. 

» « 0 4:^ 

Whatever may be the truth as to the 
fate of Father Gapon, of which so much 
has been written of late, there is no 
doubt that the mystery will quicken 
I public interest in. the new sixpenny 
edition of Jambs Payn’s Lost Sir Massing- 
^rd which is promised by Mess«?. 
Burleigh and Fry. 


The first session of the Duma, now 
sitting in Russia, lends a topical interest 
I to a work shortly* to be published by 
Messrs. Bloomer and Bluff. title is 
The Ttw? DumaSy pkre et filsy and the 
author is the well-known essayist, Mr. 
Addlestonb Eoium. 


* connection with the interest that 
as being taken in the Ellen Terry 
memorial which a daily paper has set 

T X ’ ^ ^ run on 

^0 forthcoming art Volume entitled 
From Peg Woffington to Mrs. Jordan, 
by Sir Henry Biff, which win be pub- 
lished by Messrs. Dekkel and Edge, a 
limited edition at three guineas each. 


Publicists who are anxiously following 
the course of events in Natal can hardly 
dispense with a careful perusal of Mr. 
Le Boo’s new romance The WastreVs 
Bevengey in which the hero runs away 
frem school because of his intense hatred 
ot CoUnsJs Arithmetie. The publishers 
axe Messrs. Skinner and Flint. 

* * ♦ ♦ 

The opening of the cricket season 


e and the revival of some of its vexed 
t qu^tions lends a peculiar significance 
3 to the publication by Messrs. Odd, Odder, 
and Oddest of Dr. Boanerges Bimms’ 
new volume of sermons, The Narrow 
3 Wicket-gate. 

L — 

» RONDEAU OF THE SPEAKER’S 
; DINNER. 

. A hurried chop behind a screen, 
Oblivious to hygiene, 

I swallow in unwholesome haste, 

The precious moments not to waste 
When absent from the busy scene. 

Rich dainties of the hot tureen, 

Fi^, entree, joint, fftit verre of green 
Chartreuse — ^farewell ! ’tis mine to taste 
A hurried chop. 

Then back to hear, with brow serene, 

Wit, humour, satire, folly, spleen, 
Torrents of eloquence misplaced — 

Till, when Obstruction grows bare- 
faced, 

I give it, with the guillotine, 

A hurried chop. 

The Casulid Family Man. 
‘^Hotobdkbbpjbr, Working, Wanted for Farm 
m District; fourCSows; two in household.*’— 
Tjaurencekirk Ohnerrer. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diart op Toby, M P. 

House of GommonSj Monday^ Appl 30. 
— ^JoKiM seated over the dock in the 
Peers’ Gallery, preserving ^hat appear- 
ance of renewed youth that flushed him 
when he took off his coat to fight Don 
Josh’s Fiscal lieresy, listened to-night to 
the exposition of the 43rd Budget at 
whoso birth he has been present. Some 
have been his own bantlings, born in 
the epoch immediately following the 
memorable crisis when Gjianoolph, “for- 
getting Goschen,” left the Treasury 
Bench never to return. In his time has 
heard the magnilicent orations in which 
Mr. Q. threw a glamour over Customs and 
Excise duties, making almost pleasant 
the duty of paying an extra penny on 
the Income Tax. lie listened to Bob 
Lowe’s trihing with the Match Tax, 
irresistibly tempted by the lure of a 
Latin tag, Lowe had his jest (“ Ex luce 
lucellum ”), and they had ids estate. 

He was familiar with Stafford North- 
cote’s placid speech; witnessed Hioks 
Beach’s bloodless dissection o£ the body 
corporate of Finance ; looked on whilst 
Ritchie conducted his mock auction with 


the Income Tax — “WiH you have a 
penny off ? Shall I make it twopence ? 
Then it shall be threepence ; ” was pre- 
sent when Haroourt triumphantly pro- 
claimed the Death Duties which, as he 
subsequently lamented, enabled his 
successors to carry on the war in South 
i^irica, to give doles to the parson, and 
to reduce the burden of the landowner. 

With all his long experience never 
heard a Budget speech on model of 
AsQuira’s. To say that it did not con- 
tain a classical quotation is to aflirm 
maintenance of the modern manner 
which asserted itself when Mr. G, retired 
fromtheTreasmy; but there wereno jokes, 
nor any attempt at tlieir manufacture. 
TJie Member for Sark, whose recollections 
stop short of Jokim’s only by a decade, 
does not recall a precedent for this 
humane attitude. The Chancellor of 
the Exchequer, his secret yet undis- 
closed, sways an almost servile audience. 
They nearly burst with laughing at the 
meanest ebullition of machine-made 
humour. Cuancfjjlors of "ihe Exchequer, 
being after all to a certain extent human, 
.rarely resist the temptation. Asquith, 
above all things a business man, had 
•a widespread lofty mass of intricate 


figures to expound. Literary grace, | 
scholarly erudition, eloquent phrases, 
above all little jokes, might wdl await 
another opportunity. His Budget speech 
will, amongst other things, he memor- 
able for the fact that it opened without 
exordium, closed without peroration. 
Straightway he plunged into the sea 
of statistics and with strong, sure stroke 
pursued his course to the appointed 
haven. 

For the first time in a long Parlia- 
mentary career he addressed tlie House 
for the length of two hours. As a 
rule forty minutes serves a man who, 
in whatsoever crisis, has something 
to say with every sentence. It is the 
surplusage of reiteration, the inability 
to come to grips with one’s own or tlie 
adversary’s argument, that is responsible 
for long speeches. Avoiding these 
constitutional wetiknesses, Asquith fre- 
quently concludes his speech within the 
limit of time another man appropriates ! 
for preliminary observations. His first 
Budget speech was a model of lucidity 
and, notwithstanding its two hours’ flow, 
of skilful compression. 

Business dom, -Budget brought in. 

Tuesday night — ^The chivalrous in- 
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8tmct that permanently underlies the 
manner of the House of Commons had 
fresh illustration to-day. Eyeryone 
regrets occasion of absence of Son Austejt 
when, yesterday, Budget was introduced. 
His successor at the Treasury, opening 
his speech, made graceful, sympathetic 
reference to the incident. 

Don Jose, on Front Opposition Bench, 
shared its desolation with Prince Arthur, 
Latter attempts to ward off sad thoughts, 
divert attention from too closely dwelling 
on circumstances of adversity, by study. 
Brought down with him this afternoon 
what looked like a Book of Devotions. 
Producing it from breast pocket, bent 
reverentid eyes on its dosely-printed 
double-column page, what time Ahquith 
endeavoured to put off Redmond ain6 
I with sympathetic words carefully selected 
I so as not to involve inconvenient pledges. 
It is the old question of alleged over- 
taxation of Irel^d. The Chanoeixor op 
! THE Exchequer, like the late General 
Troohd, has a plan. He and the Chief 
I Seoretart brood over it day and night. 
Next year it will be fully fashioned. 
Meanwhile Ireland must be content and 
hopeful. 

Throughout this little fencing match, 
and for an hour later whilst others spoke, 
Don Jose sat grimly silent. House 
nearly empty when he unexpectedly rose. 
When he sat down after three-quarters 
of an horn’s speech every bendi was 
filled. His business naturally was to 
“go for” the Government in general, 
Asquith in particular. But he could not 
forget the latter’s reference to “ my right 
hon. friend, the late Chancellor of the 
Exchequer,” and made warm acknow- 
ledgment. 

Homage paid to sentiment, he pro- 
ceeded to business. House, wiping its 
aged eyes, dim with tears at the affecting 
incident, gasped for breath as Don Jose 
proceed^ with amazing speech. The 
Budget, he renaarked, is humdrum, 
commonplace. Still, in die main, it is 
, die Budget of die outgoing Government. 
A poor thing, but mine own.' “ We 
! provided the surplus ; we framed the 
Estimates.’!^ Some details are faulty, 
the reduction of the Tea Duty, for 
example. But wherein there is anything 
creditable in the scheme, anything con- 
ducive to welfare of the people, then it 
belongs to “my right hon. friend, the 
late Chancellor of the Exchequer,” and 
his colleagues. 

Credit was taken by Asquith for stem 
sacrifice to sound finance by insisting on 
overwhelmed tax-payer contributing an 
extra half-million to service of the debt. 
Pooh ! Don Josi “ could say authorita- 
tively that, if it had fallen to the late 
Chancellor of the Exchequer to deal 
with his own surplus, he would have 
made a mucli larger contribution than 
this.” 


Then the Coal Tax. “ My right hon. 
friend ” whilst still at the Treasury had 
made up his mind it must go. 

Thus one by one were the props with- 
drawn from the swelling figure of the 
Chancellor OF the Exchequer, who awoke 
this morning to find his Budget ap- 
plauded from both political c^ps. He 
was a pricked bladder, nothing left of 
him but a crumpled handful of casing. 
Collapse made more striking by the 
figure of “ my'right hon. friend,” inflated 
by fond patemS breath, slowly filling 
out to majestic proportions. 

House so taken aback by this manoeuvre 
that for a while it sat silent. But when 
Don Jos 4 changing air of banter for atti- 
tude of severest condemnation, accused 
Asquith, his colleagues, and the Liberal 
Parly as a body, of dangling promise of 
Old Age Pensions as a bribe to the 
electorate, the spell was broken. A 
Homeric peal of laughter from the now 
crowded Ministerial benches filled the 
Chamber. Entering- into the joke of 
the thing, they punctuated the rest of 
Don Josi’s speech with laughter and 
ironical cheers. 

Business done . — Some Budget Resolu- 
tions agreed to. 

Wednesday . — ^Everyone glad to see 
C.-B. back again, restored to health by 
Channel ozone. Has been at Dover for 
a fortnight, like Goldenrod, 

Rocked by breezes, 

Touched with tender light, 

Fed by dews, 

And sung to by the sea. 

The Opposition unite with faithful Minis- 
terialists in the hearty cheer that wel- 
comes his re-appearance from behind 
the SPEApaa’s Chair. 

Came in time to hear promising maiden 
speech, from one of his young men. 
Lulu, in charge of Bill limiting privi- 
lege of voting at Parliamentary elections 
to a single effort, sparkled with quiet 
humour. Speech had advantage of being 
delivered in. musical voice with modest 
'noanner. First Commissioner of Works 
is a decided acquisition to debating 
power on the Treasury Bench. 

^ Bill created consternation in Conserva- 
tive ranks. Sound Constitutionalists see 
in it another prized privilege lopped 
off by Radical hands. In the final 
Parliament of the last century sat a 
Member whose proud boast it was that 
by taking thought fand express trains) 
he succeeded within the space ©f twdve 
hours in voting in eleven constituencies. 
When this Bill is added to Statute Book 
he will be saved some railway fares. 

“ What we ’re comi^ to I really don’t 
know,” said Dixon-Burtland wearily. 
“ On the very day we have this Ministry 
bringing in a Bill abolishing plural 
voting, we read in the papers of a 
publican putting up a notice that he 
will serve customers with only one drink 


per diem. What with one man one I 
vote and one man one pint, our beloved i 
country is hurrying to the dogs.” | 

Business done . — Justioos of the Peace 
Bill and other measures advanced. 


NEOLOGIO TERMINOLOGICS. 

[In an article contributed to tbe second 
volume of “Sociological Papers,” wbicb has 
just appeared, Mr. Stuart Glennie uses the 
words “ neotechnios,” “ eupolitics,” ^ “ demi- 
itrgics,” and “ archontagogic kalliagogics,”] 

How oft in my search after knowledge 
At college, 

"When Greeks would appear to talk rot, 
I turned for advice to your pages, 

Ye sages, 

Omniscient Liddell and Scott ! 

And seldom you failed to discover a clue 
To Pindar and Plato and iEscnYLus too ; 
You straightened the crookedest passage, 
for you 

Were still (so to speak) on the spot. 

And now from the shelf of dust 
Where many a year you have lain 
In a cloud of smoke and fust and must 
I take you down again. 

Full many a riddle you ’ve read for me, 
But this is the woi*st of any ; 

For nothing that dates from your old 
. B.C., 

However corrupt the MS. may he, 

Is half so ‘tough 
As this terrilfie stuff 
By Mr. Stuart Glennie. 

I plunge in its abysms, 

And there I find 
With wondering mind 
Most weird neologisms. 

Yet with your aid, immortal twain, 

I struggle, not, at first, in vain. 

At “neotechnics” I can guess ; 

“ Eupolitics ’’perchance express 
A kind of meSning — more or less ; 

And “ demiurgics,” too, appear 
To hint at something, ihough, I fear. 
Precisely what, is not quite clear. 

But then I find a plirase 
Most unexpectedly let off on us, 

That throws thestartled senses inamaz© — 
Fantastical and most kakophonous. 
Not all your learning, deathless pair, 

Can tell the meaning hidden there— 
Your wit, nor aU your lion’s share 
Of sage etymologies ! 

Your pages eagerly I con ; 

Alas, they shed small light upon 
The force of — ^what is it ? — ^Aichon- 
tagogic kalliagogics. 

Ah, LamiL and Soorr, you may help one 
a lot 

In common or garden Hdlenics, 

But ’twill take all your art to assist us to 
start 

On the Greek of these queer Stuart- 
glennics. 
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t -rue i iiDin CHmER XH— Secret Chambers. 

LONDON Trlt LUnIDa Wlien tlie interior of a house is set 

(Being a respectful amplification of Mr, Qe^ge stSigQ, the fourth wall is always 

R. Sims* “ Mysteries of Modem Londm. ) ^.own in order that the audience may see 
Introduction. what is going on. In real life the dramas 

The time has gone hy to look upon within &e domestic interior are played 
London with an unsuspicious eye. with the fourth wall up. Sometimes 
London must henceforward stand forth through the windows we may catch a 
in its true colours as the capital of crime, passing glance of domestic comedy, hut 
the metropolis of mystery, the nexus of when it comes to drama, care is taken 
nepotism. that no passer-By shall have a free enter- 

If it were realised that scores of people tainment. ‘ 
whose death has been accomplished by Most London houses have secret 
the hand of the assassin are quietly chambers ; and the older houses secret 
buried in London cemeteries every year passages too, communicating with ^ve- 
without the slightest suspicion of wrong, yards. One walks along a quite ordinary 
I the public would be startled. But the and outwardly respectable and obvious 
' fact remains. street, such as Gower Street, little recking 

It may be stated as an axiom that no of the dark tragedies that are going 
murderer is ever caught. The few on behind the fourth wall : murder, 
murderers who are brought to the skeletons, &c. There is one house in 
scafiEold are victims of the police. Heal Gower Street that not only has a secret 
murderers, who may be counted by chamber, filled with bones, but also a 

thousands, always es-— 

cape and settle in 
London. 

Chatter I. 

Dark Mouses. 

The strange, the 
weird, the romantic, naay 
be found at every turn 
of the great mazeTof 
mystery which is called 
London. Tlie homes of 
mystery and romance lie 
often at our vexy doors, 
unknown and unex- 
pected. We pass a scene 
which the novelist or the 
dramatist could turn to 
thi-iUing account, and 
to us it suggests not AT THE WRESTLING MATCH. 

even a passing thought Bnthmastic Old Gent. “Go on, Sonny! vStick ’old op 

of wonder. 

Yet there is no end to the death- moat and portcullis. But this is not 
dealing agencies of London. Poisoned exceptional. There is a house in Crom- 
doormats that strike up through the well Road from which no butler ever 
soles of the boots. Knockers that deli- emerged .live. 



cately abrade the skin and communicate 
their fatal essences. Beh-pusbes that 


Chapter XYII . — The Sombre Bus. 
One of the most curious psychological 


woxmd througli lie There are STnfroTth7 

some houses r^here no mse man ever ? 


some houses where no wise man ever 
calls. 

Chapter IV.— Life-long Masquerades. 


criminals evince. They cannot keep out 
of them. Never trust any one in an 


Most of the men you see in London omnibus. London omnibuses are in 
are really [women in disguise ; most of reality so many Black Marias manquees. 
the women, men. The members of the It would be quite safe for a Scotland 


Lyceum Club are nearly all men. Yard ins;^ector to mount the box and 

GsmmJ..- -Nummary Justice. of straight to Bow 

. ■ , \ Street 

Private executions are by no means 

the uncommon things that people sup- Chapter XXL — Tragic Obliterations. 

pose. Many an opulent and respected City There are streets and squares and 

man, whose word is his bond in Lombard terraces in London which have been 
Street, maintains a guillotine or scaffold, renamed in order that they may no 
or even electrocution chair, in his West longer be associated in the specialist’s 
End house, and keeps a private cemetery mind with the dark deeds of which they 
in the country. I know of one such in have been the scene. Sometimes, where 
Kent. the renaming has been a difficult one, 


the houses have been renumbered. But 
many remain as they were, and Londoners 
pass them daily and hourly, little dream- 
ing of the drama that once made them 
notorious. 

What was Piccadilly before it was 
Piccadilly? Ah! 

No house agent would dare to tell you 
all he knows. 

Why do house agents so often retire 
and make room for new partners ? 
Because their burden of dark knowledge 
is more than they can bear. The asylums 
are full of house agents. 

Chapter XXXIH. — Restaurants. 

Evei^one you see in a restaurant is 
a political refugee engaged in hatching 
a plot against authority. Especially 
the women. The waiters are .all in 
league with them. 

Chapter XLI. — Disappearances. 

One day a man whom I know — a 

prosperous suburban 

tradesman — went into 
a City office — ^the oflBce 
of a firm with whom he 
had business transac- 
tions. He paid an 
account, and said he 
should come back late 
in the afternoon to give 
an order. He was going 
to his bank to cash a 
cheque. 

He was seen within 
a few hundred yards of 
that bank by an ac- 
quaintance, but he never 
cashed the cheque, and 
he was never heard of 
again. 

Where is he? Cloak- 
’is ’ead ” attendant at one of 

the opium dens tliat are 

so common all over London ? Croupier at 
one of the gambling hells in Kensington 
High Street? Where is he? And this 
is only one of many cases. Think of 
all the sailors and passengers who are 
missing when their ship has gone down 
in mid ocean! Where are they? For 
the sea is not so poor a melodramatist 
as to drown them. No, they are all 
somewhere, leading double lives. 

Chapter LII , — Deceitful Shop Fronts. 

How would you like to he mangled to 
death ? Yet it is not uncommon. Who 
would think that those innocent-looking 
little laundries that one passes, where the 
girls are ironing and talking so brightly, 
are really death-traps ? No one ever came 
through a mangle alive. In 1803, Mr. 
William Peskyrorb, 'the inventor, was 
walking along PiU'k Laic. Hestop[»c(l and 
entered a laundry tliore to eomphiiii ul)out 
Ills collars. He has never been mn\ since. 
Tins is only one of IhauHandtt of eas<»8. 

Umbrellii shops are rarely what tliey 
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seem. Tlie Tunbrella is the commonest 
medium for the secret conveyance of 
nitro-glycerine and other explosives used 
by the anarchists who infest our city. 
The wise man purchasing an umbrella 
always takes the one offered him by the 
shopman. No knowing what might 
happen if he touched one of the others. 
In 1881 an umbrella shop in Leather 
Lane caught fire and burned out. Every- 
one attributed the fire to a gas explosion. 
It was not gas. 

Chapter LVI. — The Hiding of the Dead. 

If only the back gardens of London 
could teH their secrets! Oh if walls 
had tongues or even knew the deaf and 
dumb lan^age! Many a motor-car is 
a tumbril in disguise. You have seen 
those broughams that drive about 
nominally fiUed with drapers’ patterns ? 
What do they really contain ? Ah 1 

Chapter the Last. — The London Morgue. 

It is generally thought that London 
has no Morgue. But this is not true. 
Every London house is a Morgue. 


Aooording to The Morning Tosty the 
start of the Marathon Race took place at 
Marathon at three p.m. on May 1. “ The 
winner,” it goes on, “ arrived at Athens 
two months ago. He ran splendidly, 
and finished as fresh as paint.” This is, 
of course, easily a record, beating the 
previous best by two months, two hours, 
and fifty-eight minutes. After reading of 
it we do not wonder that the winner is 
uncertain whether his name is Herring 
or Sherring. Personally we incline to 
Herring, having just read in the papers 
that “a plaice, 'which travelled 200 
miles in ten weeks, has been caught off 
the Irish coast.” There is evidently 
some sort of movement going on in the 
fish world. 

“To ask the Secretary of State for 
Foreign Affairs if his attention has been 
called to the following : — 

“Pork Butcher, young, married, requires 
Situation ; cure, make smmls, Germans ; kill if 
required ; good references .” — Evening News. 

“To ask what steps, if any, he will 
take to deal with this threat to a great 
and friendly nation (loud cheers) ; and 
whether the references mentioned were 
from the late Government (groans) ; and 
if the German Government has made 
any representations on the subject.” 

We are always glad to see our dumb 
fdlow creatures showing a spirit of 
independence, and we are particularly 
pleased with a horse who advertises as 
follows in the Bath Herald : — 

“ Useful Brown Cob, 14-2. Good and reliable 
in any harness. Owner no further use.” 


THE PHILTERED CUP. 

The Covent Garden Opera Syndicate 
grows confident to the verge of tyranny. 
It opened the season’s operations last 
Thursday with one of the most exacting 
of Wagner’s music-dramas; ordered us 
in on empty stomachs at seven o’clock ; 
and turned the lights out so that we 
could not look at one another, but had 
to concentrate ourselves on ihe heavy 
business in hand. I don’t know what 
we had done to deserve this, and I dis- 
approve of being treated like a child. 
(King Alfonso, I notice, agrees with me. 
He preferred to go to the Aldwych, 
where they keep the lights up.) It is 
not that I am afraid of the dark ; and of 
course there is no real danger to your 
pockets, even though you maybe sitting 
next to a dramatic critic; hut I had 
bought a hook of the words, and should 
have liked to foUow the sense of it all. 
I am sure that Wagner himself would 



A Long Strong Pgll at the Philtebed Cup. 


Isolde . . . Prau Wittich. 

Tristan . . . Herr Anton Burger. 

have wished me to grasp the meaning 
of his music ; for that it always means 
something I am honestly convinced. And 
with the book of the words to help me, if 
I had been allowed to use it, I might, for 
instance, have understood, when I saw 
the two lovers gazing speechlessly at 
one another for something under five 
minutes, with half the width of Isolde's 
very roomy private cabin between them, 
that they really had plenty to say, 
but were waiting for the orchestra to 
catch up with the situation. I might 
further have gathered that the Cup, in 
I which the germs of death were bdieved 
to lurk, actually contained a fhiltron, or 
amatory potion ; whereas, from seeing it 
jerked about in a series of dramatic 
spasms and recklessly hdd aloft at 
impossihle angles, I concluded that it 
was empty by the time it reached the 
gentleman’s bps. 

No, if the lights must be turned down 
somewhere, let them be turned down on 
the stage. Then some illusion might he 
i preserved. AsitwaSjiflDoaysayit with.- 


out discourtesy, the somewhat opulent 
figures of Tristan and Isolde offered 
little correspondence with one’s concep- 
tion of a pair of relatively youthful lovers, 
to say nothing of the emaciation which 
commonly attends an ill-starred passion. 
What is it in the physical conditions 
of the Fatherland that makes it so 
difficult for German Opera to secure 
singers who shall convey some sort of 
impression of the heroic type in its early 
vigour and grace? If such vocalists 
are not to he had, why not select actors 
for the suitability of their physique 
and let them move through their parts 
in dumb pantomime while the singing 
is being done in the wings ? 

It was the boast of Wagner that in 
his music-dramas he aimed at a com- 
bination of the arts in which each 
should have its fair share. I will not 
dare to advance the heresy that it is 
still the music (dramatic music, I admit) 
that comes firat and the rest where they 
can. But^ I may safely say that the 
plastic art is left to take its own chance 
when an actor is chosen without due 
regard to the question of his ability to 
look the part. 

Frau WiTTion, at her best in the less 
strenuous passages, sang admirably, and 
played with fine intelligence. Herr 
Anton Burger, though his appearance 
was not heroic, and though he never 
seemed quite comfortable on the blue 
rug that covered the garden seat, did 
justice to the beauty of the famous love 
duet and to that most exquisite of airs 
in which he resigns himself to death — 

“ Es ist das dunkel 
Naclit’ge Land.” 

I withdrew after this, knowing that 
Tristan ‘was a perfect vulture at the 
swan-song, and would take a most 
unconscionable time in dying ; also tliat 
I was leaving things quite safe in the 
mobile hands of Dr. Riobter. 


Spurred on by the example of journal- 
istic tact that we gave the other week, 
The Amateur Photographer explains the 
Amateur Photographer Plaque in these 
words : 

“ The subject represents Photography seated 
at the feet of Art, having laid down for 
moment she too must go, whore, above the liar 
to her craft, whilst her sister points the way 
the camera and other appliances pecntemple of 
knowledge, the sun shines.” 

We must confess that there was one 
dreadful moment in the fifth line when 
we were afraid the sun would never 
shine again. 

Scene — VULage Sohool. 

Vicar's Wife, Now can any of you 
ohildreti tell me of another ark ? 

Bright Child. ’Ark the ’Erald Angels 
Sing? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

If tlie reader turns to Six Years at the Russian Court 
(Hurst and Blackett) with, expectation of finding tit-bits of 
scand^ or malicious glimpses of Imperial privacy, he or she 
will be disappointed. Miss Eagab was for six years governess 
to the Gear’s children, and, moving about with them and the 
Court, had fuU opportunity of observing hnperial Majesty at 
close quarters. In her record she is discreet even to the 
point of didness. Political questions are not even hinted at, 
and when here and there she discourses upon the social 
condition of Russia her remarks are not of the infonning 
character that create appetite for more. The best parts of the 
book are those devoted to the nursery, of which, and its little 
occupants, we get many glimpses. The Grand Duchess Olga, 
eldest of four girls, is clever and original, with a pretty 
turn for sketching. Education in some other directions 
lacks finish. When the war broke out the little Grand 
Duchess gave expression to the pious hope that the Russian i 
soldiers would “kill all the Japanese, not leaving even onei 
alive.” It being explained to her that the Japanese had 
wives and children and a country to fight for, she thoughtfully 
replied, “I did not know that the Japs were people like oot- 
selves. I thought they w'ere only like monkeys.” Grim 
contrast is suggested when we come across tlie Czar in his 
Winter Palace, or at Tsarskoe Selo, listening to the prattle of his 
children while his Empire is being battered in the Far East. 

My mind is made up, Sir, by hook or by crook 
To review Richard Baldoch, a capital book. 

Mr. Archibald Marshall, who wrote it, is known 
As a writer of excellent temper and tone. 

Imagine a boy (you have been one yourseH, 

Before you got grey and were laid on the shelf), 
joUy, high-spirited, natural boy. 

With a hatred for shams and a liking for joy. 

His mamma being dead, you will find you would rather 
Have this lady alive than his Puritan father, 

A vicar whose thoughts seem to dwell on the tomb, 

And to blame boys and men for their freedom from gloom. 
Tlie book as you read it makes painfully clear 
The checks that impeded young Richard's career. 

It is published by Rivers ; I much recommend it, 

And if you begin it you’re certain to end it. 

Si jeunesse savait, ai vieillesse 'pouvaiit is the theme to 
which Agnes and Egbrton Castle have addressed them- 
selves in their new book If YotUh hut knew (Smith, Elder). 
For their t>qpe of ignorant youth the authors have chosen 
to present to us, in Count Waldorff-Kielmansegg^ a pompous, 
self-satisfied prig, with a heart of much baser metal than the 
leg of the lady, liis namesake with a slight difference, in Tom 
Hood’s rhyme. As his countertype we have a veteran fiddler, 

, who pops up at every turn with a ri'pertoire of leit-motifs for 
the youth’s better admonishment, to save him from the wilful 
pride by which his own past was irretrievably blighted. I 
could have wished that the authors had set themselves thei 
more difficult task of illustrating the two phases of their 
theme in a single person; but there was the need of a 
happy ending, and no doubt they knew their affair. 

The book has neither the sustained passion of their best 
work, Rose of the World; nor the sustained artificiality 
proper to the life pictured in A Bath Comedy and The 
Incomparable Bellairs, Intrigue, escapades, a frowning 
castle and an oubliette provide the regulation elements of 
romance. The burlesque Westphalian Court of not' p'tit frh'e 
Jirome furnishes the kind of background which is so good for 
the display of historical colour and erudition in uniforms. The 
hearts of die virginal Sidonia and the antic fiddler— young 
April and reminiscent December,, that have no part, eidik 


of them, in the midsummer pomp of passion — supply the 
thin red blood of sentiment. It is all picturesque and 
pleasant enough, but faQs, except for a few chapters towards 
the end, to hold the reader by its spell. These chaiming 
authors are incapable of producing anything that is not 
graceful and refined and scholarly ; but one has half a suspi- 
cion that their work comes a little too easy to them — perhaps 
because there are two to make the labour light. 

Mr. Lancelot Speed’s illustrations have real merit. They 
show a very sincere sympathy with the authors’ design, and 
have many touches of pure feeling and imagination. 

Lo, Messrs. Newnes have published at the price 
Of three-and-six apiece these volumes three 
(Their print is pleasant and their binding nice) 

Of Byron’s varied mass of poetry. 

Thin-paper classics are they, but to me 

What most appeals is this that they are bound 

In lambskin, like the wolf who fain would be 

Mistaken for a sheep, and scheming found 

Sheep’s clothing best to help him as he prowled around. 

There is a fine breezy out-of-door atmosphere aliout A Man 
of No Family (Hutchinson). C. C. & E. M. Mott know not 
only all about horses, but are equally at home on the cricket 
field and by the trout stream. The hero of the story, Joe 
Dawkyn, is a sort of Mr. Smith, “ a part of whose life ” was 
told by Mrs. Walford to a former generation. A conunonsense, 
honest, straightforward man, he goes about his business j ust as 
he rides to hounds — straight, fearless, and with judgment. A 
brewer by trade, only one remove from the founder of his 
firm, and therefore not yet eligible for a Peerage, he finds 
himself accepted in county society, a much more exclusive set 
than is met with in Mayfair.' Falling in love with the 
daughter of the Earl of Melboroucjh, he does not see why he 
should not marry her ; nor, when the question is put, does she. 
The Melborough family — the Earl, his sister, and his Countess, 
especially the latter— are admirably drawn. I have not before 
come across work by these authors. If it is a first essay in 
novel writing it is singularly free from amateurish touch. 

Glasgow Men and Women (Hopder and .Stoughton) has a 
wider interest than its name implies. The book is a selec- 
tion from sketches from life by A. S. Boyd, whose pencil is 
not unfamiliar in the pages of Mr, Punch. Originally pub- 
lished in local journals, they form a valuable contribution 
to the history of the last quarter of a century. Turning over 
the pages of the portly volume in whidi they are admirably 
reproduced, one is struck by the havoc death’ has wrought 
among familiar friends. On a page of portraits one comes 
upon clever sketches of J. B. Balfour, who lived to be raised 
to the peerage and the headship of the Scotch Judicial Bench, 
and of Mr. Asher, who unaccountably missed those oppor- 
tunities. Another interesting feature is the vraiseniblance of 
veterans of to-day as they lived and moved a score of years 
ago. Hero, for example, hero of a groat Radical demonstra- 
tion at Glasgow in 1885, is Mr. Chamberlain, looking remark- 
ably like Son Austen of to-day. Another plate is iillcd with 
sketclies of Mr. Gladstone speaking about the same cptxrh at 
Hengler’s Circus in Glasgow. As I hai»peiied to bo present 
on both occasions, I can testify to the faithfulness of the 
portraits. The book is full of memories. Mr. Boyd has not 
only summoned spirits from the vasty deep, but at his 
bidding they have come. 

The nine sons of the King of Burma came to the school ftpeeUtlly 
erected for teaching the Bible to them on dephants.'*-^ Daily Dtepaielu 

The italics are Mr. Punch's, and are employed to attract 
Mr. Birrexjl’s attention to this sdtteme for popularising unde- 
nominational rd^igious teaching. 
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THE SKYLIGHTS OF LONDON. 

Tliere is xinquestionably a tendejicy with 
many writers to exaggerate tke beauties of 
foreign places, thereby tacitly belittling the 
charms of spots nearer home. The same suii, 
which in setting seems marvellously w’onderful 
from the summit of Teneriife’s Peak, sinks io 
rest with just as wonderful roseate hues over 
Acton as seen from Hammersmith ” 

Jlealili 

Tim dying liglit of siiuyet glowed 
One evening on the Bromptoii Road ; 
The very c-liinuiov-pot^ wei'e kissed 
I'o tints of pearl and amethyst ; 

And, seated on a motor-hus, 

I communed 'witli my spirit thus : 

How vain on distant shores to roam, 
When scenes like this are found at home * 
Fools count among the world’s delights 
A sunrise seen from Rigi’s heights. 

How little can such people know 
Of sunrise over Pimlico ! 

Let fickle fasliion run in quest 
Of Matterhorn and Everest, I 

Enough for me if I can still 
Breast the lone peak of Primrose Hill, 
And watch below the wanton breeze 
Coquetting with the Kilbiirn trees. 
Liana’s fac'e your soul enslaves 
* As mirrored in Geneva’s waves V 
But, tell me, have you ever seen 
The moonbeams dance on JRarson’s 
‘ Green ? 


Go, and from boredom find relief 
Upon the Peak of Teiieriffe ; 

The patriot, who for nature yearns. 
In H^pstead all he needs discerns ; 
For alien charms he has no whim — 
An Acton sunset does for him ; 

And, if he wants a wilder view, 

For threepence he can get to Kew. 


THE DAILY SHAVE. 

A coNTEA!K)RAUY States that “ shaving, 
old as it is, Las till now needed one 
tiling to raise it to the rank of an art— 
a literature.” • 

We are able to shite that tliis long- 
felt want win soon be supplied, and beg 
to announce the early publication of a 
new Id. morning paper which will be 
called — 

THE DAILY SHAVE, 

If you are a self-respecting man you 
cannot do xclthout “ Tjse Daily Suave.” 

If you are a strong-minded woman 
you will insist on your husband having 
“The Daily Shave.” 

“ The Daily Shave” wiU be clean and 
wholesome, imd many of the features 
win be Ulustrated with cuts. 

The first number wiU contain an 
instalment of the thriUing serial 
“Methods of Bakher-ism” 


by “H. C.-B.” — initials, we may hint, 
which conceal a name. “Methods op 
Barber-ism ” is alone worth tmc& the 
money (one halfpenny). Don’t miss it ; 
it is a Hair Razo_r ! 

Another attraction will be — 

Tips for Shaving, by one who lias had , 
considerable experience in Shaving for 
Tips. 

“The Daily Shave” will try lo help 
you in every possible way ; it wiU make 
the rough places smooth; and altliough 
belonging to no ]>arty its policy in 
general will be an “Imperial” one. 

We have received the follo^ving flatter- 
ing telegrams upon the new venture - 
“For cool cheek The Daily Shave 
beats everything.” 

“I used to have a beard; now I am 
going to take The Daily Shave regularly.” 

These are but two examples out of at 
least half a dozen. Originals, with 
names and addresses of senders, can be 
seen at the offices of 

“The Daily Shave,” 

New Out, E.O. 

“Paying with WordaJ’ 

“ French lady would exoban^ French qou- 
vexsatiem. for Diae o’clock lunch,, We«t End." 

Scotsman, I 


YOL. exxx. 
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OF TOP-DRESSING, 

“ Cai flavam religas comam? ” 

Betty, I liave it in my lionest lieart 

To let you know witli what a pure compassion 
I see you tire your head (and deem it smart) 

In the flamboyant mode approYed by Fashion — 
Something between 
A stuffy turban and a tambourine* 

Is it because few women dare defy 
The other women’s tyrannous dictation ? 

Or that you hope to mdt some manly eye ^ 

And wring therefrom the sort of adoration 
That innocent souls 
Offer to angels in their aureoles ? 

If that ’s your object, I am not aware 

“Who is the guileless youth, the verdant stripling, 
For whom you bind your sheaves of mellow hair 
By processes of artificial rippling, 

Using a frame 

"With borrowed fluff to overlay the same. 

It cannot be for me ; for middle age 

Leaves me, to such allurements, cool — or coolish ; 

It must be someone else, less timely sage. 

More simple, more impressioiiably foolish ; 

Some one (or more) 

Unskilled to doubt you genuine to the core. 

Yet, if you care to hear .the candid truth. 

From one who still preseiwes a sentient fraction 
Of wliat has been a heari that through and through 
Thrilled to the best capillary attraction— 

I can’t admire 

These bulging haloes rigged on padded wire. 

It ’s not as if your hair was in decline, 

. Nor do you need to have your head diminished, 

Or to obscure a scalp of poor design 
Which Nature roughly blocked and left unfinished; 
I ’ve always said 

You had a rather nicely modelled head. 

But that - bulk above your brow 

Makes all the rest beneath seem small and petty, 
Especially your brains ; and anyhow — 

To be sincere (you wish me, don’t you, Betty, 

To be sincere?) — 

Brains aren’t your strongest feature, are they, dear ? 

O.S. 

MORAL REFLECTIONS AT THE NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM, 

n. 

CoNJTNUiNG my wanderings through this unrivalled collec- 
tion, 1 came, in one of the side galleiics, xipon the gigantic 
skeleton of the “ Madoclon Amerlmnusy It did not impress 
me with any reflection of moral value, hut it does tend to 
show that, even in the eaidiest periods, our American cousins 
did things on a more colossal scale than could be attempted 
by this effete and one-horse country. There is a placard 
describing it as “ partially restored,” and ! cannot but think 
that it would l)o wiser if the authorities were to abandon all 
idea of a com])lete restoration. They may, for all I know, have 
cormiiissioiied some modern Cojn2)aiutive-Aiuitouust-Fr(nifcew- 
siein to set it up with an outfit of flesh and blood, muscles 
and skin, and so forth, and electrify it into vitality— but is it 
woi-tli while? Fortunately, there is stiU time to pause and 
reflect, as they have not advanced at present beyond the frame- 
work, whej’e (I merely suggest) the restoration might well stop. 

For, even as a skeleton, this Mastodon is the reverse of 


attractive. Its massive hones have acquired a rusty brown 
hne which is extremely distressing. Perhaps it would present 
a handsomer appearance if the authorities would have it 
bleached, or at least whitewashed. Failing these remedies, I 
should strongly recommend them to hury^ it. It has been 
dead a great deal too long already, and besides it must have 
a baleful effect on all persons of a nervous or imaginative 
temperament beholding it for the first time. I cannot believe 
that if it was absolved from further attendance anybody would 
ever miss it much. 

And, if you come to that, there are several other specimens 
of equally appalling nightmare-power, which, in the public*, 
interests, ! think might now be allowed to retire into decent 
obscurity. Among these I would particukrly mention the 
“Giant Ground Sloth or Megatherium,” which rears its 
hideous bony head twelve feet above the level of the floor, as 
it daws dumsily at a tree as though in a pathetically futile 
quest after some non-existent gentleman from one of Mr. 
Reed’s “Prehistoric Peeps.” I should like to ask: this 

beast a fit sight for neurotic infancy ? Is it not as certain as 
anything can be that it gets out after dark on most evenings, 
and looks in at many a South Kensington nursery window 
the moment nurse has switched off the light ? I am convinced 
that such escapades go far to reconcile it to its present reduced 
condition. Then the “ Giant Armadillo ” (Dinonils maxmm), 
resembling an enormous rocky egg, with a smaller egg 
serving as its repulsive head, really is a kind of outrage. Of 
course it is sovend thousancls of years since such grotesciues 
were ramping about alive and well, but that is no excuse for 
preserving them. One would so infinitely prefer to belhn'c 
they had never existed at all. • 

No animal, I am well aware, docs itself even the barest justic'c 
in skeleton form; but these creatures, at their very best, 
could never have been popular. Then why perpetuate thc^so 
first cmde and unsuccessful attempts of Nature to construct 
an elementaiy'’ animal with no nonsense about it? Why not 
let bygones he bygones, instead of raking up early iudisc‘re- 
tions which have long since been lived down ? 1 should like 
the authorities to think very smiously over this suggestion " 
I am sure there is something in it. 

Some such reflections as the above were, I fancy, passing 
through the mind of a youthful private in a line regiment, 
who, with a companion, had stroUed into the room containing 
these monstrosities. Not that either of the pair said a word 
— they were far beyond that — but both evidently felt that 
the things were “ not 

Perhaps I should make an honourable exception in the 
case of the skeleton of “Burchell’s Rhinoceros,” which still 
retains a cheery grin full of quiet humour. In life it must 
have been rather a lovable beast, and was lu’obably deeply 
attached to BuRCincix. If it had a fault, I should say it was 
a tendency to practical joking . . . 

On my way to visit the '' Dtplodocna (UivnajiV' whom I 
respect, if I do not like- -I <*ame upon a grouj) of inaidcnR 
who, with their single attendant swain, had just disc^ovennl 
a case in which some stuffed bii'ds wei-e shown iTcoiving a 
visit of ceremony from a ral>bit. “’Ullo! Bunnicn!^' 
exclaimed one of the girls, whereupon all were overcome with 
a mirth which seemed out of all proportion to the occasion 
for there was only one rabbit, and even he had nothing 
markedly ridiculous about him that T could discover. But the* 
sense of humour is apt to manifest itself in mysterious ways. 

The swain remaiked, with some ]»ri(le, that lie “*a<I nine 
at ’ome like ’bn” ('referring to the rabbit). On which a girl 

mtber, it struck me, from coquetry than any i*eal desire 
for a rabbit -said “ Gim-w?e one ! ”... “If I d/d,” he said, 
“ where ’d you Jicep it ? ” “ Ow, let it run about the *ouso,” 
said she, “it ’ud do fur a cat —we ain’t got no cat.” “But 
it wouldn’t ketch no wicc,” objected the young man, who 
seemed inclined to be stingy with the ralibits. *11 bo 
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I'lriHll rri 'I II iLi'll^ rl'll'lll 

MELODRAMA IN THE SUBURBS. 

lUJer Sinter, “ Do oive up, Nellik ! They ’re only acting.’ 
Kellie (fear/ idly). “You leave me alone. I’m enjoying it! 


all right,” replied the youing lady cheerfully, “’cos woaia’t 
(jot no mice.” I was unable to hear whether she obtained 
iier rabbit or not, but perhaps the conversation may serve 
to prove that Museums do exercise a decidedly educational 
influence in some cases. None of those girls will ever again 
suppose a rabl)it likely to prove a competent mouser . . . 

The Diplodocus is undoubtedly the star of the whole 
collection, and seems fully aware of the fact. Ibcre is a 
notice-board in th(‘ (Vntral Hall marked: “ This Yvay to die 
T)iplodocus,” an invidious distinction which, I trust, has not 
yet come to the Mogatlioriinn’s notice. He^ lias no lioard 
showing the way to him, llotli beasts are, it is true, hiirly 
obvious to a commonly observant person — but at least the 
Megatherium is what a dealer would describe as “genuine 
old,” whereas the Diplodocus is merely a moderp copy. 

However, only a few visitors seem to .realise this. . I over- 
hoard ono remark to his wife, “ I expect it was found in 
fragments, like.” “What! ain’t it made like that?” said 
she. “Na-ow,” said he, “'e was born, not made, ’e was. 
Like the Poets 1 ” 

The correct comment on a fir-t sight of the Diplodocus is : 
“Shouldn’t care to meet ’im aboin 1 and veiy few sight- 
seers omit to make it. And the sentiment, if trite, is 
undoubtedly sincere. 

But I did hear one little girl cxdaim wistfully : “ Oh, I do 
wish he lived now ! ” from which I inferred that she must be 
fond of animals. 

The Diplodocus measures from stem^ 1o stem, as I ascer- 
tained from one of the })oards widi which he is so liberally 


provided (the autliorities seem to be doing their very best to 
spoil him), exactly 84 feet, 9 inches, or, let us say, at least 
twenty-five yards longer than there could ever have been any 
reasonable necessity for him to be. Though that, no doubt, 
is entirely a matter of taste. 

Another of his innmnei*able boards requests the Public : 
“Please not to touch this specimen ’’—and of course they 
don’t. But when the original Diplodocus was in full enjoy- 
ment of life and vigour, this particular board at aU events can 
seldom have been required. The mighty has indeed fallen. 

In his present form he inspires more amusement than awe. 
He is seldom taken quite seriously ; indeed, some appear to 
consider him a huge scientific hoax— an attempt on the j>art 
of the Director of the Museum, or Mr. Oaknecie, or somebody, 
to “ get at them.” Even the Megatherium and Mastodon 
come, most unjustly, under the ban of this suspicion-- -which 
is, perhaps, another argument in favour of having them 
decently interred. 

I must urge once more that such relics of a past that no 
sensible person would wish to recall are not only obsolete, 
but most uncalcidated to imbue the youthful mind with that 
unconscious cult for the Beautiful which I have often read is 
so evsential a factor in the training of our rising generation. 

And I think these views of mine were shared to some extent 
by a most superior British artisan who was good enough to 
give me his candid opinion of the coDection as a whole: 
“ WoU enough in its way, I grant yer, Guv’nor,” he said, 
“ hut most of the articles are too olefasliioned fer me. And 
what I arsks you is : wheer ’s the Art in it all ? ” F. A. 
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...... .............. accept aH the iavitations which she is which, was largely the story of his own 

SOCIALa AND PERSON A Lai sur^* to rscoivo, lifs, rlrossoci iip, Hud, lio felt conBirfiinod. 

(In the Manner of the Radical Dailies.) Standing six feet in her richly em- to add, vulgarised, lo suit the taste of 

hpoidered siHceii footwear, with wonder- the present day. He would not have 
Lord Boxmoor s Birthday. well-chiselled fentnres of the true minded so much had the story hoeii 

CoxrrRATiTTjiTroNS from all sorts and f0^^al type, Miss GuGEiiHEiM shares Irankly a biography, hut it was not- -it 
conditions of men will to-day greet Lord j^jgg Birdie Joskett and Lady was an adaptation under a thin veneer of 

Boxmoor, who enters on his fiftieth year. B^loombe the reputation of being the modernity. For examjile, ho himself, 
Lord Boxvoor has many claims to dis- “two-step” dancer in London, as George Romney, figured under the 

tinction, and he is certainly the only -begt hanjoist in Gros- commonplace style of John Fenwick. 

Liberal Peer m the kingdom who has venor Square. Miss Gugex^eim, who is (Cries of “ Shame.”) He asked what was 
twice mamed an American heiress, philanthropic as she is beautiful, to be done ? The author being a liidy. 
besides being a member of the National never ridden in a bus, and never he could not take such measures as 
Liberal Club. gives a hansom-driver less than half a he might had the work been that of a 

He IS a Mus. Doc. (roronto), as well as goverei^^n. man. But some action was needful, 

I anR.S.O.(averyrarecomhination); heis ® ^ because although, taking it altogether, 

patron of fifty-nine livings, possesses the * Die Meistersmger. » ^ 

finest cellar in Mayfair, and is owner of There was a huge audience at Oovent transgressed very seriously in her en- 
five country seats, three grouse-forests, Garden on Saturday for the performance croachment on liis privacy, wliat miglit 
four racing yachts, three sons and two of Wagner’s droll though somewhat happened liad his story fallen into 
daughters. His income is commonly jprolix Meistersirujer. The Duchess of other hands? The thought of tlie treat- 
reported to run into six figures; he is Reading, in emerald velvet with salmon- which Miss Corelli, for extiniple, 

also deeply rehgious, and has a beautiful pink insertions, entertained a party of have given it was more than he 


JJLUtO JLJLWVV^X J. J.Vi.vLV^Xl. J-fcv v - 

gives a liansom-driver less than half a he might had the work hecu that of a 
sovereign. ]uan. But some action was needful, 

° ^ . .. because althongh, taking it allogcther, 

“Dm Mawtersmger.” ^ Mrs. Waiip had not 

nm ^ ..j ® - ..... 


tenor voice. 

Park Lane Palace. 


Anarchists in her omnibus box. 


could bear. (Prolonged shudders.) 


Countess of Gioolbswick, still in mourn- jjr. Le Quecx. (Sensation.j f)r even, 


’nnr:T.’„ ff, ^0^ 1^6^ h^baud who was killed w a gj, other way,' Mr. Hexby ,1 

balloon accident three weeks ago, was (Ponic.) Ho would say no more, 
^corted by her unde Ixird Jack Smj/ER l-eception which tho Mecliiig hml j 


speah’s Park Lane Palace. 


On such occasions the decorations are Mrs. Burbery Kite and their winsome 

gorgeous, the cuisine unexceptionable, daughter, Miss “ Guttie ” Kite, who has 


Colonel ills remarks showed him tlmt its feeling 
and BumEjiv Kite and Uieir winsome anmsod. (Ghcers.) 


TIio OIUIUMAN, boforc. calling on the 

and the whole entertainment IS arranged the reputation of having the longest Meethnrfor somo nrictic-il Ktiim-iNtioiiN 

JtZ jIZ, r !'» ««<1 “* I'ovi'w 

tion was peaditrees laden with ripo = hunself ha<l tlie kind of (-amu- tba Jenf 

tmt, laming « .™.ne .I™ tb, SHADES IN REVOLT. wV^lm 

kthl ball-room, _w|lo. massive gold of ^ tlu- 


^kets fillX^th bdli^ ^ the same pilch of eloquence. 

^ ^ pmilrl TtA fnIrATi Irt rtrnt.A/>+. +. 1 ia ■nvivAATT nf k 11 rtivr/i/l Ukiirl ■fltof liiu 


Titled Singer. 


Lord Huntbroombe, who is justly cele- modem liters of fiction. 


National Qalleiy to see what measures The ghost of (I viNsiiouoriiir, wlio 
could be taken to protect tlie privacy of followed, said that his life also had 
their lives from ruthless treatment hy lacked ])ictiireH(iuo deluils, hut h<‘ syin- 


palhiscd very .sirougly with liis frieial 


ihrated for his diamond pins, the name The Chair was taken hy the ghost of Romney, who had alr(*iidy Ikh^u ti'caiod 

of which is legion, is naturally very Sir Joshua Reynolds, while there were iuiaginalivelv once for all by the Jaft* 

proud of the vocal talents of his daughter also present Messrs. Gainsborough, fiord Tennyson. His own gi'icvanciMvas 
Lady Gwendolen Boodle, who has been Turner, Wiwn, Orome, Romney, Opie, less exalted, but not Jew painful for 
singing at several of the most rechercM Redgrave, Raeburn, Leslie, Mulready, it was Ids fate to havi) tho name Lr 
charity concerts of late. Wilkie, IIooarth, and many others, which be liad ttiilcil fiir nmny years kept 

Lady Gwendoten’s voice gives ^eat Constable stood at the d(X)r. alive quite as much by a slmpc^if hat as 

promise, and is of quite exceptional Having in his opening remarks laid by his picture's. 

range,^extendmg,inmoinentsof emotion, doTO the general proposition that a dead Other speakers followed to the same* 

quite^beyond the limits of the gamut, artist is better tlian a living novelist effect, there lieing no illssc'ntient voieo 


Admired American Belle. 


G^aards, National Gallery Director, the Chaikm.in that he would in time couuj to bo projicrl v 

Admired Belle. l^MNEt to lay bis case rccogiiispd- fn bis lifetimo he was tlic 

* . before the meeting. victim of a cruel const >1 mey - • ((Vies 

At present Mrs. Vanderorump is at The ghost of Romney, who was rc- of “CliestnutH,” and uitroar during 

her house in Qrosvenor Square recover- ceived witli enthusiasm, thereupon rose which the gliast was at, last induced to 
ing from an attack of trypanosoma and addressed the Meeting. He was not, sitdoTO.) 

contracted while shooting big game on he said, a vindictive spirit; he believed Tlieqncstiun d punitive amldcierrent 
the Nandi plateau. in a certain freedom being allowerl to measures was then coiisidfwL A long 

Miss Mamie Gugelhbim, her handsome writers m their choice of material, but discussion took place as to whether it 
daughter— Mrs. Vandercrump, like Heniiy he was compelled to draw the line at was wisest to haunt and terrify the 
■yilL, from whom she traces her descent, some things. There had recently been authors themselves or their pubiyiers 
has beenmaiTied six times -will be in brought to his notice a new novel by To haunt the authors, it U'as held, wouhl 
» season, although it a popular— 'and possibly deservedly perhaps be more logical, but to liaunt 

wdl be quite impossible for her to popular — lady novelist, the story of and disoiiirage the publishers woiihlliit 
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tlie offenders harder. (A voice, “Also 
hooksellers.”) It was therefore decided 
that, althoiigh the authors were not to 
I ho allowecl to have wholly untroubled 
nights, the principal attack should be 
directed against the publishers and 
booksellerB. 

A further discussion was then held as 
to whether Mrs. Ecjmpiirt Ward and her 
])ublishcrfl, Messrs. Smith and Elder, 
slionld be informed of their misdeed, or 
whether they should bo mei'ely warned, 
and it was ultimately decided to take no 
steps this time, but make the punish- 
ment all the more drastic and exemplaiy 
if the offence occurred again. 

A vote of thanks to the Chairman, 
which he failed to hear, concluded the 
proceedings. 


A DOOR plate in Kensington announces : 

“Madame 0 Dresses and Laces.’’ 

We rejoice in the first avowal, hut, as a 
Past Grand Worshipful Master of the Anti- 
Corset League, wo deprecate the other. 


THE AUTOMATIC SCENT-CAR. 

Public feeling has been deeply stirred 
hy a suggestion that motorists should 
he compelled to drown the odour of 
petrol proceeding from their cars in 
some less offensive aroma. Why not? 
We have much pleasure in presenting 
to the world the very latest thing iii 
autoinohilisin. The vSceiiiipcdo is a 
4-Byringer, rocking-h.p. roadster with 
vaseline engines, driven by the alternate 
explosions of Fmngipaiii and Opoponax. 
Round the rear of the tomieau runs a 
perforated pipe ejecting, when the car 
is in motion, a continuous cascade of 
Sanitas., Tins serves the double pur- 
pose of fumigating infected areas and 
abating the dust nuisance, whilst it is 
conjectured that street arabs will find a 
soothing refuge under the deodorising 
spray. Each car contains a series of 
reserve tanks to meet special emergen- 
cies. 

Thus the susceptibilities o£ highly- 
strxmg rustics and pedestrians are 


gratified by the discharge of an ingeni- 
ous compound, comprising the bouquets 
of new-mown hay, Bourire d'Avril^ and 
bone-manure, while on passing a string 
of thoroughbreds, the careful chauffeur 
will render those intelligent beasts 
thoroughly docile by a well-managed 
jet of Jockey Club, resex’ving his foun- 
tain of lavender-water and salts of lemon 
to quiet the apprehensions of governess- 
carls. 

Everything in fact Uiat human inge- 
nuity can devise has lieen done to rendei* 
the Sceiitipede grateful and comforting 
to other occupants of the high road, 
and even the horn will emit a note 
j midway between the buzzing of a hum- 
ble-bee and the melodious nocturne of 
a hani-door owl. 

In the coarse of time ozone and the 
autocar will become interchangeable 
temiBj’and all the benefits of a week- 
end trip to Margate or Blackpool (to 
say nothing of tiie Trosachs) will be 
secured by a momentary whiff of the 
breezes in its wake. ^ 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

The Feminine Watch. 

In the Chronicles of an ancient kingdom, long since 
decayed and obliterated from geography, it is narrated that 
the then King, a chieftain, who made business efficiency his 
watchword, issued a decree providing for the erection of 
sun-dials in all the commercial centres, and markets, and 
highways and public resorts throughout the kingdom, and 
commanding all his adult subjects, without distinction of sex 
and upon severe penalties, constantly to observe these sun- 
dials and to make a record upon their tablets of the time 
so observed. “ Thereupon,” the. Chronicler continues, “ there 
arose a strange and perplexing situation, which soon, grow- 
ing to an extraordinary and unforeseen degree, threatened 
to subvert the established institutions of the kingdom, and, 
indeed, fell not far shoit of V'rsr’rir ^•■'6 kingdom itself to 
an end. For whereas aUmei* r- - m.'in obeyed the decree, 
save only here and there one of the baser sort, the women 
on the other hand, whether moved by some natural infirmity 
or incited by the craft of conspirators T cannot say, from the 
outset resisted the decree, and in the end, banding them- 
selves together, boldly defied it and caused gi’ave annoyance 
to the officers and judges whose duty it was to enforce it. 
In course of time the prisons became filled with women, and 
the expense of building new cells rose to a sum of many 
millions. Nor was this the only inconvenience. After four 
years it was estimated that four-fifths of the women of the 
kingdom were incarcerated, and the Eegistrar - General 
having been unable to record either a marriage or a birth 
for some time past, resigned his office on the ground of an 
insufficiency of fees, being in addition deprived of the society 
of his wife and four daughters, all imprisoned as a result of 
disobedience to the decree. The population being thus in 
danger of extinction, a high fooling of patriotic dissatisfaction 
grew even amongst the men of the country, and eventually i 
I the decree was repealed so far as it affected women.” ' 

The scribe nairates at some length the great popular 
festivities that attended the r^eal, but with tliese and with 
certain statistical ohseivations I shall not trouble iiiy reader. 
My purpose is rather to point out how firm and unvarying 
through the ages is the natural disposition of women, and 
how even in our own advanced liorological civilisation our 
female element displays the same distaste for time and the 
instruments that mark its course as clistiugui-hed the revo- 
lutionary ladies of this ancient and forgotten kingdom. 

^^No:w it is, of course, true tliat with us nearly every woman 
has a watch, or at any rate something that by tlie 

name of a watch. It has a dial provided •m'': i hands 
and inscribed with numerals so minute that a 
glass is necessary for their discernment. It- i-.a-h ■-{ 
gorgeously enamelled in shining blue or green or ruby red, 
and with tasteful little wreatlis of diamonds. It 

hang- from an enameUecl and jewelled knot- 

brooch pinned to the gentle breast of its owner. No liuman 
being who wished to know the time would e^"er consult it, 
for either it never goes, never having been wound up, or, if 
in an occasional fit of temper or remembrance its wearer does 
wind it, it never l)y any cliance condescends to tell the right 
time. I have heard a lady say, with a flush of pride, that 
to-day her watch is going, and I have seen her proceed at 
thr^ p.M. to an appointment fixed for 1.30, while her watch, 
which] happened at that moment to lie dangling face out- 
wards, pointed impudently to 10.15. 

It appears, therefore, that the feminine watch is not a 
watch at all, hpt a fetish. Some high esoteric significance 
it must have, for as a time-keeper it is, as I have said, quite 
without value, and, as a more ornament, it is easily surpassed 
by others wliiph do not boast its scientific pretensions. 
Something there must be in the idea (probably mistaken) 


that it conceals machinery in its innermost recesses, and that 
on occasion it can be presumed to tick, which makes a woman 
feel that by possessing it she is brought into relation with 
the mighty unseen forces that cause the earth to spin on its 
axis and bring about the sunshine and the rain. But on 
this subject women are reticent, or, if you venture to ask 
one of them why she wears a watch, sbe will probably reply 
with perfect effrontery that men wear watches and that she 
doesn*t see why women shouldn’t wear them too. 


TO CONSCIENCE. 

0 Conscience, Conscience, you that pry uubidden 
In my dark soul, from morn till dewy eve, 

Seeking those details I would fain keep hidden 
E’en tom myself, whose pitiless gui vive 
Guile may not baffle, nor excuse deceive, 

Who, deaf to aU opinions of my own, 

Compel my conduct to your own good leave, 
Discarnate Grundy of my moral tone. 

Confound you, Conscience, can’t you let a man alone ? 

All that I seek of profit or of pleasure 
You would preposterously bid me shun — 

All that I do -clear gods ! what words can measure 
Those after -ngonies ? “ 0 Naughty One ! 

Repent, i tell you ! This was not well floue ! ” 
And, as 1 know of sad experience, 

There is no rest for me when that ’s begun — 

You have no tact, no manners : ten years hcn(*e 
You’ll stiU be dragging out that crusted old offence. 

"Were you content from day to day to wake iq) 

My waning zeal, but little need be said ; 

Bui why, oh, why deliberately rake up 
The Late Lanicntod, why profane tlu' dead 
In their cold Past and chuck them tit my lieatl ? 

1 ask you, is it decent, is it. fair 

To hoist these , veterans from tlioir wormy lied? 
Better, far bettor, leave tluuii as they w(‘ris 
Thau thrust them in a light tlu'y an* not uuuint to bear. 

And, oh my Coiiscieiice, whi*n‘foro bo invidious? 

These, as I ku(‘w them, w(*re not wholly lilai’k; 
They had tlieir failings to tlio nion^ fastidious, 

Bui still, there uw a ]>leasural)le smack 
About thorn soiiiewliero why not bring that iiaek? 
Also I know not why your choice should fall 
^On 7n6 to bear the Inniut of your attack ; 

"When some, whom it. wore tluttcry to (‘all 
Brofiigate, seem to have, no const ‘ion(‘i*H at all. 

For one (*omparatively law-al)i(liug 
T'o see them, up to evtuy merry trick, 

Pleasing themselves, enjoyably backsliding 
In calm indifferciice to the gaping XicK, 

^ I say, it makes me positively si(*k. 

No nagging Voice withholds them from Ilnur shame, 
NoUiiiig they reck of vour compunctiou-v prick ; 

^ I* -T alone -must twuubie at your Name ; 

No doubt it does im* good ; but da.sh it, play the game ! 

hrii-DcM. 


Oar Cosmopolitan Patriots. 

The TribunCy objecting to tin* use of (icrmitn uuifonns by 
British sandwichmen, says : ” Perhaps those responsible for 
tlmActof 1801 thought that, if they jirotectcd the British 
uniform, respect for the uni forms of langhbouring Powers 
might safely be couniocl on to ilo t In* rc-i . ’ I'licrc i.- a pathetic 
nalvcU alxiut this interpretation of the sentiments of the last 
liberal Government. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

We hear that a little Yolume contain- 
ing Ml*. Bireell’s replies to deputations 
■\vhL he published shortly under the title 
Snuhltey Dicta. 

The Government’s Education Bill is 
proving a Liberal Education in itself, 

A Nonconformist minister, speaking 
on the subject of the Education Bill last 
week, referred to “ The Madrali of Non- 
conformity wreslhng with the Hacken- 
scTiMiDT'of Clericalism.” We like the| ij 
picture of Dr. Clifford as a Terrible 
Turk — and so does Abdul Rvmid. 


By the by, it is not, we believe, 
generally known that, had war broken 
out between Great Britain and Turkey, 
it woidd have been found that our 
Government had entered into a secret 
treaty with Racikenschmidt with a view 
to keeping I'DDR^Uir in check. 


It is denied that the Bill for founding 
a Court of Criminal Appeal is to be 
abandoned. The Government does not 
so lightly break the pledges it gave to 
its supporters at the Election. 


It is reported from Natal that assegais 
made in Birmingham and Germany have 
been sold to the rebels. The Tariff Reform 
League asks indignantly, wliy wore they 
not all made in Biiiningham ? 


It has transpired at the War Stores 
Enquiry that the contractors always 
found it impossildo to cheat the 7th 
Hussars. It is now rumoured that this 
regiment is to be re-named The King’s 
Own Sharpshooters. 


We are undoubtedly progressing. A 
number of British officers visited Metz 
last week to study some of the battle- 
fields of 1870. A little while ago a trip 
to Agincourt would have been deemed 
sufficient. 


The writer who asserted, in The Daily 
Mail, that most ladies’ clubs were dis- 
graced by the dishonesty of their nieni- 
l)ers was made to look rather foolish by 
a lady who wrote to say tliat she once 
left a diamond ring in the dressing-room 
of her Club, and it 'teas not sfolcn. 


We shall soon know which are the worst 
pictures of the year. “ Pictures o£ 1906 ” 
is asking the Public to record their votes 
for what they consider the best. 


.Meanwhile some artists are of the 
opinion in regard to a certain painting 
bearing themotto, “ We brought nothing 
into this w-orld, and it is certain wo can 
carry nothing out,” that the' Hanging 


Committee should have persuaded the 
porters to make the attempt in the 
instance of this canvas. 


Interviewed by a representative of The 
World, a distinguished Royal Acade- 
mician remarks, ‘‘ Thank goodness, the 
Old Masters can’t paint portraits to-day.” 
Nor some of the Modern Masters, to j iidge 
by the present show at Burlington House. 
The Tailor and Cutler even goes so far 
as to hint that not even Mr. SAWiEyr’s 
portraits are up to the standard of the 
Tailors’ showcards. 


With reference to tlie accident to the 
Headmaster of Eton, who slipped while 
descending some steps, and sprained his 
ankle, we are in a position to deny the 
siUy and malicious rumour that Mr. 
Lyttelton was sliding down the banis- 
ters at the time. 


“Your Prime Minister is the un- 
crowned King of the country,” said I )r. 
Retoii. He does what [hejikes.” Hir 
Henry and Mr. Keir-H.vrdik smiled 
grimly on bearing this. 


We are glad to hear from llio Biv- 
minyhani Post that a New Jersey 
gouileniciiilia!?’, after lengthy experiments, 
“succeeded iu producing a brood of 
eleven chickens each having one leg 
longer tlian tlio other. Ilic advantage 
(hiimed for them ovei- other chickens is 
that tliey arc, by reason of their deformity, 
eompoUed to walk in circles, and cannot, 
therefora, wander far afield.” 

We think the New Jersey gentleman 
has wasted his time rather. Ho could 
have got the same results, at fur less 
inconvenience to himself, by produciu 
a brood of chickens each having one le 
shorter than the other. 


fcx) ta 
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TRAVELUNG FACILITIES. 

[“ Tiie Midland Railway has provided elabo- 
rate sets of chessmen and drn'''ar^*'5, by 
of which passengers may ■■■■■ ’li. monotony 
of the long journey.”] 

We are glad to be able to announce 
tbe following facilities for amusement 
afforded by tbe other Companies. 

Thanks to the enterprise of the* Great 
Northern a very good game of hunt the 
slipper may howbe enj oyed by passengers 
on the night expresses. 

Each compartment of the suburban 
trains on the Great Eastern is to be 
fitted with a gramophone to facilitate the 
game of musical chairs. 

' By arrangement with tlie Editor of 
The Spectator excellent miniature rifle 
ranges ai'e to be erected in the corridors 
of the London and North Western trains, 
and it is hoped that the general travelling 
public will be tlnis induced to take an 
interest in the matter oE national effi- 
ciency. 

The refresliment cars of the Great 
Central Railway will be thrown open for 
marbles between meals. 


Pulhnan Cam (fitted with collapsible 
seats) are now available for hockey 
practice on aU the Brighton expresses. | 
Shirts and shorts may be obtained at 
the bookstalls at Victoria. Light racks 
provided for lady spectators at usual 
fares. 

The Caledonian Railway Company begs 
.to call the attention of golfers to the 
substantial railings now erected round 
the tops of its carriages, which render 
driving and approadi shots, with a 
captive golf baU, a comparatively safe 
and enjoyable pastime. Special insurance 
tickets issued to 1st class passengers 
only. 

The Great Western hopes before the 
wintei' comes to adapt its mail-bag 
nets for parlour football in the Post 
Office carriages. 

The Management of the District Rail- 1 
way regrets that it does not see its way I 
to^ offer further facilities fur the euter- 
taininent of its dients. 

The Cey of the Children : Goodness I 
creche us ! ” I 


THE CULT OF THE TIUP. 

[There are many shapes hi the Spr'ng 
Millinery, but only one angle. Paper,] 

Attend while I lilt 
Of the impudent tilt 
Achieved by the hat of the day ; 
From the back rising high 
It eclipses one eye 
In a manner audaciously gay. 
Whether foryj^c, Lou i ^ Quinze or bo'ijcre, 
It isn’t the nhaim tinii you wear ; 

But, for damsel or aunt, 

It ’s a question of slant- - 
On a cluster of onduU hair. 

When the features are plain 
Take some areophane 
And bunch it well under the liriiii ; 
Tf sufficiently thick 
Ji will guarantee (thh\ 

Whicli is likely to cajdiva<(‘ Iuul 
Then assume an expre.ssiou of t*ase, 
But remember it ’s fatal to sneezr', 

For the least little Iiinii 
Will unsettle the porch 
Of a chapeau at forty degrees. 








DEFIANCE NOT DEFENCE. 

The Gmi. Tuhk (to British Tar). “TOUCH BUT A SINGLE HAIR OF MY HEAD- -AND I SUBMIT! 
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The Eioid Janitor; or, Not a “Universai Provider.” 

Mr Wh-t-l-y {Chief Whip) “ Out o£ your turn, Mr. K-r Il-rd-e ' No good your trying your 
‘ peaceful persuasion ’ methods on me ! ’’ 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M P. 

House of Commons, Monday, May 7. — 
Even the Whip will turn. To-night 
Whiteley illustrated truth of ancient 
saw. Convolution chanced under foot 
of Don’t Keir Hakdie. With that re- 
lentless tyranny that has, since histon’ 
began, marked the action of extreme 
lovers of Liberty, those of the Labour 
Party who in the ParliameDtary fight 
follow the oriflamme of Don’t Keir 
Hardie (it is glaring in colour and worn 
round the neck) insist upon having a 
Member of their little section on every 
Select Committee nominated by Minis- 
terial Whip. 

The fact that numerically, not to make 
more invidious distinction, they are the 
minority of the representatives of Labour 
in Parliament does not affect tlie case 
The basis of Equality, Liberty and 
Fraternity is that you individually, or 
your sections, shall have what you want. 
Let Ae rest of the world look after itself. 

Ministerial Whip, his room picketed, 
attempted compromise. Fully adimtted 
that Labour Party had right to have a 
representative on Committees dealing 
with important public questions. But 
the Labour Party in its eagerness to 
further the cause of its constituency was 
rent in twain. Which section was to be 
held as most fully representative ? 

Don’t Keir Bardie cared less than ever. 
What he insisted on was that his little 
companionship should be recognised as 
separate, independent, important Parlia- 
mentary force by having a Member 
seated on every Committee. What 
happened to tlie rest was WirriELEY’s 



“ Who said Nonoonformity ? ! ! ” 
(Lord, Brb-rt O-o-l.) 


look out. Wasn’t he paid to do this 
work? Not at the full rate of the 
Right B[on. John Burns, it is true. John 
Burns — . Ah ! And Don’t Keir Hardie 
nervously hitched his blood-red necktie 
in direction of liis left Gia% 

Thus assailed, the Whip, reflecting 
upon procedure adopted hy his betters 
when in analogous position of difficulty, 
resolved to take a leaf out of their liook. 
They did one of tw’o tilings— either 
tliey appointed a Royal Commission, or 
they suggested a compromise. In this 
particular case a Royal Coimuissioii Avas, 
of course, out of the question. It would, 
indeed, cause a diflSciilty to break out 
in a fresh place. For Don’t Keir Hardie 
w’-ould certainly insist upon one of bis 
men being placed upon the Oommissioii 
to exclusion of ’orny-’anded brethren 
who have taken up quarters in Minis- 
terial camp. So Whip proposed a com- 
promise. 

Whenever {Select Committee was 
nominated a Labour Member should, he 
promised, bo taken altomatcly from either 
section. When Don’t Klir Hardie bene- 
fited by earliest arrangement, which gave 
one of his men a seat on the Local Tixxa- 
tion Committee, he offered no objection. 
Now, when the other side were to have 
a turn, getting one of their men on the 
Housing Committee, the case is different. 
Don’t Keir wiE have his man on this 


Committee also, or will waste a sitting 
set apart for debate on Education Bill. 

Name of fiJrst Member on list sub- 
mitted was opposed. Division followed. 
In spite of support from sympathetic 
Irish Members, defeated by overwhelm- 
ing majority. But wlmt of that? 
Committee consisted of eleven; might 
take division on each name. The first 
division occupied something over a 
quiirtcr of an liour. Eleven divisions 
could easily be made to answer for 
three hours, and where would your 
Education BiU be then ? 

This too luiicU for diplomatic usage, 
trained patience, of the Whip. To 
delight of Opposition, who watched with 
glee these early manifestations of rift in 
the lute of Ministerial Majority, White- 
ley told the Independent lAiboiir Mem- 
bers to do their worst. Consenting to 
adjournment of debate, he defiantly hade 
them come and have it out at eleven p.m. 
to-morrow. 

Business —Debate on Second 
Reading of Education Bill begun. 

Tuesday. — No one looking in on 
House would imagine that battle has 
been opened on question understood to 
have shaken the country to its founda- 
tions. Second day of debate on Educa- 
tion BiU. Anson on his Jegs denouncing 
it. Rare to find ,a man with such 
multiple, multiplex, claims to attentive 
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Sir Wrn. Ans-n. “ I ’m afraid tJilt is about all we ’re teaching the children just now ! 


hearing. Was Parliamentary Secretary to 
the Board of Education in last Govern- 
ment ; was, Tinder Providence and Prince 
Arthur, in charge of Education Bill of 
1902. If any man knows the Educa- 
tional Question au fond it is William 
Reynell Anson, third Bart. 

The mark of the blood-red hand a 
mere detail in his roll of honour. He in- 
herited it ,* he won the several distinctions 
of Pellow of All Souls, Bencher of the 
Inner Temple, FeUow of Eton College, 
Chairman of Quarter Sessions, Vice- 
Chancellor of the University of Oxford, 
and, finally scaling the topmost towers 
of Ilium, Alderman of the City of 
Oxford. And yet his voice, denouncing 
what he scathingly described as “this 
omnibus Bill,” byway of distinguishing it 
from the private, episcopal brougham of 
1902, was as of one crying in the wilder- 
ness. Members who, at three o’clock, 
had crowded in to fight, declined to 
remain to yawn. 

Possibly the chilling disappointment 
of Lloyek-Gborge’s speech had something 
to do with the collapse that followed on 
the rising of Alderman Anson. It was 
the first appearance of President of 
Trade in the^ controversial field. The 
ground peculiarly his own. Naturally 
expected he would defend it with the 
brDlianl arrogance that marked him in 
Opposition. House crowded in anticipa- 
tion. Several Bishops in Peers’ Gallery, 
come down with intent to learn what to 
avoid in the way of ag^essive speech. 
They might more effectively have made 
study of each other’s speech and maimer 


when, in press or on platform, Birrell 
and his Bill are mentioned. 

The spell of this dolorous debate, 
which yesterday enchained George 
Wyndham, leading to delivery of poorest 
speech ever made by him, fell upon the 
fieiy Welshman. He cooed the Bishops 
gently as a sucking dove; was almost 
tearfiiHy sympathetic with J. G. Talbot, 
to whom in these direful days of renewed 
attack on the Church the grasshopper is 



Winston xt the Nets (Question Time). 
The more bowling he gets the better he likes it. 


a burden. Before he was through he 
became conscious of the long unwonted 
spectacle of sections of his audience 
making for the door. 

When in succession there appeared at 
the Table the portly presence of Aider- 
man Anson, subtly conscious of the rustle 
of civic gown, the glitter of Aldermanic 
chain. Members fled with one accord. 
Debate, hopelessly wet-hlanketed, was not 
to be revived by the eloquence of Francis 
Powell, the almost turbulent indignation 
of John Kennaway, or the assurance that 
to-morrow Bryce would renew it. 

Business done . — Further debate on 
Education Bill. Gloomier than ever. 

Friday. — Wisdom, in the person of 
O.-B., has been justified of her children. 
Without exception tlie new men he 
brought into his Ministry have proved 
successes. Perhaps the boldest adven- 
ture was the induction o£ Winston to 
the Colonial OfSce. With the Secretary 
OF State in the Lords, the Under Secke- 
TaVRY looms large in the House of Com- 
mons. Position, especially just now 
with the legacy of disturbed South 
Africa on the hands of Ministers, one of 
peculiar difficulty and delicacy. Win- 
ston has faced it with a courage and 
discretion that are the mark of states- 
manship. 

From time to time he has been called 
upon to set forth in lengthened speech 
the policy of the Government upon a 
current crisis. That, though a promi- 
nent part of his duty, is by no means its 
fulfilment. Every day there is directed 
upon the Under Secretaby of the Colo- 
nies a fusillade of questions. Prepared 
in the study, pointed with personal in- 
formation, polished at leisure, they 
frequently present dilemmas. 

Nor is this all or the worst. Notice 
having been given, the young Minister, 
with the assistance of the permanent 
staff, has opportunity of preparing 
guarded reply. That forthcoming, 
there is flashed upon him one or more 
supplementary questions that imist be 
answered right off. This ordeal is met 
with self-possession, readiness, felicity 
of phrase, and occasional flash of scath- 
ing humour that delight a House by 
no means free from personal hostility 
towards a young man who, obedient to 
hereditary instinct, is not careful to 
conciliate or retain friendship. 

Business do'ne . — Discussion on Hoixrs 
of Labour in Coal Mines. In the earliest 
hours of this new day Education Bill 
read a second time by 410 votes against 
204. Majority more than two to one. 


The AcrmTiBS of Royalty. — The Bath 
Herald makes the happy announcement 
that “Princess Christian runs through 
Bath to-morrow at 12.38, on her way to 
open the Nautical School at Portishead.” 
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ANY UNCLE TO ANY NIECE. 

Ant) so it ’s yoiL 9 That paper there 
(The self-same pink that many a lover 

111 recent fiction hastes to tear 
From out its orange-tinted cover), 

With half a faintly-pencilled line, — 

For both well ” is aU that ’s in it, — 

Has made me (without leave of mine) 

A true-born uncle in a minute. 

It is so sudden ! I was taught, 

In forming any new connection, 

To give the matter solid thought, 

And act with proper circumspection. 

Not all-unconscious does one gain 
The rank of husband, agent, trustee ; 

Must uncleships unasked-for min 
On bachelors mature and crusty? 

Could one, by any chance, appeal. 

And get exemption ? Could one 
(maybe) 

DecLire but this Is not, T feel. 

The way to greet a new-born 1)aby. 

To yon I turn ; forgive, forgive, 

And (when you’re bigger) don’t be 
hard on 

A quite well-meaning relative, 

Who very humbly begs your pardon. 


You ’ll want a name, it ’s safe to bet. 

I wonder what the modern fad is ; 

They teU me Joant is chic —and yet 
My laundress calls her daughter 
Gladys. 

Perchance, with luck (for who sliall tell 
The drift of parents’ fond caprices ?), 

The witching name of Chetstauel 
May deck the eldest of my nieces. 

Wliat stiU to add ? Such counsels sage 
As imcles lend for girlish guidance, — 

Such compliments to youth from age 
As make a beauteous maiden’s eye 
dance, — 

AU this, for your unfolding mind, 

Just now would ring a little hoUow ; 

So take my blessing cordial-kind 
(With silver spoon and fork to foUow). 

And if you some day think it queer 
That I should grasp this early season, 

Nor wait till many a ripening year 
Has made us friends, — ^well, here’s 
the reason ! 

I thought I’d take my cliance in time, 
Since it may hap (but Heaven for- 
fend it !) 

“ That I shaU be too old for” rhyme, 

“ When you begin to' comprehend it.” 


HORS D’CRUVRE. 

The new one-act play by “ M, E, Fiux- 
ois ” (Mrs. Blitndeu.) at the Haymarkel 
has the fascinating title of Olf and 
IJitle Maid : fascinating because it might 
be anything. Personally, says the Assist- 
ant Critic, I thought it was going to be 
the story of a Norroway shepherd who 
played golf. However, when I heard 
the Little Maid say, “You be tun-ble 
good to I,” I knew at once that 1 was 
wrong; because that is Dorset dialect, 
and in Norway, of course, all the shep- 
herds talk Norwegian. “Olf” was 
merely Aixred Joyce, a farm hand -- 
delightfully played by Mi\ Sydney 
Valentine. (May I call attention to my 
forthcoming play : “ Olf a Di-ama of 
Carmelite House,” the motif being 
“ The little made, and how much it is.’ j 
It is a simple little love tale that Mrs. 
Blundelt. has written, and it prepares one 
plensantly for the good things of The Man 
from BlaMey'Sj \niich at its fiftieth per- 
formance is going as strongly as ever,* 


New Tira for the Baker Street and 
Waterloo Tube.— Tlie Zulu. 
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m kxrmrrL aw •D-nTKrrL Aminr/iAwa ourselves to the Tinemiig wisdom of its “I thought was getting anxious 

rLAXlS^ AT BEIJXU’ AMEBIuA^S. editor.” about something.” 

I WISH to thank the anonymous gentle- “ ‘ Charing Cross, as a street, coni- 

man who sent me America Abroad — Kindly observe us at ten o’clock next mences at Northumberland Avenue, 
A Handbook for the American Traveller, morning, outside Charing Cross. Lillian opposite Trafalgar Square, extends^ to 
Trice Sixpence, for his kind present ; had done her hair very high on top for Scotland Yard, where Whitehall begins, 
all the more because my birthday really the occasion, and I flatter myseli we and reversing on the opposite side ends 
comes in one of the cold winter months, rather looked the thing. She carried at Cockspur Street.’ I am so glad it 

We don’t see many really daasy books the book, I being occupied chiefly with can reverse, though they do say it ’s bad 

in our village, and the reading-room one Cecilia, a fox terrier at the end of a form.” 

has just given me a vote of thanks for leash. It was Lillian’s idea bringing the “Look here, we can’t stand here all 
so generously handing on the immortal beastly thing, and she did it on the paltry day, and I came up to town to get my 
work. Of course, lots of our fellows grounds that she wanted to get some hair cut. Can’t you find a l)etter 

will never get as far as the Carlton things at the Army and Navy Stores, and page?” 

Hotel even, but they’ll like reading that it would be a chance for CeciZirt to “Certainly. Page 0. ‘The art of 
about it. mix a bit in society on the platform place travelling always has been and always 

It happened that Lillian and I were outside. He was getting so provincial, ’will be an accomplishment only to be 
going up to London to get my hair cut. “Now let’s start at the beginning,” acquired by dint of great perseverance 
We liaveno hairdresser in the village, I said. “Pagel.” and gi*eat resolution, combined with a 

though there is a pretty decent tailor “Page 1 is the cover,” said Lillian, natural astuteness, which many find 
called Bright. (When he came, the “ Nothing really happens tiU page 7, some diCSculty in attaining.’ ” 
postmaster announced in a voice of awe where the editor begs to thank us for That seemed to dish us rather, be- 
that he was a real London man — from much generous encouragement.” cause, though I am naturally astute, I 

Sweeting’s, He got it . , never was much in the 


from the Yicar, who 
meant Poole’s.) I once 
asked Bright wdiy he 
didn’t start a hair-cut- — 

ting department, being 
practically there already 1 I J 

with a pair, of shears 
and any amount of tact, \\ 
l)ut he said there was m 
no real opening for it ; ® ‘ ' J 

because half the popu- M ^ m 

lation is over eighty, and v\l j 
at that age it’s simply ^ Jj 
flying ill the face of 
Providence to go to a 
barber’s, ^ ^ 

Lillian had mapped 
out our day pretty well, t- / r, . ^ i 
ttough tha-eVere time^ ^ 

when she was in danger 

of forgetting the main object of our visit. 


I'hat seemed to dish us rather, lie- 
cause, though I am naturally astute, I 

— . never was much in the 

persevering way, which 
is more Cecilia's line. 
M Still we weren’t going 

M to despair just because 


“the inoftt mlgnific'enti 

'.ey (to decorated carb-liorBe), “WoT 0, there] ’Oo stole the I he 

’AM FRILLS?” scomcd ratluT 

; ; ; ; — keen on edifi(H‘H, huv- 

“We’re encouraging him now like ling a special page for “ C}overninoiit 


of a little tiling like 




Vulgar Coster's Bonlzey {to decorated eart-Jiorse). 

’am frills?” 


‘Wot 0, there] ’Oo stole the 


“If you want to do the Academy and mad. Tiy a word of consolation with Edifices,” and another for “ Ihiblu* 
a matirde in the same afternoon,” I said, the index. That ought to hdp.” Edifices.” He had also poinied out in a 

“I don’t q^uite see when we ’re going to ‘“Useful Hints to Travdlers,’ page friendly way that Ixmdon was “ divided 
get my hair cut.” 18. Oh, listen to tliis, Dick : ‘ If you in twain l)y the ^’limnes Hiver,” ami 

“It rather looks as though we should have your mind quite clear on arrival in altogetlier scemecl quite the stylist, 
miss it somehow,” agreed Lillun. a European city — ’ that ’s not very nice, Then there was a pleasing ref«wnc(‘ to 

“My idea was to come out strong at is it? It looks as though he suspected Sir .Torn? &».\nk’s Museum, which I had 
the barW’s while you bought hats and something. Dick, unwind Ceeilia, he's never heard of Iwfore, and on page 19 
T getting dizzy.” an announcement that “iSpaiusIi anil 

‘Oh no, I shall want you to hdp “Confound Cecilia/ ” I muttered. Papal silver is, however, Iwlow par, 

choose them. That ’s for the morning. “ Hush ! ” said LiliiAir, “ I ’ve just dis- tlwugh often found- • - ” which looks as 

‘ Mr. “ Dick ” Mbadowjes and his charm- covered sometiiing: We are standing though Par was a l)it of a sportsman at 
ing /anc^e were among the early callers upon a ‘Historic spot not elsewhere “ Hunt the flipper.” 
at the well-known Bond Street milliner’s.’ classified.’” We had lunch at the Carlton. The 

Among, I may remark, the very early “Also ran— C7m?-it«/ Cross” editor didn’t absolutely insist uiwn it, 

callers. The 8.10 tram, arid we must “Yes. It is said to be named after but we got the impression that he would 

have the whole day arranged.” one of the famous crosses erected bv ^ ptiined if we didn’t. By that time 

“ Jove! ” I said, suddenly, “I’ve got Emmy ote Pirbt in 1291— a long time we had seen St. Paul’s Oathednil, the 
the very thing.” And I brought out ago, Cecilia, while you were still quite Entomob^cal Museum, tlie Cburch of 

ATnmca Abroad/ — A Eandhodh , Ac. a little boy— in memory of his Queen St. Magnus (on the ^itorial assuninco 

I ca^t give the whole title again. Eieaitob. The true site is now occupied that it was “ one of Wbex’s liest efforts ”), 

“For one day only,” I said, solemnly, by an equestrian statue of Chabues the the Albert Memorial and Smithfield 
you and I, Latuit, will be Americans. Fikst, the Cross in the railway station none of wliidi places T had wanted to 
Not a step will we move without con- yard in the Strand being prirate pro- see in the least. We had laid tmiibh* 
suiting this Handbook. We will trustlperty.” with Cecilia ateverj'one of them, e»vpt 
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the Albert Memorial, and altogether I ^vere being an American, hut 


Tuesday , — GAPONshot dead this morn- 


was pretty tired of being an American, bothered about Cecilia. He was so keen ing as a traitor by member of revolu- 
After lunch Lillun said, “ What does on getting into the best set.” tionary committee. Later in day attended 

the book recommend for a had head- “ We shall have to bring him out conference of this body. Towards even- 
ache? Look under ‘Public Edifices.’ ” next season instead. The train goes in ing he was again shot, but this time not 
I turned instead to “ Crossing the twenty-five minutes.” fatally. 

Atlantic.” “Help!” said Lillia^t, “we must Wednesday. — Gapon, who had passed 

goes much fly.” ^ ^ the morning in Brazil, arrived at Cape- 


Sea-sickness,’ ” T read, “ ‘ goes much fly.” the morning in Brazil, arrived at Cape- 

harder with nervo-bilious people than The hansoni-cab being a great institu- town this afternoon and proceeded to 
others. A cool head and temporary tion for getting about rapidly when Paris by the boat express. He was shot 


abstemiousness wiU soon overcome it.’ 

You catch the idea, 

don’t you ? ” 

“I know one thing, 
that I ’m going to be = 

temporarily abstemious ' 

in the open air this 
afternoon.” | / > 

“ Certainly. We have ' ' 

here a selection of ‘ Sub- /■* 

urban Resorts ’ that may ' ■ ■ v- 

suit you. Woolwicli, I j}' 

Putney, Gravesend, and ' / -jl 

so on.” I I /{ - ‘ i 

“ Tell me the area of I / / 

Hyde Park,” pleaded! ; l’\ I') 

Lillian ; “ that may | i^\\ j / 

make me better.” ~ 

“About 850 acres. 

By Jove, here we are. Iqi B 

‘Regent’s Park. Aj . 'n 

charmingbreathing spot h 

in the north of London.’ L' / j| 

Let ’s go and breathe.” 1 

We took a hansom, jm 

the hansom-cab being a 1 ft 

“great institution for .a 

getting about rapidly 
when recpiired,” as I 
pointed out to Lillian 3^ 

- - explaining to her m \ 8| 

modestly that though ml "tx 

the actual wording was 
not my own, the general ff 
idea had been with me / |jB‘V 
for some years. / : 

the day breathing in \Jt 

Regent’s Park, having f |||!||:i|ri P"' 

a good many museums 
and edifices on our 
brains. I don’t know JS 

why Americans should 
bo supposed to want to 
know the heights of 

towers, and the cost of 

Iiridges, and the insides"of Archaeologi- 
cal Collections, but if the editor says 
so that ’s all right. I ’m not complain- 


required, w^e took one. 


,0m 

hi • 


m 














GAPON 

Monday. - 


Only Lillian and Geeilia and I morning. 


hadn^t realised what it 


Tuesday. 


Americans. The inside of the village Berlin this afternoon. 


took one. [ at three times, but escaped with one 

death. 

— Thursday. — Gapon, 

=2^ interviewed to-day in 

- - — g q . London, denied story of 

being bribed to betray 
\ leaders. Gapon left later 

‘ i l Berwick to 

\ ^ lMjI . iiaeet Mr. Balfouk in the 

M ‘.i ^ / 1 V f r- ' Spring Medal semi-final. 

I ■ 1 1 ■ /'! ‘0 J !* rsj^ Friday.— GAiPOlir, who 

\l i “ liiS ^.rrived to-day at Beh- 

\ ' f I /, ifl? ring Straits from Biai- 

H \ \ * / ' ' ■ ' ' * * confirmed report of 

,\ " \ / ■'‘/’W. . 'L‘\i^ his death. 

• i . I ''r*' Saherday . — Gapon, 

in ' closely guarded, de- 

' ■ parted for Siberia, but 

' is fl i n returned to St. Peters- 

• w .r r S' huTg in time to be mur- 

r dered this evening by 

_ revolutionary leaders in 

V. ^ Nevski Prospekt. 

i'l Mondai/.— G apon, who 

f n lunched with the Bishop 

kt i: ' Bathand Wells at the 

1 ^./ I' r AthenjBumthismorniug, 

‘ F,i ■’ executed in the 

\ presence of several thou- 

sand spectators at Mos- 
lilf cow at about four p.ai. 

. -Wif wlio succeeded in effect- 

y Moving^ ing his escape imme- 
'HI I ^ diately after his oxecu- 
tion, passed through the 

" ■ Sahara at seven o’clock 

this morning, en route 
! to take the chair at a 

I meeting to bo ad- 

dressed by the Mad 
' H I MiiUah in Kliartouui. 

- .....m... Litemewed, Gai>oi; 

I OF THE WHEEL. stated further move- 

ox FOR THE Royal Academy. ments were uncex’tain, 

expecteil to address 

Tuc iiDi/Mii*rr\iic meetings during 'week at Shanghai, 
THE UBIQUITOUS.^ Hamburg, and Adelaide. Asked as to 

Father Gapon executed this his recent execution, Gapon said it was 

one of the most successful executions at 
— Gapon passed through which lie had ever assisted. 




hOVlNG» 
lo To 6 


THE AGE OF THE WHEEL 

A Suggestion for the Royal Academy. 


UBIQUITOUS. 


Wednesday. — Report of Gapon’s exe- 


cluirch once on Sundays, 'with Cecilia Wednesday. — Gapon, who had been cution for to-day not yet to liand 


waiting for us in the porch, is about our closeted with the revolutionary corn- 
limit. mittee in St. Petersburg for the past 

“By the way,” said Lillian as we were forty-eight hours, declines to be inter- 
having tea in Baker Street, “ Cecilia viewed. 

never went to the Stores after all.” Friday. — Gapon again died to-day. 

“ And I never got my hair QUt.” v Saturday. — ^To-day GAPONspent quietly 

“ Oh that ’s all right, because you resting after exertions of yesterday. 


Proposed Amendment to the 
Education Bill. 

Seo. 40, suh-seo. 3: “That this Act 
shall not extend to Scotland or Ireland.” 

“ To move that the words ‘ England, 
Wales * be inserted after ‘ to.’ ” 
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underlies the forhidding exterior of the Westmorland 
OUR BOOKiNG-OFFICcg painter, and her natural kindness and alluring grace fan it into 

Misteess Elizabeth Montagu, bom in 1720, lived to the age lambent flame. Fenwick^ in whose career there are obvious 
of eighty, numbering among friends and acq^uaintances many reminiscences of Romney, leaves his wife and child to struggle 
of the best-known folk of the 18th centurj^ Her great great on in their chill Westmorland home whilst he goes to 
niece, Emily Climenson, coming into possession of her corre- London and justifies Madame de PastouvelleB^ estimate by 
spondence, has brought together in two handsome volumes, speedily rising to fame. Apart from the study of character, 
Blizaleth Montagu (John Mueray), the pick of letters passing the story is full of dramatic incidents, notably the visit of 
during tlie earlier half of her life. The magnitude of the the deserted wife to her husband’s studio in London, and 
task will be understood when it is mentioned that the treasure the interview with Fenwiek in Paris, in which Arthur Welhy, 
trove was stored in sixty-eight boxes, each holding from 100 Ru undeclared lover of Madame de PastourelleSj denounces 
to 150 letters. To read them is to get vivid ghmpses of life his duplicity in hiding his marriage with a ^ view^ to 
as it was lived a century and a half ago. The study is not entrapping Lord P^hidon's daughter into a bigfunist union, 
calculated to make us envious of those who dwelt in the good But, after all, the skilfully contrasted character is the thing, 
old times. Though Mrs. Montagu lived to be four score, her On the one side the dainty woman, pure-souled, unselfish, 
prune of hfe was constantly overshadowed either by actual highly cultured, aristocrat to her tapered finger tips ; on the 
illness or apprehension of it. Smallpox was rampant, only other the Westmorland boor, vain, querulous, mean, jealous, 
beginning to be restrained by vaccination. Inoculation the arrogant, untruthful, but withal a genius, 
wise then called it, submitting to banishment for periods ...j; - r' rr-r: -TTrTrs : 


ranging from six weeks to two months whilst the beneficent 
chann worked. Tunbridge Wells was in the 'height of its 
fame, vying with Bath, where Beau Nash still reigned, in 
drawing Societv to its healing waters. 


TITLED TRUISMS. 

[There is an inborn love of sport in the Saxon which helps to keep him 
mentally and physically one of the health.est creatuies in the world. 


™ ™ fflrt'kwtoto.e, varied oi 

position, came the dread tloctoi with the ahliorred lancet and success in the moie important affans of life, the lesser object should bo 
bled tbe hapless patient. Whiles he blistered him or hex. sacrificed to attain the greater.”- Lord Monlisnell in^^TheTathrr] 

twentieth j^r Mrs. Montagu, having a lip, Ara® the ahoA'e dictum, which hears traces ol the influence 

straightway had a bhst^ apphed to her hack. My hp as Lord Atebuky, we may. any day, expect the Mlowing 
not entirely redured, she writes, addressing her another^ authoritative pronouncements from other Membere of the 
Madam, though I have been bhstered twice, once blooded, Chamber * 

Bf™, J^The question of diet is one of evei-gi-owing biportance 
3 ^ ’ 1 ^ V ? X® 1 in this l^ous age, and it is prohahly not less true tliau it 

w ’ A ^ til® first coined that one man’s meat is 

the doctors. Acoim^ apothec^, another man’s poison. Generalisations are always dnngpnms, 

assert with a reasonable mraMio- .,r 
“rtitude that the mim who suffers from chronic .lysi..>psia 
PoKTLttDH couiitry abstain as far as possible from lavish indulgence in 


ESSO'S 


OUR, we must never lose sight of the fundainciital principht 


Mr. Holt Rghooltno, statistician, would 
(If asked) infonn you airily, “ The chance is 
Sei'en to one on getting soniethiug good 
From any hook by (Mis ) M. E. P'jUNcrs.” 

And then with simple pride he ’d add : “ Of course it 
Is thirty-nine to one the background ’s Dorset.” 

And it is Dorset. Enter, ii. and L., 

A maiden and a lover come “ a cwortin’.” 

Follows a sigh , a push, a kiss and — well, 

You ’h find it all or something of the sort in 
The pleasant tales that make up Simple Annals. 

One gets it through the ordinary cljannels. 

F.S.— I quite forgot to let you know 
>Tlie publishem are Longmans, Okkkn & (\). 


Edemor Parish Magazine.'' 

If we cannot realize all our aml)ilionH, let us at least culti- 
vate tliat philosophical resignation wliich will eiialfie us to 
be content with the attainment of a portion of tlieiu. 1 ani 
not as young as [was last year and 1 am (leci(h»<lly older 
than I was in ]8i)0, but the longer J live the more (*(»mph»tcly 
am 1 convinced that not only is it impossible for us to have 
our cake and eat it, l)ut that, Tvliero genuine ImngcT exists, 
half a loaf is better than no bread.- Lord Eonhlyn in ” Ureut 
Thoughls." 

The habit of thrift Ciinnot be inculcated too early iu the 
minds of the youth of tliis great country. Tlie more we save, 
the more we have to invest; and ihe moreMve invest, provi<lcd 
the security is aljsolutely sound, the larger will lie our divi- 
dends. But even a hundred pounds, if hxlged in ag(W)d hank, 
may prove a nest-egg for us to take our stainl upon in a rainy 
da\. Ijord liothsrhild in "'The Economist'' 


In Fenwick's Career (fcjMini, EjnEE\ Mrs. Hlmwiey \Vaiu> Poffm-hild in "'The Economist." 

makes a study of two diverse characters, llie task is a kird 

one, but a master hand is at work. John Fenwick is n “ iTfir'jj*' h.ut. i r . i 

X truuan. la d LI U List ty let; Bii rooms ; goo I repair ; garden with fnii I au«l i»*m' 

\¥estmorland man of plebeian birth, fuUy conscious of trees; w'ould suit niotor-eur.’‘ rime«. 

suprem^tjstac mfto afmid not. Even the Wt h.p. Buy.rer is 

dteply suffering particular nowadays that uotlihig loss than u viuori ai-l 

•nctim of an xU-assorted mamage. She recognises tlie gemus orchid-house is good enough fyr him. 
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PROGRESS. 

“1 MAINTAIN THAT THE lUCJE HAS IMPROVED IN PHYSIQUE SINCE THOSE DAYS. Ko\V WB 
couldn’t (JET INTO THAT ARMOUR • ” 


I .-t:: - 

CHARIVARIA. 

It is interesting to notice the simple 
way in which our Royal Princes are 
being brought up. They have to under- 
go aU the hardships of ordinary little 
boys. Last week, for instance, they 
were taken to the British Museum. 


The Vicar of Thames Dittoii announces 
that during the boating season special 
seats wiU be reserv’-ed in his church for 
persons who wish to attend in iDoating 
costume. It remains to be seen now 
whether a similar concession wiU be 
made to bathers. 


It is denied that the Anti-Gambling 
Society intends to initiate proceedings 
against the actors and actresses taking 
part in Raffles. 

An advertisement issued by the pro- 
prietors disposes once and for all of the 
riunour that the new daily paper Tlie 
Majonty is to be the peculiar organ of 
the Labour Party. The forthcoming 
journal, it is stated, “will be tolerant 
and courteous to those with whose 
opinions it does not agree.” 

The present Government evidently 
hopes to cover up its sins of omission 
by sins oi Connnission. 

At a time when it is being suggested 
that all policemen are not free from 
guile, it seems only fair to draw atten- 
tion to the tact that a constable told 
Mr. Pi/JWDEN' at Marylebone Police Court 
on the 12th inst. that he did not think 
a cabman -svould make a charge that w’as 
not (*orro(‘t. 

'llie Buchess of Teok opened, last week, 
an institution wliicli luis been neatly 
(lescril)ed as a TIorsojiital, Dogpital, and 
CVfpital. ^ 

Nerve R])<H*.ialiMts, it is said, are now 
rccoinincndiiig a ‘SSileuce Cure” for 
ladies wlio suffer from ncrvi's. The 
patients have to set apart a certain num- 
ber of hours in which no mml is spoken. 
A lady wo know tried this treatment 
with a curious result. She lierselC came 
out in a rash, but her husband, who 
sulTorod from headaches, recovered. 

The news, published in TJie Daily 
Mail, that Telegraph Boys are to be 
abolished will come as a surprise to 
many. “The War Office authorities,” 
states our contemporary, “are encour- 
aging by all the means in tlieir power 
the ]>ractical instruction in shooting of 
the Post Office telegraph messenger 
boys.” We simll miss the little fellows. 

Whfle scratching his nose last week, 


with the end of a loaded revolver, a 
Parisian gentleman accidentally pulled 
the trigger and blew off the tip of his 
proboscis. This confirms the theory as 
to the danger of such a proceeding which 
has long been held by many thoughtful 
persons both in tliis coiintry and in 
France. 


During the cold snap last week a huge 
skate was caught in the Channel. 

Sir W. B. RiCHMOisn has been com- 
plaining of the lack of great men in the 
country. Surely he iS mistaken. So 
long as our photographic papers exist, 


and have to bo fillea every week, Engkind 
will never want for great men. 

Mount Detiila, in Luzon, has sunk 
into the earth, and its place has been 
taken by a large lake. The local publi- 
city bureau, with enterprise we cannot 
pmise too highly, is now, we hear, 
advertising “ A Constant Change ^ of 
Scenery,” with a view to attracting 
settlers. 


There is no satisfying some people. 
Having barely escaped from San Fran- 
cisco, Signor Caxuso has been bringing 
the house down at Covent Garden. 
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A HAUNTED HOUSE. 

Those great Twin Brethren, the Gatti 
Adelphi, must have smiled grimly last 
week over the ghost of Melodrama, 
visiting the very home of its ancient 
prime. Grimly, for Olympus has grown 
superior to its appeal; and though, in 
a few bright spasms of the old rapture, 
the gods applauded the once cherished 
conventions, they ultimately recognised 
the eiTor ot‘ their attitude, and booed at 
the end like educated people, till the 
Safety Curtain was loweied. 

Yet it did not seem that that talented 
writer, Mrs. de lx Pasture, set out to 
make a melodrama. The Lonely Million-’ 
aires gave pi’oimse, at first, oi being a 
light comedy, a gayer version of the idea 
in Les Affaires aont les Affaires, And 
then, just as a comic element is intro- 
duced for the relief of serious matter, so 
here it was melodrama that was brought 
in to stiffen the lighter stuff. A dan- 
gerous experiment; for the step from 
the sublime to the ridiculous is easy 
enough, but the opposite process is 
often fi-aught with excruciating diffi- 
culties. And scarcely a single actor 
achieved the ascent with any show of 
comfort, unless it was Mr. Asche, and 
his part was so simple as almost to play 
itself, with the help of a Lancashire 
brogue and a briar pipe. Not one of 
the other characters who were asked to 
shift about “from lively to severe’^ was 
happy in both styles. Miss Lily Bray- 
ion, as the millionaire’s wiKul daughter, 
was charming in the lighter scenes, but 
never very comforlable when heavy 
business was asked of her; and Mr. 
Matheson Lang, one of those lcx)se-limbed, 
restless young men who rush about and 
leave tlie scenery no peace, made up for 
an ovoi’-accentuation of his comedy part 
by a rather perfunctory performance in 
the “ stronger ” scenes, and finally re- 
signed himself to the mere recitation of 
heroic platitudes. 

On the other hand. Miss Annie 
Sniiiiirrni, who was not called upon to 
be anything but serious, gave a very 
fresh and variefl impersonation of the 
jealous wife of the Italian drawing- 
master in .a scene which her cleverness 
alone saved from banality; while Miss 
Lottie Venne, whose lines were cast 
within the limits of pure and unrelieved 
comedy, played to admiration the part of 
a delectable widow. 

It was a personal triumph, for she 
owed it far less to the things she had to 
say than to her captivating way of saying 
them. Indeed the author scldo-ra seemed 
to press home her opportunities for the 
humoui' which she clearly possesses. She 
imght, for instance, with advantage have 
given wider scope to the character of 
that importunate suitor, the fatuous Lord 
Frederick, We saw far too h’ttle of Mr. 


Gayer Mackay, whose excellent fooling 
in a similar part contributed so much to 
the popularity of Dr, Wakens Patient, 

Mr. Charles Rock acted with a fine 
imperturbability as a butler with a habit 
of “hoverin’” which recalled one of 
Toole’s characters; and Mr. Brydone 
gave a solid interpretation of the part 
of a pawky Scotch doctor. The stage 
movement in favour of pawky Scotch 
doctors wiH be recognised by those who 
saw The AlalaUer Staircase, though it 
is only fair to Mrs. de la Pasture to say 
that she was first in the field with a 
previous amateur performance of the 
present play. 

Finally, Mr. Herbert Grtmwood as 
the drawing-master — a soii; of iMcentio 
to the Bianca of Miss Lily Brayton — 
Italian in face and voice and gesture, but 
concealing, under passionate externals, the 
cool impudence of Semitic commercialism, 



did some excellent things ; but his appear- 
ance, which served him well enough in 
Ills more sordid passages; lent an extreme 
improbability to the fascination which 
he exercised over the guileless heart of 
his girl-pupil. 

There was the same improbability 
about the relationship, somewhat tedi- 
ously insisted upon, of the widow and 
the hero. It is no reflection on Miss 
Lottie Venne’s personal charm, uustalcd 
as it is by custom, to say that nobody 
was prepared to accept tlie allegation 
that Lady Medwin was the junior of 
Mr. Matheson Lang’s Sir Uharles, who 
declared himself to be tliirty-eight, but 
looked and behaved like a Ijoy of 
twenty-three. 

In conclusion, the cast was more than 
good enough for the ]»hiy. For I am 
afraid that tlie Lonely Miilionuires (and 
I take the author’s word for it that they 
were in the plural, though she never 
showed us more tlian one plutocrat that 
had any pretensions to solitude) are likely 


to justify their description ; that, in fact, 
to borrow from the legend of a recent 
picture in Punch, they are destined from 
day to day to be left lonelier stiU. But 
the author, if her pluck is equal to her 
wit, will not allow herself to be dis- 
couraged ; and I, for one, look forward 
to her swift triumph over certain faults 
which a fine intelligence should easily 
repair. To-morrow, then, to fresh woods 
and Pastures new ! 0. S. 


“M.P.RL\L EXOURZIONS;” 

Or, Educating Little Pedlington. 

[“If we send select paities of legislators 
to the Colonies during tlio recess and make 
pailiamentary vagabonds of them instead of 
letting them devote their time to going about 
addressing public meetings, they will be much 
better fitted on their return for tlie discharge 
of their legislative duties. The real corrective 
of many of the evils of public life is the practice 
of scientific and enlightened vagabonda^ in 
llio future. Let us all be not only social but 
Imperial vagabonds.” — Tjord (Uirzon at the 
Kew Vagahondn' Dinner on May 15 .] 

The Stay-at-home Politician 'protesteth - 

WiLVT, bid us leave our Parish Pump, 
Desert the lowil tub we thump, 

Avoid our Bethel and our Borough, 

Go Empire-trotting in a lump, 

And give our tongues a rest that’s 
thorough ? ! 

Perish the thought ! We do not aire 
To snuff the keen Colonial air, 

Or, like “ sundowners,” hump our 
“billies ; ” 

We of tho Centre must for})ear 
To turn Imperial “ AVeary Willies ! ” 

We’re not the sort to go on tramp, 

Or rough it in a liack-wiKid cuinp - 
Our arm-chair life is much busy ! 

To stretch our legs would give us 
cramp, 

Imperial thinking makes us dizajy ! 

Let others learn who like to roam 
Wliat wisdom lies acToss the foam ; 

We won’t to pet lioliefs Siiy I’a-ta ! 

’Tis easier far to stay at homo 
And earn the stylo of “ih-o-BAMiUATA ! ” 

No, like the folks down Kushcx way, 
Who view adventures with diBxnay 
And of the teaching tribe are jealous ; - - 
“’Tis w'hat we knows, we knows,” 
they say, 

“And what we dtmt know, none neeil 
tell us!” %g-Zao. 


E.\’na(T^ from testinumial in Th^ 
Kchjhlnj NeiCH : • - 

“ But I am tliaiikfiil to H«y, after five weeks 
of vour liulian treatment . . . . tlie girl can 
read and write with her right eye m well as 
with tlie left.” 

This makes the ordinary aiubidextroim 
licrson look very si%. 
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SPRING IN LONDON. 

An Ode. 

Now m good sootli I know that Spring is here ! 
The gay, the jocund Spring 
(Ring-ting-aJing) ! 

For see, on every hand 

The signs, the signs and portents re-appear, 

And all is brave, and bountiful, and bland. 

Now the commodious mansions of the Great 
Disdain anew their wintry grime, 

And in no time 

The wanton one, the plumber, 

Prepares them ’gainst the summer 
In dress of glassy white ; 

Cool, doubtless, and remarkably ornate, 
Though trying to the sight. 

(Saving for those that wear no vernal dress, 
For whom no paint was newly wet, 

Who, darkly looming in the vivid row. 

Hang out pathetic signals of distress — 

To wit— “ To Let ! 

Apply to So-and so.”) 

See now where at the meeting of the ways 
Conflicting trafiScs press from every side 
In Spring’s delirious bbek ; 

And, like a rock, 


Robert, the cynosure of every gaze, 

Stands in mid-stream, and, pale but calm, 

Uprears an undisputed palm, 

And dams the roaring tide. 

And lo ! the Park ! Oh happy scene I 
Green are the trees, the grass is green, 

So are the chairs ! 

Here would we sit, and, for a fleeting span, 

Let the soft breezes fan 

Our brows, and breathe the Babylonian airs ' 
Save for yon minion, ever crying “ Pence 
Cursed be he, I say ! Come, let us hence. 

Mark now the sheep — ^the good old London sheep ! 
Some round of wool, and seeming-fat, 

Black as your hat, 

Contented of regard, or half asleep : — 

And others, shorn to half their former size. 

Come forth, aU coyly skinned, 

To the untempered wind 

In outraged nakedness, with downcast eyes. 

Last of the vernal signs : 

Lapped in the fretted umbrage of the trees, 

Calmly oblivious of the city’s hum, 

See where reclines 

Th’ unwashen wastrel in his verminous ease ! 


For Spring, indeed, has come ! 


Dum-Dtm. 
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A OHADITV QCAQOM ® wTong notes that a few and according 'to the accepted musical 

A CrlARl ■ I oEAoOIM- extra ones don’t matter!) I did a coon- chronology of Letts' s Diaiies, is now just 
De^st Dapidse, --This, let me inform song and cake-walk ; and Babs whistled eight years old. He has only had one 
you, is to be a Charity Season, and “SuZe, Bntannia,'* with variations of master, but that was no less polysyllabic 
your Blastohe is going to be worked her own — (very much her own, my dear! a polyphonist than the redoubtable 
half dead in the “ sacred cause.” When Between ourselves, no one else would VALEiirniTAvycziA Auxszozuusis, under 
Shakspeaeie said, “ Charity sufPereth own them.) — ^The Bosh Tresyllyans did whom he rapidly mastered the most 
long,” he must have meant those who a clog-dance; and for a professional transcendental technique of his instru- 
work for charity I ’m- rather obsessed draw we had the Baby Flautist, little ment, while his mother is a relative of 
with &AKSPEARE just now, for next week Presto Piccolo. He played a tremendous the great Bessarabian basso Tuskar 
we give our amateur performance of thing of Boroshki’r, and was fed with Odolovitch. In the course of the last 
Hamlet at the “ Magnificent ” in aid of a bottle between the movements. Of few years he has amassed a handsome 
the Seaside Home for Necessitous and course it fetched ’em ; but you may fortune, and is now thinking of devoting 
Neuralgic Needlewomen. Out Hamlet in take it from me, my dear, that the himself to politics or poultiy farming, 
Lady Clarges ; and her reading of the Wonder-Child is just about played out re-emerging at intervals of ten or more 
part is tliat ijfamZet was rer// mwc/i mis- (literally), and that the swing of the years in the musical arena under different 
understood, but not mad. She wants to ‘pendulum is going to make extreyne old portions of his surname. 

put in one or two contralto songs, but I age the correct thing on the concert 

don’t think we shall let her. She looks platform. I hear, on the lest authority, The nomenclature of artists is a matter 
simply awfully sweet in her “ suit of that ^ a violinist of ninety-five, and a which is beginning to attract the atten- 
sables;”^ the “inky cloak” she dis- pianist over a hundred, are to be the tion of serious publicists, the need of 
penses with ^together. I do LaeHes, next season. immediateintervention being emphasised 

and our fencing scene, I fully expect, People are talking of a Lantern Fete by a painful episode which occurred last 

will go with a bang. Babs wanted to to be given in the grounds of Ramsgate Saturday at the Queen’s Hall. A recital 
double the parts^ of Rosenerantz and House for Lady Ramsgate’s pet charity, was being given by a talented young 
Ouildenstem y hut it woyli be too much The Hopeless Sufferers — masks to be Pole of the name of Petrukk^vitch- 
for one person, especially^ as they are worn till supper-lime, and nursery Svitntghitzky, and during the interval a 
often on ^ at the same time. Croppy games to be played. beautiful lady, well-known in liondon 

Vavassor is the Ghost, and a very good A propos of the Ramsgates, poor Society, suddenly burst into tears because 
one. He means to catch a little cold Dickie Sandys is really hard hit over she was utterly unable to pronounce the 

; before the performance, to get his voice the Dojxy de Laoy affair — (he deserted name of the recitalist. She was at once 

more sepulchral. her, you know, on the very brink of an removed to her motor-car and is now in 

Then, the day after Hamlet, there is offer, and now he ’s engaged to her a nursing home recovering from a severe 

the Early British Baza^, in aid of— I grandmother, Popsy, Lady Ramsgate) — attack of metaphasia bonibinans, in 
; forget what, but something ren/ deserv- I don’t mean that Dickie is doing any- which the patient not only calls evorv- 
jing. We are none of us quite certain thing so Early Victorian as to pine thing by its wrong name, but repeatedly 

how Early Britons ought to dress, or break her heart, but she vows she ’ll emits a noise almost indistiugnishable 

Croppy said something about tvoad: cut both her grandmother and Dolly. from the booming of a Burmese gong, 
what sort of material is that ? and how The question arises, whether one can 

might it to be made, do you think ? cut a grandmother ? Myself, 1 should Several eminent immiciauH lmv(» l)(‘en 
You were always good at history. The think she would be too tough. interviewed on the subjfH*t, and altliough 

drink bar is to be a model of Stone- A Dios, carita (we must all try to speak their Ruggestions for coping with the 
henge; but as to the correct kind of Spanish now). Ever thine, evil differ, they are unauiniouH in tlu' 

drinks we are aU rather in a hole, Blakche. conviction that Romething must Ik» done. 


henge; but as to the correct kind of Spanish now) 
drinks we are all rather in a hole. 

Someone suggested pottles of sack, and = 

someone else said mead, or metheglin ; 
but Croppy says No ; the Early Britons WUS 

drank stuff called frumenty — I'd no A feature ( 
idea he was so well informed. Babs — due no dou 


-r Mr. ALGERN'0>f AsiiroN tiiinks that, as a 

MiicmAi mn-rco poetiG NemcRis, just as in the old days 

ivlUolOAU IMUTbo. JCnglisli artists laid to adoj^t an lUiliun 

A FEATURE of the next musical season or foreign pseudonym to gain a hearing, 
■due no doubt to the recent confident so now all uliens, no matter how a<vom- 


ana tmee partie^ so there wont be of farewell concerts to be given byre- in the memory of all who have had the 
mucli lett 01 your BuNCSfffl. tiring infent or semi-infimtile prodigies, privilege of hearing him warhU* in the 

tkme ol have a JOTely idea for l^e reaction against the rule of “ too choir of fi Mary Abbot’s, strongly sup- 
e ping Ae Fund for the Orthodox Old. dd at thirteen,” wliich lias lieen so ports the appointment of a Koval 
Vve want to get np hvmg pictures, all rigorous^ enforced of late years, is Commission to inquire into then uoHtimi. 
ftom sa^d subjMts, and give the show a^dyin full blast, and it is lidieved Professor Pm'SKCT ( Sbbrse suggewtH that 
m OT. Fanl s Cathedral. I m sure we that the present Oovemment are pre- there should lie a Pole-tax on idl Poll's, 
^stopto^yes; paa^ a Bill under the provisions of that alien tenors should all iKiyan Vt- 
which no instrumentalist or vocalist who tax, and tliat a graduatetl income-tax 

m aid of Crippled Chauffeurs went off Foremost in the ranks of the “fere- 


mtle Mrs. Jimmy Sharpe says the dear Islands. Tamoszius, who comes of a lit strenglheim the lurvitx: to have to 
Duchess (Oways plays CHom, because noble Lett family, was bom in 1890,|pionouii« such V IhatwiiTOW, 
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Lescbetitzky, Sevcik, Pushkin and 
PoBiETX)KOSTZEFF.” On the other hand, 
Professor Churton Collins takes a grave 
view of the situation, and is, we under- 
stand, preparing an elaborate monograpb 
entitled The Plague of Polysyllables. 
Professor Collins would deal drastically 
with the evil by a short statute pro- 
viding that all foreign artists should 
only be licensed to perform in public on 
the condition of assuming a short mono- 
I syllabic alias- such as Jim, Tim, Kim or 
PiAi — or of adopting a registered number 
If they broke the law they should, in his 
opinion, be electrocided without trial. 

Encouraging reports continue to come 
to hand of the new instrument recently 
invented by Professor Hiram 0. Chirgwjn, 
who occupies the chair of Experimental 
Acoustics in the University of Tippeni- 
salom (Mo.). The instrument, which is 
made of poi-celain with a bell resembling 
that of a French horn and a mouthpiece 
identical with that of the oboe d'amove, 
is fitted with a double reed, an inner 
combustion chamber and seventeen 
pedals. It thus combines the delicacy 
of the harp with the pastoral magic of 
the horn and the impetuous pulsation of 
the motor-car. Its size is rather a draw- 
back, as not more than three can be got 
into an ordinary omnibus, but Professor 
Chirgwin hopes in time to perfect a 
smaller or boudoir model. For the 
moment he has not definitely fixed on a 
name for his invention, his choice waver- 
ing between the petroloon, the dudelborn, 
and the Chirgoline. 

The visit of the Chowbent Festival 
Choir to I^ndon has fully realised all 
expectations aroused by the reports of 
their phenomenal qualities. In point of 
precision, seismic sonority, and what is 
generally known as tympanoplectic 
attack they undoubtedly surpass any 
similar organisation, not even excepting 
the most feimous brass bands of Lanca- 
shire and the Midlands. Tested by 
Professor Miine’s brontograph , one Chow- 
bent soprano produces more disturbance 
of the ether waves than five of her 
anmic metropolitan sisters. 

Rjohakd Strauss, according to latest 
advices, has just eorapletod a new 
s\ iiipl]oiiic[)ocui entitled “Abracadabra,” 
which is (ledicutod to his analysts and 
interpreters. The work is divided into 
five reciprocating sections, and several 
passages in the full score are happily 
devised so as to bear a visual resomblanco 
to a barbed-wire entanglement. Pro- 
minence is given throughout to a group 
of four foghorns, which represent the 
composer's leading interpreters, and in 
the finale there is an extraordinarily 
impressive solo for the double-bass fog- 
horn, or contrarfogotto. 



THE MOTE AND THE BEAM. 

Miss Anita, “Don't you think, Dear, it would be an improvement ip the Men were 

MADE TO LEAVE THBIB HATS DOWNSTAIRS ALONG WITH THEIR U.MBEBLLAS? 


A Maltese Crossi or Mongrel English. 

{From *^The Daily Malta Chronicle.") 

“ Tiie dancing was kept up unflagging 
till far on in the night— a night that 
robbed the day of a portion of spaces. * 
Indeed but for the sumptuous sitting 
down supper, which all the same did not 
fail to gratify every one, the dancing floor 
would have sounded uninterruptedly 
with the musical ahuffiing and the 
rhythmical beating of Iho tingling feet 
of the glowing devotees of the science of 


hanuoiiious human glad and gladdening 
motion.” ; 

The Joubnalistio Tough.— “Members 
of the congregation rushed to the doors, 
and several families fainted.” 

Yorkshire Evening News. 

I " ■ 

At its “Sweated ladnstries Ixhibi- 
tian,” at Queen’s HaB, The Daily Nms 
axmoimces : 

I 19th.— Mr. L. G. 0. Mokbt, M.P. 

“The Boot of the Bril.” 
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MORAL REFLECTIONS AT THE NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM. 

nr. 

Not far from tJie tail-end of tte Diplodocufl are several 
imposing specimens of the Turtle and Tortoise tribes, which 
are, I should say, the Megatherium’s and Mastodon’s juniors 
by some hundreds of centuries. I speak without authority, 
being no scientist, but if the officials have purchased them 
as antiques, I am sadly afraid they have been taken in. 
The style may be that of an earlier period, but I am greatly 
mistaken if the execution is not comparatively recent. To 
my eye they look suspiciously fresh and modern. 

However, what chiefly struck me about them was their 
wonderful humanity. These Turtles and Tortoises possess 
that “one touch of Nature” that “makes the whole world 
kin” to them, I detest employing a hackneyed quotation — 
but they do. Each of them has his counterpart in this very 
London of ours. Examine the countenance of “ The Leathery 
Turtle,” and you cannot fail to find something strangely 
familiar in its features. 

It was clearly a self-made Tiu-tle, and the turtle would 
have to he very leathery indeed that could lake him in. 
Note the shrewd twinkle in his slightly upcast eye, the 
humorous, but still secretive, curve of his thin lips. ''Chere 
lies the secret of his success. A Turtle to dine—biit not to 
do business — ^with . . . Well, haven’t you met that Turtle 
—differently dressed, of course - iu City circles ? I know 
him quite well. I could even mention his nanie, which 
is — ^but let, me beware of becoming indiscreet. I doubt 
if he is a regular reader of Punch, but he might have 
an acquaintance who glances through it occasionally. And, 
for aU I know, a City Magnate might consider it hbdlous 
were I to identify him. as twin brother to a Leathery Turtle. 
All the same, if the jury were only given an opportunity of 
viewing the two together, there would bo a verdict for ‘the 
Defendant. ^ Still, perhaps it is wiser not to risk it. 

The “-Abingdon Island Tortoise,” too, I seem to have met 
somewhere in this metropolis, on tie stage of one of the 
Music-halls, or in a Pantomime, 1 fancy. This Tortoise was 
evidently a popular Low Comedian, and is here preserved iu 
the act of giving his celehrated^ impei-souation of a Blondin 
Donkey. The moment chosen is that iu which, on being 
requested to perform some trick by his trainer (a brother 
tortoise), he suddenly “ turns nasty.” ^ But his finest effect 
was when, after very reluctantly kissing his exhibitor, he 
wiped off all traces of the caress with his fore flapper and an 
air of unaffected disgust which was frankly intended to he 
offensive. At the “Submarine Empire ” several tortoises 
used to split, their sh^ nightly during this particular i 
“turn.” But where be hi's gibes now ? If some Abingdon | 
islander of the present day could behold him in his preserved I 
state, would he not wonder how any generation of tortoises 
could ever have considered him funny ? That is the irony 
of his immortality. 

There can be little doubt about what lias been the “ North 
.Mdabm Tortoise’s ” particular walk of life. You may read 
it in his very attitude ; in the somewhat pompous deference 
with which he ppports himself on his cun’^ed fore-flappers ; 
in the shghtly inclined liead, and tlie obsequious twist of his 
thick neck. I saw somebody the other day behind a counter 
who liad just that manner as lie murniurcd : “And the next 
article, Madam?” 

This Tortoise is exh ibi ted 1 1 ore as 1 lo appeared wl len engaged 
in pushing “ a special line ” of ceUiiloid combs, and guamntee- 
ing that they will be found “far superior to the genuine 
articles, which have now gone guile out of vogue.” 1 sliould 
like to think he had no private interest in pushing these 
“specialities”— but you can never depend upon tliis species 
of Tortoise as strictly truthful .... 

We will now leave the Reptiles and proceed to an adjoining 


gallery, which contains a series of strikingly realistic tableaux 
illustrating scenes from the Home Life of Representative 
British Birds. Concerning these exhibits my self-imposed 
duties as a Moral Reflector compel me to address a few words 
of earnest remonstrance to the Museum Authorities. 

It is not my desire to be censorious or hypercritical ; I 
willi n gly admit that the skill with which the various dramatic 
personce have been stage-managed and provided with appro- 
priate scenery and effects is little short of marvellous. But 
either the official conception of what constitutes feathered 
domesticity is permeated by a super-Sliavian cynicism and 
flippancy, or else (as dramatic critics are fond of informing 
the author of an “up-to-date” Society Drama) they have 
been singularly unfortunate in the types that have come under 
their observation. 

I do not intend to labour this point— I will merely give a 
few instances to prove that I am not writing at random. 
First, let' me take a scene at “ Oak Lodge, the residence of 
Mr. and Mrs. Missel Thrush ; ” Mr. and Mrs. Thrush have just 
returned after having been out all day, on business. They 
are nuturally anxious to find out how their offspring (who arc 
tlmee in number) have l)een conducting themselves during 
their parents’ absence. So far, 1 agi-ee, there is nothing here 
that the striclest moralist can object to. . . . 

But observe the offspring. It is perfectly plain from llioir 
several expressions and general demeanour tliat they Jnivc 
been guilty of grave misconduct. lV72«/,lwill not ujufertakc 
to say— but some description of devilry. 

Are they represented as overcome by slianie and remorse V 
Are they sobbing out a confession of their pemidillos to 
use the mildest term for them- on their parents’ Ixjsonis V 
Not they ! The son and heir has jauntily stepped out on 
a branch to greet his parents, and is obviously lying for 
all— and more than— he is worth! And liis juniors what 
of themi They are sitting tight inside the nest, one attempt- 
ing to avoid cross-examination byassuiniug an air of hopeless 
imbecihty, while the other, with less couli<leu(to iu his 
histrionic talent, is pretending lo be fast asleep I 

Iheir mother, 1 fancy, still believes in her ehildreii as a 
trio of luilf-fledged angels but in the fatlier's eye there is a 
hgbt as of dawning suspicion. 

Now h such a scene as this likely to im]»n*sK tlio yenmg 
as au example of filial ol)e(lienee, of stniigliihu-wm-ihio-^s, 
and strict truthfulness V 1 would respectfully commend this 
question to the distinguished Director of a Mtiwnim to which 
Aich great responsibilities have l)een entrusUxl by the nation, 
and leave llio answer to liis own animdenct'. 

Tlieu what alioiit another purp<»rtiiig io ri»prc-^cuf a 
typical Kingfisher interior? an* .-how u ihouivtrhod latli'T 

and mother flqual)hling furiously in the foreground over a 
miserdble fish, wliich may or may not be as trcsli as one of 
tliem (I am not sure which) asserts it In*. Huddling 
j timidly together in a t*oriier, with their jxxjr little bills thnmt 
over each other’s shoulders, arc the Miss and Master King- 
fisliers, apparently squeaking in ft^eble chorus, “ Oil, if deiir 
Daddy and Mummy only got on a little lietter together, how 
much happier Home might be ! ” 

There may be a Kingfisher family here and tlu*rc iu wludi 
such sordid scpu(*s are not unknown. I am not .sufilcicntly in 
touch with oruithologu’al cin‘lc.s to say. Hut evc*n why 
select the exceptions? Ne<»d our (‘hildreirs simple faith in 
the teacliings of Dr. W.vrrs be and(*rmiaf,*(i in this iiiMduais 
manner? 

One last exam]>Ie, and I have done: the fnhhutn to which 
I must now, most reluctantly, reff*r, illuhtnites a iiainful 
crisis in the nntrrictl life of nnotiuT couple Mr. and Mrs. 
“jrack”IW. They arc htill afqtaivntly iu an t»arly stage 
of their matrimouiul carter, and, h»r Mrs. Ihiw at all events, 
the glaniour has not yet to liule. We .'tr-e her Nf*ate<l 

ouu twig huiUMHiiately outside the front doiu* fif tlie ilesirabk* 



tree-trunk which they have taken for the season, dreaanily 
thinking what a fortunate bird she is to possess such a 
hiishand as dear Jack, so thoroughly domesticated, and so 
abBoliitely content to spend all his evenings quietly indoors ! 

And on the opposite side of the trunk, where he is secure 
from observation, wo see “ dear Jack ” sneaking out of his 
i)ack-door, with the evident object of making a night of it 
at his Club ! 

In a Museum in Paris, where the moral standard is of 
course entirely different, this might he accurate enough as a 
picture of life, but in this England of ours, and in an insti- 
tution to wliich children of the tenderest years are admitted 
—no, I oannot think it an edifying spectacle for their 
innocent eyes I , 

It is my firm belief that the vast majority of our British 
Birds lead blameless and unimpeachably respectable lives, 
and to represent the comparatively few nests in which 
marriage has proved a failure as typical memges amounts to 
a cruel and undeserved libel on the whole feathered com- 
munity. Tlicy are powerless; they cannot even 'send a 
deputation to Downing Street. But perhaps some Member 
fif Parliament who soob eye to eye with me on this subject 


win bring it before the notice of the]JHoine Secretary, or the' j 
First Commissioner of Works, or the Minister for Education, 
and ask whether the Government is or is not prepared to 
take any steps in the matter. 

It is with the faint hope that this protest may have the 
residt of arousing the national conscience that I brii^ these 
Moral Reflections to a dose. F. A. 

There is a rumour of a possible recruit to the stage in 
the person of a well-known Society lady. “ Psyche in The 
QeriJtlewoman says : “ Should the rumour prove true, one can 
predict large audiences at the playhouse where r^ort says 
the dihvJti will take place — if, that is, it comes off at all.** 
Were it not for the absence of the word alleged ” before 
“ dihut,’* “rumour” and “report,** we should say that 
“ Psyche ” was fairly safe from any libel action. 

. At a meeting of the Westbury District Council the Chair- 
man made the important statement that “Dust raised by 
motor-cars killed the fliies on the turnips.” We hope this 
will encourage motorists to persevere. 
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PROVDTOIAL EErOEMEES. 

^ [Lowestoft Town Council has passed a resolu- 
tion iirgin^ the necessity for rearranging the 
Parlian^ntary Session, so that it shall com- 
mence in November and end in June “in the 
interests of the public generally, and especially 
m the interests of the holiday-making public 
and of British holiday resorts.’ 'J 

This is by no zneazis all. News reaches 
ns ^ of other and similar examples of 
paioohial protest. Thus at a Babba- 
. combe mpthers’ meeting recently it was 
proposed, and more, seconded, that the I 
prerogatives of the Throne be seriously' 


curtailed. It was held by the speakers 
that His Majesty had liberties and privi- 
leges which were not within the compass 
of the ordinary British matron, and in 
the interests of communism a stand 
should be made. 

At the annual meeting of the Hove 
branch of the Boys’ Brigade it was 
imanimously decided that the constitu- 
tion of die Eoyal Academy was in need 
of drastic reforms. The number of full 
Academicians, it was decided, should be 
reduced to twenty. i 

It has been resolved by the Town 


Council of Bungay that the salary of the 
First Lord of the Treasury is too high. 
Many men in Bungay ai*e found to fill 
public offices without reward, and it is 
held tliat the Prime Minister should do 
so too. 

An enthusiastic meeting was held at 
the Parish Room, Peperharow, on Wed- 
nesday last, to settle the Education 
Question. After a number of gentle- 
men had spoken, the purpose of the 
gathering was fulfilled by a resolution 
relegating the present measure to limbo. 


THE SCAPEGOAT. 

IzzET Pasha, you have to bear 
The blame for Turkey’s failure, ah ! 
Though such a fate is far from rare, 
We quite agree it is not fair - 
Is it ? Pasha. 


Clearing up a Joke. 

A READER of Tlic Neirft writc'S 

asking us to explain oiir lu'w luinu' 
“ Zulu” for the Baker St reet and Waterloo 
Railway. In reply wc bog to inform him 
that this humorous piece of nomenclature 
is I/)ndon’s new catch-phrase, ami can 
be heard in every bus, tram, or st(»amer. 
It is also going the roiuul of the ])rovin- 
cial Cffiibs. ^riio idea arose as follows : 
The Zoo, ()!* Zoological Gardens, is in 
close proximity to Regent's Park Station 
on the above line. i.(K) is tln^ tail-<*n(l 
of Waterloo. Zoo-loo, without change 
of sound, may be facetiously written as 
“Zulu,” which is the name of a tribe 
now in revolt in South A fricn. I'lm t itle 
thus happily combines a snecimrt apt- 
ness with extreme modernity, and is 
corditilly recommended to our corres- 
pondent. 

C. M. S. describing in The Wedmimta* 
Gazette the habits of a kitten, says : 

“ When he is whiter than »now, after a grand 
toilet, the cook declares that *tke 
always at once has a roll in the conl-hole, and 
certainly his mistress has more than once 
canght him red-handed in the deed.’* 

The kitten seems to Iiavc a toleral)le 
eye for colour. 

A GEasTLEMAN writing to the daily 
Press on Taximeters signs himself “ A 
CG-b-Rider of over Forty Years’ Stand- 
ing.” But surely this is a case where 
a man might have token it sitting 
down ? I 

“ c»a Monday night, a liUlo black Tug; 
puls her tongue out; answers to Ihrn. 

Vorkdiire Ermttrf Poaf. 

Wbes one considers the diflSculty of 
answering, €\en mom^yUjibically. with 
the tongue out, one lealiseo the groat i 
value of Dora. I 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M P. 

Home of Tjordn, Monday, May 14. — 
Lord Porto MOUTH is the soul of loyulty. 
Being also scr,ipiih'"«ly vorrcious lie 
would not dein. il ( '...I'oimcd on liis 
oath, that, had it pleased O.-B. lo^ yary 
the current arrangement, place him at 
tlic head of Iho War Office and give him 
IIamunk as Under vSecretaiy, the State 
would not have suffered. As it is, he 
accepts the situation, scrupulously per- 
forms the duties pertaining to it. 

All the same lie 'wishes either that 
Haldake were in the Lords, or that 
Wemyss w’ere once more in the Commons. 
To one middle-aged as years count, but 
young in office, it is embarrassing to 
have this man of war hanging on his 
flank with inconvenient questions about 
Home Defence and Compulsory Service 
in the Militia. Something ominous 
to-niglit al)out movemomt of the Ensign 
(ieneral of the Uoj’uUbinpanyof Archers. 
Ah a rule hIiooIh his arrows from the 
cross hen<‘h Ixbind that on which Royalty 
sits. It was h(‘re that, sometime within 
the last century, ho with dramatic sweep 
! of argumeuiaiive arm smote the hat of 
' ills pr(»Kout ( iracious Majesty, thenPiUNOE 
OF \Vai.ks, seated in fancied security at 


the corner of the Front Bench. Had 
Roj-alty been present to-night, it might 
reasonably be suspected that remi- 
niscence of that untoward incident in- 
duced the Royal Archer to change his 
point of attack. Howbeit he presented 
himself from the Front Bench above that 
on whidi ex-Ministers sit. 

Eaily getting range of the Under 
Secretary for War, lie (of course in a 
Parliamentaiy sense) riddled him with 
many arrows. There was no surprise 
about the attack. On Friday last he put 
a plain question demanding straight- 
forward answer. 

“ How long •will it take to mobilise an 
army, and what would be its strength ? ” 

The Under Sfpr^ary having already 
learned the »;:i‘.iiid Ii.iliii of warding 
off inconvenient inquiry, declined to 
answer on the ground that it was con- 
trary to public interest to supply the 
information. 

“Pooh!” said the Royal Archer, 
deftly combing the Under Secretary’s 
hair with tliree arrows fired in swift 
succession, “ there is not a military 
attache in London who does not possess 
all the details. I can,” he added, 
“supply them myself, and propose to 
do so on Monday.” 

This a pleasing variation on procedure 


of an Irish Member in penultimate 
session of last Parliament. “Arising 
out of the answer the right hon. gentle- 
man has not given,” he said, sternly 
regarding the hapless Minister, “I beg 
to ask--.” Then came the supple- 
mentary question. 

WERfYSS avowedly had at finger-ends 
the information he sought from repre- 
sentative of the War Office. As the 
Under Secretary would not give it he 
should receive it. So here was the 
Royal Archer brimming over with 
answer to his own question. 

Incidentally he referred to an episode 
in his own career, for honourable 
mention of which overhaul Napier or 
any other wollum of history of the 
Peninsular War. It happened at a 
critical moment. Wellington had met 
Massena at Fuentes de Onoro and badly 
beaten him. That was good. ^ But 
Soult, hitherto indomitable, lay in the 
path of Beresford. How would the 
British fare in the inevitable struggle? 

At this crisis Wemyss —he was Lord 
Elcho at the time — volunteered for 
active service. The effect was electrical, 
not only in this country, but with the 
tattered, ill-fed army under Beresford. 
They met the French at Albuera, and 
Soult was shattered. 
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Mr. H-ld-ne as Todh Bah, 

“ Speaking not as a soldier, but as a lawyer.” 

(liOrd Robert Cecil said, ** it appeared as if 
the Secretary of State for War bad as many 
capacities as Pooh Bah in the comic opera.”} 


Thus the Chairman of Committees to had been blameless, his conduct exem- 
a House suddenly filled by a murmuring plary. It turned out that these seyeii 
throng. Ten minutes ago the Chamber years had been spent in penal servitude, 
almost empty. Seamen’s and Soldiers’ The witer of the letter was his brother- 
False Characters BiH under discussion. in-]aw, who, finding a bad lot once more 
Haldane in charge ; lightly at succeed- on his hands, made fresh effort to lodge 
ing tunis of debate alternately assumes him out at the expense of the State. 
role of lawyer or garb of soldier. In Crowd at Bar missed this story. Sum- 
absence of Peince Aktiiue, Don Josib, moned by clang of division bell they! 
and George Wyndham, Commissioners rushed in to vote. Many ignordut ()f 
for performing duties and functions of name of Bill under discussion. ^ Few, if 
Leader of the Opposition, Balcarbes any, knew what “knowingly ” imported 
obliges. if inserted in the clause. The Whips 

His forces represented by some half- would show them which way to \ote, 
dozen men including Arthur Stan- and they were there to do their duty. 

LET, who by much mouthing of the “ Those that ai'e of that opinion say 
syllables, placing the emphasis on the ‘Aye,’ ’’said tlie Chairman of Comm irncEs, 
final one, invests familiar word reciting the formula of putting the ques- 
“ charac+er ” witli imsuspected qualities, tion. 

To spell it charac-ta7i is but feebly to There was a cry of “Aye” from men 
indicate a peculiarity in pronunciation following the flag of the liold Baloaures, 
which by repetition cast a spell over the “ The <‘oiitrary ‘ N().’ ’’ 

House. You would see men on })oth A wave of convict ion swayed tli(' 
sides intently watching liim, scenting crowd at. tlie Bar. ^ ''I'liey wrTo mainly 
approach to the polysyllable, luicou- Ministerialists, fltK*king in like Hli<‘ep at 
sciously working their lips in imitation sound of wether bdl. If the reumaiit 
of his pronunciation, gasping the echo behind Front C)p]>()sitiou l^ench (‘ri(Ml 
“ ah ! ” when he thmidered the “ tali'' “ Aye ” they must needs slunit “ No ” ; 

But that is another story. Balcarrer, which they did \vith a vigour, nnaniiuity 
tliirsting for blood, insisted on taking and consciousness of virtue that made 
division on question whether the Bill Ru]»orlluons the knowhulge as to what 
should insist upon false characters being they fought each other Then they 
knowingly given. 1 Iald.\ne, abandoning went forth to division, and by a majority 
for moment characters of soldier and of against OK it was decided that 


<)f against OK it was deeide< 


Lawyer, dropping into that of raconteur, the word “knowingly” shouhl not In* 
told pretty story illustrating the difficulty, added to the clause. 


With characteristic modesty Wbmtss A man was enlhted upon strength of 'I'hus are we gov<*rn(‘(l. 

did not in his speech to-night directly written chaiucter from a householder IhsiNcuft done, --Quite a l(»t. At 

indicate this affair. It was brought who said ho had known liim for seven Orders of the Day hiul b(*eu 

back to the mind of his hearers hy the years, during which time his character cl(«ired off, and so home to b(*d. 


remark that some time later (it was in 
the first year of the present century), 
disgiipled with tlie neglect of the Voluii- ; 
ten* i(nce by a tape-tied War Office, he | 
finally sheathed the sword volunteered ; 
at this epoch of lus country’s history. , 

Since 1900 the London Scottish have * ; r 

been bereft of the comradeship of dieir i 
old Colonel. 

Here he is to-night, appai’ently as • 
young as ever, certainly as virile, / j 

demonstrating to liis own perfe-ct satis- / , ^ , 

faction that whilst Germany and France ' ' 

can mobilise their annies in three days, 
whilst little Switzerland ctm do it "in 
two, the British Army exists only on 
paper, the Volunteers are a sham, tlie ‘ 

Militia a delusion. ' * ! 

After this the House lu'oposed lu get 
to business. On referring to the agenda 

there was found to be none. So noble ; j5 : 

Lords, careless of the dire straits of " ^ * ' ‘ j 

their country, went home to dress for ^ „ \ 

dinner. War rnrs what he ME.iNT? ] 

Business dofie,~—"Xn the Commons QAr. IlHrcourt saifi ho ** could proiiu.s(* Mr. 
Plural Voting Bill read second time by fihamborlain tliat i£ he ‘came over to hrij* 

I 403 votes against 95. ^^**’**^ * there should be no tests for a re]H*«tant 


Was tuts what he ME.iNT? ( 

(ilr. Ilarcourt saifi he ** could pniiiu.si* Mr. ^ 


(TIAULKvS DICKEXR ON THE 
KDTTftATION DISPr^l'K. 

“Bur the Bigwig family brt>k<* <mt 
into violent family tiuarrels (•(inccrniiig 
what it was lawful in toa<‘li to this man’s 
children. tSomc of tlio family insistfsl 
on such a thing Iwing primary and in- 
dispenstible alcove till other things ; and 
otli(*rs of the family insisUKl on such 
another thing being prinmry and inilis- 
pensahlo above all (tther things; and 
the Bigwig family, rent into facti(*nH, 
uTote pamphlets, ludd vocations, 
(lelivered charges, orations, and all 
vari(*ti<'s of <liM'<»ur''i‘s . , , , llirew diit, 

; exchanged pmiiiic'lihi.' and ieil together 
by the ears in unintciiigible animo.’^it; 
Mcanuliilc this man, in Ids short e\eJi 
I ing hnaftdies at his iirt'side, saw tlie 
j demon I:;fiunnicc uri.si* there and take 
j his children to itself.” XtMys 


Pro^ettiioziAl Candour* 

“ I&iMK iSniooh FOR 

Kxaniination Hut*(*«*SHe» quite excejf- 1 
t uiiud.” Ma nehester ( V;«Wm i 
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MIDDLE-WEIGHT OPERA. 

The atmospliere of Oovent Garden is 
never a very good conductor of linmoiir ; 
and things are even worse when the 
after-effects of a Bing-Oyde have not 
yet been dissipated, and another is 
threatened. This may partly explain the 
somewhat temperate enthusiasm with 
whicli Der Barhier von Bagdad was re- 
ceived. But its story is dull and even 
stupid ; and the noble innsic of CoTiNELirs 
seemed wasted on so trivial a theme, unless 
we were meant to regard his opera as a 
deliberate parody of tlie Grand Style; 
and in that case I must conclude that 
the hearts of the audience, stiU labour- 
ing under the solemn emotions generated 
by a course of Wagner, were in no mood 
for this kind of sacrilegious badinage. 

Herr Knupier, as the Barber, domin- 
ated the scene. Magnificently bearded 
in the Mosaic manner, he might have 
stepped into this Arabian Night straight 
off the Sinaitic peninsula, during its 
temporary occupation by the Turkish 
Government. The profundity of his 
resonant basso greatly assisted the lofty 
dignity of beaiing from which he never 
allowed himself to be diverted by his 
own jeiix d' esprit. These were perhaps 
too esoteric, too full of personal and 
family reminiscences to thrill a public 
by whom the humour of Mesopotamia had 
probably never been regarded as of vital 
moment. But now and tlien he made 
a wider appeal; as when, under the 
impression that his client of tbe morn- 
ing had come to an untimely end, he 
uttered the superbly burlesque line, 

Morgens rasiert, nnrl abends eine Loiche ! 

Perhaps I ought not to refer to one 
rather tactless pa»s.sage, in which the 
Barber remarks 

Ruchloser (profligate) Richter . . . 

Doch hoh’re Richter lichten, Richter, dich I ” 

I pass over the Teutonic gravity of the 
humour ; but I protest against, this libel 
upon the private character of the moat 
blameless of Conductors; and J will 
add that, if the Syndicate knows of any 
“loftier Richter” than Our Only Hans, I 
shall be glad to make his acquaintance. 

The humour assigned to Nureddin 
(Herr JQrn) was of the less conscious 
kind. In the opening scene he presented , 
at least to occidental eyes, a rathej- 
ludicrous figure as he lay love-sick and 
prostrate on Iiis couch, while his attend- 
ants, armed with feathers lashed to the 
end of long poles, did their best to reduce 
his temperature. On the other hand, 
the^ fun of the shaving scene was 
designed ; and even an oriental, to whom 
the customary shearing of the head 
would siiggest no hint of humour (I am 
glad, by the way, that the Stage-Manager 
stuck to the original and did not accept 
the gloss of the British librettist "^ho 
translates as “chin”)— even 


an oriental must have enjoyed the 
abstractions of the Barber, where in the 
midst of his professional operations he 
deviates into the Margiana cadenza, to 
the ruin of his handiwork. 

Unfortunately, in the next Act, when 
the lover, dad in a turban and rich 
apparel, enters to pay his vows to ilAn*- 
qiana, the vision of his head as the 
barber left it, imperfectly bald, stiU 
remained on the retina of memory, and 
somewhat modified the effect of a passion- 
ate utterance in which Herr Jorn for 
once allowed full play to bis emotions. ^ 

Fraulein BuRniARUT was dianuing in 
appeaiunce; and her voice, for swei^t- 
ness, was a pure Turkish delight ; but in 
her love-sceno she perhaps misseil the 
ardour and aliandoiniicat that one (*x- 
pects from the daughter of a Bagdad 
Cadi. I-TerrNiETAN,as the Cadi in ([nes- 



** Hair getting rather tlun on top, 

Ahd, ihe "Rnrher , , Herr KnOrfkr. 
Ntireddin .... Herr JOrk. 

tiou, would have been an ornament to 
any golf-links in Aniliy. 

The chorus wrung what humonr they 
could from their words ; and their 
sonorous finale - '^^Halamalelkum^' (which 
I understand to be another kind of rahat 
lakoim)— convinced me that all must lie 
well wliicli ended so tunefully. 

In conclusion, I cannot fairly ignore 
a stupendous tour de force on the ]>art 
of the Rev, Marmadukr E. Brow^^k, who ih 
responsible for tlic local libretto. In 
his effort to do justice to that song of 
Ahul in whicli the original author 


Der Vagahmd tind die Prinscssiu, llie 
half-gay half-sad little trifle which pre- 
ceded Der Barbier, had at least a more 
human appeal. Hut the frame was 
too heavy for tlie picture, and the 
piinisliiuent of the Briuerss was t(x» 
heavy for her crime. 'Hii.s s(‘t‘ond ditfi- 
eulty might have been easily avoided if 
the 7V/acm could only havi' 7'(‘niem- 
l)ered the Pr'nices Jat*e for a fenv 
minutes -while he w'ent ami cliangt^d 
his clothes and made himself into a 
Vagabond. I eaiinot at‘(‘ounl for this 
omission in an at‘tress of Fraulein 
Bi'mTivRDT’s inttdiigeiiee. Of ciairse sla* 
may have I u^en lot king the « »t her wa.y \vhf‘n 
the P/nicr, in the lirst sciuie, disguise<l as 
a minstrel, nnated his own love poem. 
But I was not in time for that (»pi.sode, 
and I hesitate to condmim the lady 
iinli(*anl. A hirntal ! 

La.st Thursday, for an e.xtra couple i>f 
florins, a man might hear lioth .Mkijiv 
tiud t\vRi‘so in Im Balu mr, A glorimis 
f onjuiiftioM. Vnd I uudtT, stand that the* 
.S\ndi(a!e Im.I given them all fredi 
dres.«(‘s a tactful com*t*s.sion, no doiiht, 
to the feelings of Signor (*Uii‘so, who 
had lost his wardrobe ut San Fraiudseo, 
and would liavi* been embarrasseil in 
his lonely sprueeness. It resulted that 
our friends r»f the Quartirr were nnudi 
too smartly attired for men who had 
the habit of dining off bread anti water 
on tlie following day. 

Tin* great tmau* was in marvellous 
voice; and the “ full tliroided easi*” 
with which he n*ndered son.'” 

was raoturoii.sl^' acknowledged by u 
crow<le(l and scintillating Iiouhi*. Gne 
might say, iu the manner of the i«K*t 
wboKi* inspired couplets ailom the 
placards of a certain be<»f-extnu»t : 

You sak me why lUe amlienee atwl 

crew Ko ? 

It is becaiwe they ichfline ('arCwi I 

Madame Mkiba wu.s ]«*rhttps not at 
her absolute best ; she may have tmiight 
a tomdi of MimVs cold. I mn’t imagine, 
by the. way, how liodolfo could Iki so 
thoughtless in the Third Act as to let 
Mimi stay out there singing iu the bitter 
cold with that slurking cough when 
she c‘ouI(l easily have been taken in<l<K*r.s. 
And why, in the la.st Act, lu'cd they 
send for a muff to warm her ]»M*r (»oM 
hands, in.‘<tead of getting her to put 
flieiu under the clothes of the bed, 
which had olivion.-^ly been put there dt 


easily found nine perfect rJiymes for j doi\sn’t figure in tin* same room in the 
Liehen, the Rev. Marm.ur'KK, greatly < First A(‘t» on ]mrpo.se tliuf sin* might 
daring, adopts “Woman” for his bur- (lie comfortably. 

den, for which tlmre luqipeus to be noj The Bohemian fi. '-r- !*,. i n 
rhyme-word in the English Junguage ; S((;and MM. doriiXKr and (iii.uujiii were in 
he pronounces it Woenum. and W(Kiman, ’ great form, but Mile. U* 

and Wewman, and Wonnnon; ami ;ds(»j frank, wa.*^ not perhx'fly in the picture 
rhymes it iu the ] Jural with “tw(j men ”) The first two Act- uvnt very bu4kl,i 
and “abdomen,” I like to think that, dnid natnrallv, and fi.»* arritiemidv of fht 


for a 
feat. 


single stanza, this is a mwl 


iVnly 
the 

iv.Ht of the opera aJaavn 

by the excf'lh'nce ij the singing. thS. 
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SIABIES OP OFESATIC HEEOES. 

I. — WoTiW. 

Frioka lias really been very trying 
again to-day, and I am beginning to 
doubt whether she was worth the eye 
that I gave for her in a moment of 
temporary infatuation. It began at 
breakfast, when I told her a curious 
dream that I ’d had about the Ring, and 
took the opportunity to outline the 
prinupal points of the Painful Story of my 
connection with that piece of jewellery. 
Frioka was quite rude about it, and 
said that she never wished to hear the 
Painful Story again. She is really a 
most unreasonable woman, for it isn’t 

a bad story, and I flatter 

myself that I tell it rather 

well. Besides, it’s the only ^ 

one I know. 

Her temper was not hn- r 

proved when one of her rams 
cast a slioc, and she was 
obliged, in conse(Hieiice, to 
walk up the hill to the rocky 
spot whore I generally take 
my midday siesta. Of course, 
kIk^ was under no compulsion -J. 

wliat('.vor to come, but it seems - 

that some buhvhody has been .| . 
h'lling about the conjugal < ~ 

diflicultios of tlio Hundin(JS. , . 

I wish ptioplo would mind 
their own alfalrs and not go 
iut(*rf(*nng with matters that • ” 
don’t (*ouc(‘ni them. IIow- ^ 

(*vor, the cat was out of the! 
bjig with a vong(»aii(‘(‘, and : 

FlUCKA, who Is u'ally lM't‘oming | 
quite a Mrs. ClauNDY in her 
old ag(*, was much upset' * ' 

about it. Of course, thisj 
little affair of Hikomund ami i 
vSu'KJiaNDK is very deplorable, | 
but Ih-NDiNts is such a boor' 
and has treated his wife so 
Hhauudully that, to my mind, : 
he. (l(*s(H-ved all he got. IIow - 1 
FitH'hA’s sym])athi<‘s wore 

all with the ])()or desertodl 

tmsband, tlrough I can’t hnagino what 
shi^ sees in him ; and she nagged at mo 
abemt it for half an hour or more. The 
restdt was that I got so Ilustcrcd tliat be- 
fore I km»w where I was J ’d promised to 
fight against iny own child {\wr step- 
son). Hamdiow I never Roein to get iny 
(uvn way now, although I ’in suppow?*! to 
Is* tin* boss god up here. I really don’t 
kmnv what times are (’oiniiig to. 

Ah ill luek would have it, just as 
Kku’Ka was going, who Hhouhl turn up 
but BaeNNiman'), and the imual words 
followenl. It is a grc*at pity that limiKNY 
and her step ■mother don’t hit it off bettor. 
lUtrNNY ’s ti dear girl, and was alwaj-s a 
gxjd daugliter to ino. There isn’t a 
lisUmer in the whole of my large 
fanniy; so, just to lot off steam, so to 










speak, I sat down and told her the (For the nest few hundred pages the 
whole of my Painful Story. Brunny diary consists almost entirely of a list of 
knows a good story when she hears one, the persons to whom the writer had told 
and she followed it with every appear- his Painful Story. It is not, indeed, 
mice of interest, though, if she has heard until twenty years later that an entry 
it once, she must have heard it a hundred occurs with which we need concern 
times. Intelligent girl, that. ourselves.) 

^ To satisfy Frioka 1 had to give Bruiwy Dropped down to Mi aie’s this afternoon 
directions about her conduct in the to see how my grandson Siegfried is 
Siegmund-Hundiko duel, but either I getting on; from ail accounts he must 
didn’t make myself quite clear or else be a big boy now, and it is high lime 
she guessed what was passing at the that he heard the Painful Story. Un- 
back of her old father's mind. Anyway, fortunately, he was out. On returning 
when the crucial moment amvecl, she to Walhalla in the evening I found 
started in on the wrong side, and if I Friojlv in her taiitmins again, so, seeing 
hadn’t clianccd to be on the spot, good- that it was no place for me, 1 decided to 
ness knows what would have happened, take a turn in the woods. By good luck 
— — — r remembered that a sporting 

Dragon was down for dcci- 
# j) \ WV morning, and 

^ 'V ' thought that I could not do 

0 . . fri. y: ! hotter than go ami sec it. 

Punctually to time, SiECiFiiiED 
v"-' M||^^ put in an appoanim'c, with a 

■ scrap steel J reinemlier break- 

^ began, such as it \ias, 

^ ^ but J must confess that I fouml 

■ "17 * mat(*h a litih* disafjpoint- 

— big. (If course, I would put 

^ inoney on Sikgfiukd any 

es]K*(*tocl it 

s<) that SiKfiFRiKD liud juatters 

- ^ all his own way. 

.. little I it(*r, ami stopped him for 

friendly talk about tliiugs 
ill general, lie si*euis to have 

PRESENCE OF MIND. Ihk>u very Iwdly imK.ghf up, 

and i don t tlimk J like Juni 
“Put on your hat, Jank, or you’ll catch colic’ ilc was positively rude 

... P) jjj(j tjcvenil times, and ended 

(trtaiuly for sewemi weeks life witli uj) by smashing my walking-stick, lam 
Frioka wouldn’t have been worth living, really much anuoyoil aliout that stick as, 
Of course J pretended to bo simply cov(»rod as it was by iiotelu‘s or runes, 
furious, and, having numagiHl to catch each of which rcpn‘sent(*(l a separate and 
Brunny hiding on the top of some out- distinct occasion on which 1 liave narruteil 
landish mountain, I promptly Hcntcnced iny Painful Story, it was a nu>st interest- 
li(*r to a term of solitary <vmfinemeut.,j list ing memento. Its los.s, (‘oinbiued with 
to assert my authority. It s(‘ems rather some disquieting news which I recei^ed 
stiff, but Bkcnny is a wou(h»rful sleeper from Khda to <lay, has (juite u pst*t me, and 
m*vor down for lireakfast unless I call 1 am not fec‘ling at all myself. Perhaps, 
her myself uml I’ve no lioubt she’ll however, it is only these late liours. 1 
doxe away most of her sentomto pretty shall sleep it out lo-niornjw, and have 
comfortably. Anyw^iy, there she is, and tokl Waltraute not to call mo till ten. 
there she ’U stay till Mr. Right turns uj> 

and releases her. 1 shall miss her The TauUJh World pays a oompliinmit 
tc^rribly, however, for she was so handy awkwardly, but none the less with real 
about the house, and none of tlie others feeling. “Jtis (Uflicult,” wo read, “to 
knew how to mix their old father’s night- find a more many-aided wonvan than 
cap so well as she. the Countess.” 




PRESENCE OF MIND. 

“Put on your hat, Jane, or you’ll catch cold.” 
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THE PASSING OF THE COW. 

JThe Maili in tlie course of some remarks on vegetarianism, says 
that the cow, as a butter-producing animal, has now been entirely 
superseded by the following vegetable fats : Nutter, Nucoline, Nuttene, 
Albene, Cocolardo, Vejsu ] 

There may be some devoted to Nuttene, 

Others who, while admitting choice is hard, owe 
Their health, or so they think, to Nicolene, 

With now and then a touch of Cocolardo 
Vejsu remains the vegetable fat 
That I most wonder at. 

“ Vejsu ! ’’—regard it merely as an oath, 

Conceive it, if you will, a foreign city ; 

Vejsu — a game, a dramatist (or both), 

Was ever in the world a word so pretty ? 

Vcjsii - mic men would find a rhyme, but I 
Simply refuse to try. 

And what of her, calm-eyed and long of tail. 

Now superseded by this kind of batter, 

As truthfully narrated in the Mail, 

Making our history a different matter ? 

I think of Mary, and Boy Blue, and Jack, 

And do not wish her hack. 

That Mary who, regardless of the tide, 

And urged hy fears for the ensuing butter, 

Called hy the hanks of Dee, and calling died 
With not a transitory thought for Nutter ; 

Would she had known (though calling as desired) 

The cattle weren't required ! 

That Jack, whose effort in the building trade 
Was such that, in the end, a tattered waster, 

Coming across the lonesome dairy maid, 

Without so much as “ By your leave,” embraced her — 
How innocent the story might have been, 

“ Bowdlerised ” with Nuttene ! 

That Little Boy wdio waked to blow liis horn. 

Not lovingly as one wdiose soul is in it, 

But lustily —to conjure from the corn 
The cow who drifted thither ev’ry minute — 

Vejsu ! His case is wild with all regret ; 

He might be sleeping yot ! 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Dion Clvyton Calttirop, worthy man, is writing and 
illustrating a history of BiKjUsh Costume, in four sections 
(A. AND 0. Black). When I get to Section iv. I shtdl be 
anxiously wondering . j ust what is meant by the slit up 
the back of my coat, speculating upon the difference (if any) 
between ‘foulard, furbelow, and feullleton. 1 look forward to 
an exciting hour with Sec. iv., but I feel bound to express 
here my regret that Sec. i. — Early English — ever came into 
my hands. In my vocabulary there are certain words which 
have hallowed associations, that depend for their romance 
upon no subtlety of derivation or definition ; it is the word 
itself tlnit creates the atmosphere, and once the word is 
explained the atmosphere goes. Take “wimple” as an 
example. “Wimple” has always been one of the really 
romantic words — until Mr. Oalthrop came along. He tears 
the veil of mystery away from it. A wimple, says this sacri- , 
legions man, “ is a piece of silk or white linen held to the 
hair in front by pins and allowed to flow over the head at tiie 
back.” I suppose it is, Mr. Oalthrop, if you say so ; but, 
your pardon, it used to be something mucli better. 
“Wimple” was the long white road that led to the moated 
castle; “wimple” was the haughty baron that owned 


castle; “wimple” was the fair Editha imprisoned there, it 
was the hold Sir Gilbert that rode up to the gate leading his 
lady’s palfrey, it was the attack and the moon-lit escape. 
“ Wim;^e ” was three centuries of love and battle in six letters 
— and Mr. Oalthrop tells us it is a piece of silk ! (Sometimes 
not even silk!) Take again “surcoat,” “jerkin,” “gorget,” 
“hauberk,” all alive with the true spirit of romance. ^ (“By 
my jerkin, but I wiU catch thee a right merry buffet in the 
surcoat 1 ”) This seven-and-sixpenny volume elbows its way 
into a cheerful picture of slaughter with an explanation as to 
how exactly a surcoat is cut ! Shame 1 Mr. Dion Clayton 
Oalthrop, and you with such a romantic name yourself 1 

For the gndduje Frau Baronin voN HuTrEN 
I care much more than a pin or a button. 

I tliink I could pass a stiff exam 
111 her story of What Became of Pam. 

This Pam was a girl who was very human, 

A rare rich lovable loving woman. 

Wherever she went she made a stir, 

And if you ’d know what became of her 
You can buy the hook on the usual plan 
From Mr. William Heinemann, 

It ’ll do as a cure for melancholy, 

For it B light and lively and very joUy. 

There is a pretty touch of fraternal piety in Mr. Harold 
Spender’s selection of the name of Alfred for the liero of 
his parliamentary novel The Arena. And I should like 
to Biiy what a pleasant glow of satisfaction came over 
me as I read this work. For three hours I fairly jostled 
against Prime Ministers and people. In the ordinary way 
one regards a Prime Minister as sometliing abstract, like 
Qaukrodoer ; but I realise now that perhaps even Sir Henry 
Oampbell-Bannbralvn has his doubts and troubles with the 
rest of us. The rnotif of the book is the struggle of the 
“rising young politician” 1)etween his duty to his con- 
stituency and his duty to his wdfe and parents. There is 
also a handsome Army cousin with a “ gleaming smile,” and 
there are moments when Alfred's wife is tempted to “ follow 
the gleam” ; but I find it difficult to lielieve in him, though 
knowing from various advertisements just what the smile was 
like. The book before tlie House is The Arena, by Haroli^ 
iSpENDER (published by Constable). Those in favour of it, 
“Aj-e.” Contrary, “No.” The “Ayes” have it. 

Mr. Lucy, whose books are a pleasure to all, 

And whose reccud is great, though his size may bo suuill, 
Has poured from his fresh iiiexliaustilde founts 
A new Parliamentary l)ook of accounts. 

Through the scenes of five years he iuvih's you to stray, 
And beguiles you with iiicluros by Heed and i\l u. 
Now wo ask any reader and friend wlu're the <Ieu<n* he 
Can find a book brighter than this one hy Li'cv. 

It ’s a volume of capital gossii) and chat, 

Where the style is as smart as the humour is ]vat. 

From his perch wliere our Toby sits taking his notes 
He listens to speeches and watches tlie. votes, 

And then he flies home, does this excellnit btn*, 

And makes combs of honey for you and for nio 
The name of his last is —it ’s sure to have caught on - 
The Balfourian Parliament (Hodder and Stouohton). 

From an advertisement of a silversmith in Orac<*<diurch 
Street : 

“ Fine Watclies. Will go for thirty hours. Short wind.” | 
This is a remarkable performance for a watdx in adiuitttjdly i 
bad training. After thirty hours, we suppose, it gets its I 
second wind, and then goes on for another tliirty witliout the ' 
least distress. ' I 
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HYMN ON TOMKINS’ ACTION. 

Comb njy Miiso, tho SaUirihiy supreine 
(Nor tarry for anoiher’H invitation), 

Wlion that (iroat Man, the Captain of our Team — 
Either to hurry up the tleclaratiou, 

Or Hinco ho wan a. humori«t at soul — 

Put Tomkinh on U) howl. 

No hroatli of wixnl diaturhs tho halmy air. 

Our capttiin, calling “ Woman” indiBorootly, 

Padded ami gloved J(‘ada out hia side, and there 
DinpoacB of tho first man rather neatly. 

No other catcdiofl coming right to hand, 

Follows a lengthy stand. 

Tho hatHinnn hits tlio bowler where ho likes, 

I’o “ off,” to ** on until at hist the Groat One, 

Not realising that indifTcront spikes 
Alone defer tho inevitable straight one, 

I^)ks round the field, and sighs, and holloas ! 
ToMKtNS, you have a try.” 

Mitrk how his exultation, ill-concealed, 

Shines in his eyes as he removes his sweater, 

And has “ a few balls down ” what time tlio field 
Arrange themselves where they can watch him better; 
Five in the deep, and tliree square-leg, and one 
Jx)ng stop, out of tho sun. 


Doubtfully, just at first, ho trots around — 

As circles, when disturbed, the anxious plover; 
Roon with long strides he glides across the ground, 
Bending his heiid, as one who makers for cover ; 
Then, as we wonder if ho 'll l)owl at all, 

Rtops, and l(*ts fly tlio ball 

Ah mo ! a ball too groat for little men ! 

Dcccitfidly delivered, full of “ (lovil,” 

It rose, and swerved a hiot, and “hung,” and thou 
. For reastins of its own resumed tho levc J, 

Bounced twice while there, and, turning in from leg, 
Made for the middle peg. 

As when at Bridge one gently murmurs “ Yotiis ” — 
Bored by a teanporary slump in acos ; 

A» when a Sulttm tactfully restores 
Boundary pillars to their proper places ; 

So did the batsman, playing it too lute, 

Itetire for ninety-eight. 


Taking iHEm Pleasures sadly at the Naval and Miutary 
Tournament. — “In former years vro have had pcriodic^al, and 
vo^ grand, tattoos, given by tho massed bands of tho 
Brigade of Guards, and there was one 8U(*h, .iinhapi'>ily 
enjoyed by a very inadequate assembly.”- -- The Times. 


V(»L. exxx. 
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AN UP-TO-DATE INTERVIEW, 

I HAVE come,” began the Interviewer, 

“ to ascertain your views 

“Views ! ” interrupted the Great Man ; 
“ and where can one obtain more charm- 
ing views than amid the wonderful 
Swiss scenery? Yet for many years 
past Switzerland has been a closed book 
to thousands. Now, at last, thanks to 
the public-spirited and generous con- 
duct of Messrs. A— — , a simple fort- 
night’s tour can be arranged at the 
nominal cost of a few pounds.” 

“ Ah ! quite so,” said the Interviewer; 
“ but what I really wanted to kno w - — 
“Knowledge,” broke in the Great 
Man, “ is power ; and from where do we 
get our knowledge if not from books? 
Yet in the dark ages of last year many 
books were out of the reach of the 
working man. That library, which you 
see in the corner, the result’ of many 
years of thought cheerfully given for 

the public weal by Messrs. B , is 

indeed 

“Yes, yes,” cried the Interviewer, 
“but I did not come about that. The 

world is on fire to know 

“That reminds me,” said the Great 
Man, “ what a necessary thing to a busy 
man is a good cigar. After a hard day’s 
thinking I find nothing more cheerful 
than to take up a cigar from Messrs. 

C ’s famous factoiy, a book” — 

here he consulted his cuff — “by Mrs. 

D , and to warm my feet before one of 

Messrs. E ’s patent non-combustible 

gas stoves. As used in every home.” 

“ One moment,” said the Interviewer. 
“ Will you just tell me, Yes or No, what 
you t.hi-pTc of^ ” 

“Wait,” said the Great Man; “have 
I mentioned the Tooth-wash yet ? ” 
“Yes,” lied tlie Interviewer; “you 
said it was most refreshing, and that 

until Messrs. F had placed it within 

reach of the public many people had 
had to ” 

“ And the necessity once a week for 
recreation with G^- — ’s golf dubs ? ” 

“I think so,” said the Interviewer. 
“Just look round the room and see 
if there ’s anything I have missed.” 

“There’s a bicycle in the comer,” 
said the Interviewer. “ Or did you buy 
that yourself?” 

“ My dear man, I buy nothing. The 
bicycle. Ah, yes. Ahem ! The popu- 
larity of the bicyde— and when I say the 

bicyde I refer more particularly ” 

“All right,” said the Interviewer, 
“ I ’ve got aU that down.” 

“Then I am at yoiur service. You 
wished to ascertain my opinion on the 
political situation, or what ? ” 

The Interviewer closed his note- 
book. 

“ No,” he replied sadly, “ I don’t. But 
my time has not been wasted. I am 


going back to write an article on the way 
Great Men make themselves cheap.” 

On the doorstep he met an International 
Library and a new kind of motor-car 
coming in. 

CASTLES IN SPAIN.i 

{By the Aaeietant Critia.) 

Gabriel HonorS de Beauaijour (may 
bis tribe increase !) was a man of artistic 
temperament ; so what more natural (or 
[more delightful, seeing that Mr. Harry 
Fragson was he) than that he should 
have a grand piano in his flat, and 
a sympathetic listener in his man 
Jerdiins 9 Violet Stanford^ just escaped 
from her convent, comes to see him; 
and by a great stroke of luck it turns 
out that she has a bit of a voice too. No 
false modesty about either of them ; no 
; apologies from the lady that she has left 


^ - 


•id?/ '• I 

Beausijowr . . . Mr. Harry Fraobon. 

Violet Miss May de Suusa. 

her music at home. Result: an en- 
chanted audience. Now I should like 
to r^mmcnd this idea to other writers of 
comic opera. Have a ring-master on 
the stage all the time, and as each new 
chax^ter enters let the M.O. ask liim if 
he sings at all. It may not come off 
every time, of course; but the ring- 
master must not let himsdf get down- 
hearted. “ Is there anything you do ? ” 
he should go on. “Wdl— er— I can 
play the triangle a bit, don’t you know.” 
“ My dear Sir, what luck ! We have a 
triangle here.” And so on. 

But the ring-master must be a man of 
discretion, too. I don’t know whose 
idea it was that Miss May db Sousa 
should sing “ Well, how toaa I to know 9 ” 
in the Second Act, but I refuse to believe 
that she likes doing it. If its author 
were to give it before an audience of 
scene-shifters and firemen, one or two 
might condescend to applaud. When a 
young girl sin^ it before other young 
girls, the case is different. Some 
this may occur to those responsible for it. 


r Mr, Dagnall as Sefior Terraro did not 
give the impression of a Spaniard. His 
L “ My dear Sir ” (which came into every 
: sentence he spoke) was a masterpiece of 
British vulgarity ; possibly it is a diflB- 
cult thing to say with any refinement. 
However, he was very amusing — ^both 
with Mr. JoENHY Da^tvers and with his 
three retainers. Miss Mabel Nelson sang 
well, and did all that one expects of a 
' La Ghiquita — ^flasliing eyes, and waving 
‘ arm bent at the elbow, and what not. 

Altogether the piece is a curious 
mixture of light opera and suburban 
pantomime. I pride myself on having 
noticed Mr. Cosmo Hamilton in the 
dialogue. His “smart topical hits” 
pleased a gallery tliat laughs at the 
mere mention of The Daily Mail^ and 
goes into ecstasies when sometliing 
moderately up to date does not escvape it. 
But everybody should go to Terry’s 
Theatre to see Mr. F’ragson and Miss db 
Sousa, and to hear some delightful songs. 

NATEONAL PRIDE A NATIONAL 
DANGER. 

The issue by the Board of Education 
of a list of national songs has evoked 
strong protests 5u The Daily (^hroniele 
on the score of the inadequacy of the , 
selection. In particular Mr. *1. Krbw.tji : 
CuRWi*n«f, Presiileut of the T<uuc Sol-fa ' 
Association, who adv(K‘ales an ochx'tic , 
view of the question, deplores the 
narrowing effect which must result from 
confining children to national songs, a 
policy which in Im view “will perpe- 
tuate that tone of insukr suj>erionty 
which 1ms done such harm in the past.” 
This large-minded and trulv patriotic 
attitude has oommemled itself to a num- 
ber of correspondents, a selection from 
whose letters we print hereunder i'*- 

Dear Sir," I entirely agree with Mr. 
OuRWEN that we are in danger of adopt- 
ing a false policy in regard to uie 
teaching of our diildren, and that to 
confine them to national songs will per- 
petuate that tone of insular superiority 
which has done such harm in tlxc past. 

For example, I note with pain that in 
the selected list put forward by tlie 
Board of Education “ JVie Moaet Beef 
of Old Bnqland** occupies a prominent 
position. Notliing, in my opinion, could 
be more mischievous than tliia exclush^e 
insistence on the excellence of a locsi form 
of flesh food. We are largely dependent 
on our Colonies, and it is of paramount 
necessity that we should maintain and 
foster friendly rdations with tliem as 
with all other parts of tlie world. I 
would suggest, therefore, that tlie revised 
version of this obsolete Imllad should 
run, “ The Iced Sheep of New Zealand” 
or “ Canned Ox of Chicago” and 
1 that, in view of the impending visit of 



SHOULD QUITE LIKE TO GIVE YOU A CAKE OR TWO. BUT MY FRIEND HERE SAYS WE CAN GET PAST WITHOUT, 

Am> BB'S SITTCSG ON TEN nBFlBOBmilENTS!'’ 
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tho <li»rnKin Kdltors, there nliould })e. 
added an (au*.ort» vcirno running, “27ie 
ihilh'd Ham of Wettlpladia,'^ 

1 am, Sir, fuitUfully yours, 

Jluno Su^SI'JKOER. 

Dhak Sui, Why nliould the Board of 
K<hi(‘atioii go out ol its way to affront 
tlait largo fvnd constantly inennising 
HC‘etion (if tho (‘onmuinity wludi lias 
forwworn mtnit food hy including that 
disgUHlingly (‘aruivorous pnmn **77^c 
Hoad lltu*/ of Old limfland'^ in its list? 
Th«* tunc, I admit, 1ms its merits, hut to 
my mind it sounds inflniUdy finer to the 
Buhaidid words written hy Mr. Kostaok 
** 77/c Hmtd Heana of Old Kwj- 
''Oh^the Old KmliHli Broad 
YoiirB oheditmtly, 

ch B. a 

Dear Sir,* I nyoioc to sec that the 
list of songs put out hy the Board of 
Kdueutiou is holng sidjjectcd to drastic 
criticism, I f ever there wus a time when 
it was <lt*sinihlo to allay intermitional 
j*‘atousles, it is tho present. Yet I note 
with grief that Britannia, 

BHtannta llate» the Waves,'* is amongst 
the soWted songs. Why this studied 


insult to the German Naval League? 
Gould not the standing Committee of 
Arhitnitiou at the Hague he asked to 
furnish a revised version of this inflam- 
maixny hullad on some such lines as 
these 

I lail, Q emaiiia ! Britannia ktmihly craves 
That peace will ever ever ever rule tho wavea ? ” 

I am, Sir, Yours faithfully, 
AvKiniuY, 

T)kau vSiii,- Til this era of cosmopolitan 
liuinunilarianiHm our limt and f()r(‘ni()st 
duty is to sulmtitutc for our insohmtly 
iiiHuhir national anthem a liymn whitdi 
will ado<piat<'ly voico tho spirit of intcr- 
njational confraternity. 1 do not say 
tluit tho lines which 1 send are incapahle 
of iiuprovfunout, hut I fetd that aU hut 
the luoKt pn*jii(iic(»d critics will admit 
tlndr imuu?ns(i supeu-iority to tho version 
still in vogue : 

Ling live tlie gulhmt IVItinz t 

Prosper llteir triiile shanks ! 
Eriii-go-l>nigh 1 

Ifcaven guard the King o£ Spain ! 

Ixing uiay great IloosEVEnT reign ! 

May no custress or pain 
Harass die Shae! 

I am, Sir, Yours obediently, A. A. 


Drak SiR,--Tlie unsouuduess of the 
principles on which tho songs in the 
Board of Education’s list have been 
selected is sufficic^ntly indicated by the 
fact that the compilers have not hesitated 
to include such trashy and trivial ditties 
as “ Tom Bowling ” and ''Duloe Domum," 
How far tho d'eliberatcj boycotting of 
gonuiuo folk-music lias been carried 
may be gathered when 1 say that not a i 
single item has l)eon. taken from my ’ 
“ CVilorado Goon Songs ” or the “ Ballads 
of Lundy Islaud,” c(>ll(‘cte(l by Mr, 
Balfour Blunt. 

1 am, Sir, yours indignantly, 

L. BEDIiLINaTONT, JUNR. 

Wb understand tliat during the recent 
disjiute with Turkey the general staff 
at Constantinople (looking to a possible 
reverse in Arabia) were studying the 
topography of tlie Sinaitic Peninsula 
in order to discover a shorter line 
of retreat than tliat adopted by Moses 
and the Israelites. The financial advisers 
of tlie SuiiTAH, however, pointed out the 
advantages that would accrue if his 
army were to wander about for forty 
years in the wilderness widxout pay. 
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A bin to allow women to sit on local 
bodies has been drafted, and not a 


It is rumonxed that, after all, the moment too soon. Many local bodies 
House of Lords is not to be abolished badly want sitting on. 

this Session. 

A contemporary complains of the 
By a majority of 112 the Oxford monotony of the aYerage Englishman's 
•Union Society last week carried the breakfast fare. We consider the charge 
motion that the present Government unjust. Think how often the breakfast 
neither possesses nor deserves the con- egg contains a surprise. 

fidence of the country. It will be 

interesting to see now what the Govern- The May Meetings are practically 

ment wiU do. over, and once more we have pleasure 

in bearing testimony to the admirable 
Everyone, we fancy, will sympathise behaviour of the clergy, of whom so 
with M. Emile Cunt, a French anarchist, many were to be seen in the Strand, 
who finds himself placed suddenly in a There is little doubt that the clergy foim 
most awkward position. After publicly one of the best conducted sections of our 

denying the rights of property, he has population. 

been left a fortune. 


“IN A YEAR.” 

[“ It is when the trousseau wears out that the 
trouble begins.” — Truth^ 

When first we were married, my Mabel 
Had everything dainty and neat : 

She ’d black dresses, white dresses, 
Blue dresses, nightdresses — 

Sunply adorably sweet. 

She ’d wonders of sealskin and sable, 

She 'd rows upon rows of wee shoes. 
And ravishing bootsies 
To wear on her tootsies — 

The daintiest, fairy-like “ twos.” 

She ’d frillies superb and expensive ; 

She 'd hats of unspeakable grace ; 

She 'd blouses for Sundays, 

And marvellous “ undies ” 

Concocted of ribbons and lace. 


“ A waggon containing 300 quarts of ^rdrobe was %Tist and extonsive, 


j At some field exercises near Metz, the milk,” says a contemporary, was upset milliner’s bill— 

Kaisee, it is said, threw himself down in a street in Paris, and the milk flowed thing I had (irea<le(l 

on his Imperial waistcoat and crawled down the street like a river.” A very Before we were wcddetl - - 

about behind the firing-lines in order apt simile. first it appeared to he niL 

to see whether the men were aiming 

correctly. The incident, we hear, is to A prcypos of a publication which is Yot a twelvemontli or ho 1 was luippv : 

T ! 1 AN i TN *1 • • X ‘xl J *7 • _ 


1 be immortalised by a Court Painter in a now appearing, entitled Familiar Trees, 
picture to be entitled “Tfte Kaiser as a correspondent writes to say that it is 

Caterpillar** possible for a tree to be too familiar. 

Eecendy he was riding in Richmond 


I gazed with delight on niy May. 
And my joy in her neiif uchs 
I ncreased with the sweet nt‘HH 
Of feeling 1 ’d nothing to pay. 


Mr. John D. Rockefeller is to cross Park, and a branch caught him round [ wondered why otliors grew wmippy j 
the Atlantic. This will be the most the neck. And raved (as I tlmnglitMo execss 

important experiment yet made as to the When they talkecl p. ihcir i\Iauoii:.s 

effect of oil on troubled waters. PREMIER TO ANY And Apas and A(«iirs 

m,. . STJITOAOETTE. their extraviiaiint <lrfa8. 


The report cabled from New York to 

the effect that an ex-Senator who had Dear lady, while your aims But after a yt*ar of ilIuHit)n 

become a teetotaler had emptied the Have my sincere approval, _ i\Iy blias was torn up by the nnitH: 
priceless contents of his cellars down a And while I own your grievance claims ‘] t»aini* to <lis(‘<»ver 

drain does not find credence in this Immediate removal ; 'J’hat May had a ghm*r 

country among the more earnest students And wanted new bIoti.s«*H and 

of human nature. , AcronntH in al)uiidant profurinn 

A T,- X- TTTx ^ m WouBm^e nought of, JH'sm lunv to luv hair ; 

An objectionable feature of many And that might nsk a vote or two - And the mon* M w invi".tiil 
motor omniWses is the smoke. We are It isn’t to be thought of ! The nuiri' nhc iirirfiKtcd 

bounds, A feature of a new vehicle while at your cl^m one man slncM, breiilifaHt (Hiiwirtts of a wrangle 

about to be placed on the road hy the UnU you have a vote tis vain to curdle tlie iidlk. 

Vanguard Company will, it is announced, lo asK us lor tne Irancnise. Hindling our nuinilH 

be a spaial compartment labeUed - With pitiful qimrrela 

Smoitog. ri.« ,,f I ,i,k. . 

^ It IS interestmg to see Fashion mov- At golf the issue oft confuses, Of IhhUoos, liandkmduffn, bi«M* ; 

mg with the times. At a recent Society And makes a rather strange recital ; And it d<x*aif t utond matters 

function a lady appeared with an elec- To-day, we hear that Lingen loses, 'Jltat Maiikl ’s in tatters, 

trio-blue tram. Yet Robb*s the winner of the tiw. . And looks like a thinur to ('itnirs. 


ANY PREMIER TO ANY 
SUFHRAGETTE. 

Dear lady, while your aims 
Have my sincere approval, 

And while I own your grievance claims 
Immediate removal ; 

Yet, since your cause and you 
The frivolous make nought of, 

And that might risk a vote or two — 
It isn’t to be thought of ! 

So, lady, it is plain 
While at your claim one man shicH. 


The number of aeronauts is constantly 
increasing. Last week two ladies made 
'baRoon ascents from Wandsworth, and 
.Mr. Li/)xi>-Obobge paid a flying visit 
; to liverpooL 

The business of the Worship Street 
I Police Court has been transferred to 
more commodious premises in Old Street, 
Shoreditch, where patrons may rely on 
receiving every attention as before. J 


A MAN called Baixiet has been doing 
great things in TU Bits. “ Mounting bin 
horse, he rode off to the spot, where he 
found the five daim-jmnners barricaded 
in a rude wooden hut. With a nwolver 
in each liand he demanded admittanc^o. 
and when the door was opened he eutmnl 
the cabin, holding one revolver at the 
rascals’ heads and another pointed at 
th^ hearts.” 


'Jliat Mabel 's in tatters, 

And looks like a thing to scare ('itiws. 

Would you pass through a {M$u*efid 

t '\ ■ ‘•ft'lin*. 

With love and <‘unt<‘Ut for y»»ir ttlt.n', 
You 'll lx< abl« to do ho 
Ah hai^ U8 the truui»i!iiu 
^ HnoainH ui a state of rojiair, 

.So, \v. j;M L.fj. IMS-.; at a (Iktaure 
Aiui i«‘v*T grow croaB lik** a Uoat, 
T1 k> obvious oounte ia 
A tale of tiivwa<8, 

And aaaual weddings at Inuifc. 
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A NOVELIST’S DAY. 

[A writer in The Globe has recently pointed 
out that the man who curdles blood must first 
curdle his own. The life of any one who 
turns out three sensational novels a year must 
be a perfect misery to him. lie can never feel 
safe J 

Monday.- - A g-trennoTis day. Finislied 
Chapter Eleven of Thn Blood that BAmed 
on the Doonnat. Jhitlier big scene where 
hero is hired into cellar and bitten by 
trained ga/.eka (poisonous) belonging to 
villain. (Mem. : Is this too much like 
the cobra incident in Le Queux’s latest?) 
Writing tliis took it out of me very much. 
Went for stroll along tlio Strand. Sinister 
incident opposite Exeter Hall. Man 
(perfect Ktrangi r) endeavoured to thrust 
paper into my hand. I leaped back, and, 
dodging under wheels of motor-bus, 
escaped to other side of street, where I 
cocked my revolver and wailed. Nothing 
further happened. My ])romi)t action pro- 
bably threw villains olf scent. Escaped 
that danger, however, only to run into 
anothm*. As I stood there, sinister 
foreigner accosted me. Dark man, pro- 
hably Anarchist. Asked me to direct 
him to “lideester Skvaro.” Kept my 
head, fortunately. Pointed towards 
(liaring (hoss, and, while Ids attention 
was distracti'd, (lashed acu-oss street, again. 
(Mem.; New hat. How much Vj (Huistly 
in(‘i(lcut now i(K)k i»la(^e, Scarcely liacl 1 
arrived on o])])osito pavement when man 
again attempted to force i)apcr on me. 
Took to my liecls, dodging from rigid to 
left to avoid bullets. This must have 
baflled him, for I heard no shots. Small 
hoy said, **()haso me!” and called 
me Bamhaata. Almost cortaiuly some 
Anarchist code. To tlirow gang off 
muit once more took cab. Drove to 
Ehw^x Street by way of Slojine Sipians 
Putney, and Mortlake. (lave man 
hhilliii/-. lie said, “What the blank!” 

!<••! umtantly that he was in the 
pay (»r tlu*H(^ Ki^oiindrels, and sprang into 
four wh<‘(d(*r. Told man to drix'e to 
Southmnpion Stnnd vUl the “Angel” at 
Islington. lxw»ked out of window. 
Siuist«»r Imtmom close behind. Man 
with whiskers in it. (Mem. ; Hon. S(‘mv 
tury of Ananthists ?) Ihij>idly disguised 
myself with bliu^ ..pi*chi<lc.s and ayelknv 
Hansom drove past and dis- 
appeaml. Olever, but a little obvious. 
niiH'k in tniflie opposite the Oval. 

I with sudden inH]uration (Mem. ; 

flenius?!, opened d(H)r (piietly. Was 
slipping out when cahmun ha])penod to 
lfK»k round, I 'npleusautinm Oave 
bitn Hliilling, Man said, “What the 
blank!” Another of the gtmg! Was 
I never to Blmke off these !)ltKKl«honndH? 

I a!>ki*d my -olf \\\niiHmaiikhjhTrackc>h 
hum (deU»ctive in The Oore that Distilled 
from the thwk in (he 0/itm Vase) would 
We done. 1\)okTube. Lift imm sinis- 
ter. tWensl liiiu^with nwolver from 



inside pocket. I To must have noticed this, 
for ho made no move, (lot into train. 
Alonoin carriugo. On thculertforsuddeii 
attack from conductor (a sinister man). 
Emerged cautiously at Ikink. Changed 
my disguise in secluded corner of 
subway. 'JViok olf spectacles and put on 
brown beard. Policeman at Mansion 
I louse crossing, 1 think, Anarchist. Hid 
bdiind ])illar-box, anil watched Anar- 
chists, disguised as clerks, search for 
me, Man asked me time. Controlled 
my voice and told him. My disguise 
so ])erfoct that he suspected notliing. At 
five okdock changed my disguise amn 
(false no«e,;»)lourc(l at end, and black 
moustache), and spnmg on to bus. 
Reached homo, j&vo-thiriy, worn out. 
Went to bod after searching room and 
locking door. Nightmares. 

# ♦ # » * 

From literary Notes ” in the Weekly 
f/)gr6llor An interesting departure 
from his wonted^ manner will be noted 


in Mr. William le Ourdleb’s forth- 
coming volume. Tliough from the pen 
of the author of The Black Cap, The 
Bereatn in the Ijmely IVoori, and numerous 
other sensational novels familiar to our 
ro.aders, lAttle Willy's (Joverness, which 
Messrs. Papp, BorniJBy, Bibbixs 
promise for the early autumn, is a simple 
stoiy of child-life, simply told. We 
have reason to believe that Mr. IjE 
OuRDLEB, who is at^ present undergoing 
a restoure in the Engadine, intends for 
the future to write nothing but this 
type of story.” 


Ir “ Chari varia” last week there was 

3 noted a passa^ from The Daily Mail to 
10 effect that the War Office authorities 
were encouraging the instruction in 
shooting o£ Messenger Boys. A Volun- 
teer writes to protest strongly agvinst 
tlio comment there made: that “we 
sliall miss tlie little fcUows,” 



386 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARL 


[MiY 30, 1906. 


FROM A SABINE FARM. 

“ Die terrarum miti praster onmea 
Angulus ridet ! 

People who live in rural districts say 

They 

View with astonishment and even pity 

City 

Mon who can thrive in London’s central hum. 

Some 

Opine that everyone who does not share 

Their 

Feeling would live quite happily in . 

Wett, 

I own, like them, I find the roar of Fleet 

Street, 

Its motor-buses, lorries, waggons, drays. 

Plays 

Old Harry with my nerves, till I would fain 

Gain 

Some country spot with space and light and air 

Where 

Nothing should mar the silence of the green 

Scene. 


Alas ! I hitherto have failed to hit 

It. 

Soon as Aurora’s blushes tinge the sky 

Wake to the call of some vociferous hen. 

Then 

A dozen cocks shout cock-a-doodle-doo. 

(Who 

Can tell me why onfe’s poultry always crow 

So?) 

The pig who wants one of his numerous meals 


A duck, responsive, sends a ringing quack 

Back. 

And then a lowing comes from where the cows 

Browse, 

— ^The least offensive rustic sound I ’ve met 

Yet. 

Thomas, who ’s in the meadow spudding thistles, 

Whistles 

Gaily— and out of tune — ^like some absurd 

Bird, 

Thus waking up the dog who with his yelps 

Helps 

(Thank Heaven !) to drown that idiotic boy’s 

Noise. 

Banished by cocks, pigs, boys and baa’ing she?p 

Sleep 

Deserts me finally by half-past five. 

I’ve 

Tried every means I know to keep the rout 

Out 

But hitherto without the least success. 

Yes, 

The pleasant country homes of England are 

Far 

More noisy lhan the noisier end of Pall 

Mall. 

***** 

Header, I think I hear you murmur, ** What 

Hot!” 

—But have you ever come across a neater 

Metre? 


“GOLFERS AS I ^AVE KNOWN” 

(By a Caddie,) 

Golfers I divides in me own mind into three darses ; them 
as ’its the ball, them as skratches it, and them as neither ’its 
nor skratches the blooming ball but turns rarnd and wants 
to ’it or skratch anyone as is small and ’andy. The first clars 
is very rare, the second is dreadfull plentifull, and the third, 
thank ’evins, can jeneraly be kep clear of by them as knows 
the ropes. Sich as meself. 

Any himprovement in golfers, as a clars, is doo to the ’uge 
morril hinfluence of us caddies, ’oom some pretends to look 
down on. Much can bo done, even wif the most ’ardoned 
(and some of them golfers is dreadfull ’ardened), by firmness 
and hexample. “ Show ’em from the fust as you ’ll stand no 
nonsense,” is aUus my words when the yunger caddies 
gathers ararnd me fer hadvice. Me being older than me 
years, as the sying is, and much looked up to. If, as I often 
’ears say, there ’s less of langwidge and more of golf upon 
these ’ere links, it’s doo in no small part to ’im ’oo pens 
these lines. ’Go’s ’onnered nime is ’Enery "Wilks. 

I seldom demmeans meself to speak to the kulprits, for 
severil reasons which I shall not go into, but I ’ave other 
meffods. There ’s sniffing, fer instance. Much am be done 
by jerdishous sniffing, which can be chinged to soot all ciisos. 
Or there ’s a short, ’ard, dryish larf, but tliat ain’t alius sife. 
As a blooming rule, I rellies upon me sniff, me smile and 
me eye. There ’s few of them as can meet tlie last when I 
chuses to turn it on. Not as I objecs very sti’ongly to a little 
’onnest cussing ; it ’s hinjustice and false haccusushuu as 1 
will not stand. 

Sich are me meffods to them as needs ’em, but don’t think, 
becos at times I’m cold like and ’ard and stem, that I cannot 
he jentle wif them as call fer joiitlonoas. No blooming error ! 
’Enery Wilks is the kd to ’oom old gents in need of kecu-full 
nussing should be hintrusted l)y their wives and kof'j)i‘rs. 
I’m not aUooding now to old tigers *oos stiiilo JVkxI is nul 
pepper in ’uge quanlitties, ’oo turn upon yor like blooming 
manniacks if yer blows yer nose quite inorcont., and ’oo report 
yer before yer know if you’re standing on yer ’<‘ad or yer 
’eels. No, I’m not aUooding to old gentlemen like them! 
’Enery Wilks ’as very little use fer sich unguvverned <*n*e- 
tures. In ’is erpinyun they should not be let alironl without 
a chine.^ But I am aUooding to tliem ’oos paslmns age ’as 
tamed, insted of blooming weU hincreesed, to jonth*. ’iirmlens 
old fellers, ’oo wiU ahnost eat out of yer ’and, as tluj sying 
is, an sich a one Mister Pjsrceval OiooixcrroN. 

Over sixty ’e is, and aUus kind and civvil and reH[n‘(‘k full, 
but *e ’as no more haptitood fer golf than a jeerarf. vSoiuo- 
times I thinks, musing kindly like, as ’ow the old cove ’ud 
be yunger if ’e took the gimo less seerius. But ’Knkuy 
Wilks ’as little to reprocho ’iinsolf aliout; ’e, at least, ’as 
done what ’e could to ’elp old (Boos. ’Is wife came down 
to the Club ’Ouse wif ’im larst Tuesday, jest as nice an ohl 
lidy as ’e’s a gent. She drew me on one side ami spoke 
konfideushul like, while the old man was fussing and blecitiug 
about ’is clubs. It seems ns she ’d ’card of mo, and ’eard 
nutliing but g<x>cl. Which is only right. 

‘‘ ’En^^ry,” she ses, “mo ’usbund ’as sot ’is ’art, as you well 
know, on going rarnd the course in under an ’undredand 
thirty strokes. It ’s beginning to teU on ’is ’ealth, the strine 
and dwerpointment, and I wants it stopped. ’E’s going 
ramd aUone wif you now, as the course is cleiir, and i wants ” 
she ses, “/ wants you to see as ’e does it! ” she ses. 

WeU, nobody, excep one ignerrant, gellous, preggercliced 
skoolraaster, ever dared to call *Emy Wilks a fiKd. I 
took ’er meaning in a moment, and I touched mo cap, quiet 
and konfident like. “Mike yer mind easy, Mum,” lees in 
my korteous way. “ It sliall be done, tliis very day, if ’Enery 
Wilks is spared,” I ses. 
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vShe jkkIh iiud Hniilcs and sliijs a bob into me ’and, and 
tlicu (lid (iidcJH fitiislmH wurrying abart ’is clubs and we 
makes a atart. The old ’un ’auds ’is card to me to keep, 
and r Kpoaks bi ’hn, kind like but lirm. 

“I’ll keep tim score, Kir," J sob. “ Don’t yor wurry abart 
yer Htrokes at all. Wbat .voii’vo got to do is to konoontrito 
yer mind ujkiu ytir giuic. For we’ro a-goin ttj do it ^day," 
I w»H. ’K ’carH mo wiC a liUlo sorrerful smilo, and I lived up 
to them oniwirks. ’K’darsk mo at tho end of an ’olo, that 
’o’d fairly bitten along, ’ow many ’o’d taken, but I would 
never tell ’im. I jest kop 'im upon ’is legs wif kindly, jerdi- 
hIiouk praise. Kvcm after that ’olo where ’o ’d strook ino wif 
’is ball fnnn the drive, although standing well bo’ind ’im, and 
been in each bunker twice or more, 1 give 'im a wwd of 
’ope. It was niblick play and ’ope all rarnd the blooming 
course. And at thoimd, when I added up ’is card, strike me 
pink if ’is Kt‘or<? weren’t an ’imdred and twenty-nine 1^ And 
I sent 'im ’ome to ’is wife, as pleased as any child. There ’s 
some, 1 d(JSHay, as would ’ave made ’is score an ’undred and 
niuoteon or even less, but 'Etim Wilks ’as alius known the 
virtsw of uKxldcration. 

ITon-AlcolioUo Stimulants. 

fin Th* XMly Etprm Mr. Ecstaos Miles recently et*t^ that tea, 
toliaeco, meat, mi haueoa are a« much atimulante as alcohol.] 

Kotikty ladifis are said to be drugging theinsd,ve8 secretly 
to an alarming extent with mutton cutlets. 

A T* mp. rau< c Association Ims been started, of which the 


members pledge themselves to abstain bam mchovY sauce as 
a beverage, and to use their influence to induce their friends 
to do the same. _ 

A Division of Iiabour. 

AnERpm.— For executing the carpenter, slater, plasterer, 
idumber, painter and glazier, blacksmith : 

Garpentert ... H — & K — I 

Slaters M — & S — I , 

Plasterers ... S — & Co. >-£14,329 16s. ' 

Pluniber . J. J — . . . [ 

Bladtsmiih... Q. T — . . . J 

So runs a heart-rending notice in The Braider. 

“Hoose foil of useful fnnuture; leaving Bath. Sait manying 
couples .” — BaUi Serald. 

It is more usual to leave the fixtures behind than the 
advertiser seems to think. 

Wb must not think that ours is the only press. In Swazi- 
land they have a paper called The Times. Reuter sent them 
a telegram to say that France had demanded from China an 
indemnity of “ sixty thousand taels.” This was too much for 
the sub-editor, ana in his next number there appeared ; — 

"London, Wednesday.—A^ an ind'nn'niiy tor the attaeiks of the 
Chinese rioters, France has rlrniaulc-l .-is.iy fh ni'iiil pig-tails.” 
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FROM A STODGER’S WINDOW. 


(By a Novice in the New Literature of 
Reflection.) 


This morning brought me a letter 

from my old friend A . The letter 

was trifling enough in itself ; it was in 
fact a postcard; but it served to set 
me thinking. Most things, it is true, 
do that In the vmrse of a fairly long 
and very serious life I have noticed that 
thought is common to all, but some of 
course think more to the point than 
others. Hbrbbet Spencjer, I ima^gine, 
thought more or less on organised lines ; 
whereas any one who has had the care 
of boys must have observed that their 
thoughts are touch and go, if I may be 
pardoned so conversational an expres- 
sion. This postcard, to return to my 
own 3QQLatutinal reflections, was brought 
by the postman, a humble public servant, 
to whom, it always seems to me, not 
half the gratitude which he deserves is 
mvew. For to him Mis the pleasant 
duty of bringing day after day, some- 
times three times a day, and in London, 
I believe, oftener, kindly missives from 
absent friends; newspapers; proofs of 
one's work — and these are to me the 
best of aU, for I hold that no man is so 
happy as he who is writiijg, writing, 


writing books all day and most of the which nothing can coinint'r. I ivniom- 
night, throe at once, all the same but ber this happening one day, I lliiiik in 
all having different titles. Were I asked 1891, the ringleader being young li 
to name the perfect life I should choose the son of a groat legal Jununary wlio 
that. has since died, poor fellow, as all nicu 

And what do we do for the postman? must. Not that all die aw young as Iit\ 
Powesay^ Thank you "to him? Never, —he was only fifty-five or wix, liriy'fiv(‘ 
Buo once a year, when the duty is forced I think, to bo accurate; yes, liffy liv(», 
upon us, we try to remember to leave for he w^as born in tlu* year of the 
half-arcrown with the parlouimaid to Great JOxliibition. 
give him when he calls next, and very But Death (‘ona‘w to all, wxm or Ialc‘, 
likely forget it altogether. This is very 1 have observed, and it l)elif)ves us to 
sad, this ease with which the more prepare for his apju'oaeh. 'riuMintiiae- 
voluntary obligations can be forgotten, liness of his descent ujtou (»r its I 
It distresses me exceedingly. There is cannot sutiicieiitly brociil on. Kkvt**, 
a reference to it in one of Topper's best for example. What po<‘try KK\rs had 
poems, when he writes, with what up his sleeve (as srty of cards) no 
always seems to me to have been in- one will of coiirso ever know, and it 
spiration: may l)e that his p«s'ti(» output was 

The duty that ’s against the grain, j already exhausted; l>uf if not, we owe 
How easily forgot 1 . . Death a gnalge that will not easily 

But any pleasure merely name, paid. I always feel tliat a ‘s parents 

And we are on the spot. ext«»nt likt* untimely death 

Talking of poetryreminds me that in that they siiateii away their ms just 

came in the other evening with anew as the hch<j<»lnmster tliat is, tlMi^ world, 

book by , and we spent a merry . to cfauplete the image is I . to 

half-hour over it. How odd a thing is get out of them. KviTy 

mirth! At one moment it is, and fla,* clever hoy who leaves ff»r i*(»lieg*e 

next it isn't. One notices this so often i^ a kimTof Ki:Af> so far n< tlie sehi»fh 

indass. The boys will be quite orderly; master is conuiTued. It lM*jio\es us, 
and diligent one moment, and some ! theref/ire, h# read all the gtsid boi*k.s we 
unfortunate mispronunciation or false in ordt*r to g;dn i ‘/I • ' * . 

quantity will send them into a giggle! [And ^ oh, I 










FELIOIDADES ! 

{AiUsf p«ltur$ hy Vdc^iust In the Muwo del Prade^ Madrid, WWt Mr, Pm<th*e reapeetfid eongroUulati<m$ to their 

Majeetiee of Byain,---Uay 31 » 1906 .) 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exteaoted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

Kouse of Commons, Monday, May 21, 
— ^House jizst got into Coimnittee on the 
Education Bill. Princje Arthur sits for- 
lorn on Front Bench meditating on 
the truth of old saw about misfortunes 
never coining singly. The dawning of 
the new year saw him hopelessly defeated 
at the poU. On Saturday he was beaten 
in the Parliamentary golf handicap at 
Littlestono. I am told that almost when 
victory was within his grasp he “ foozled 
his tee.” Don’t quite know what that 
means ; but it Bounds disastrous. How- 
ever it be, it has cast a gloom over a 
customary radiant countenance. 

On the top of accumulated misfortune 
comes the habit recently developed by 
Members opposite of recalling passages 
from old spooclios or episodes in his 
long IcaderKliip of the House, with pointed 
rof<'rou(‘{) to current events. Only the 
other day his attention was called to 
ap|«‘arauee. on Order Book of a motion 
which, inno(*ent enough on the face of it, 
wiiH ohviouKly deslgiu^d to block action 
in the nuiU<T of tI»o D’Anoely case, pre- 
venting an^ iiupiirbig Opposition from 
<lisciissiiig it on the motion for adjourn- 
ment. Took early 0 ])portunity of calling 
(UB.’h attention to the manoeuvre, and 
Hternly impiircd what steps ho proposed 
to take to restore fracdom of dobato in 

th(^ IIOUMC. 

“ I will look up precedents in die 



Kv-kh bkkokr tuk Falu 

Mr. B-m Kv-n« ift «huwn quoting refor- 
being nut In the fore-front, 
i*imI liht*r»»hy emifoutKling u»o ex-Prinw Miuistor. 
TuoittinuU*** l.t'*! a ‘.iMn'Iiiiii; qun-y from Sir 
ln-l liiai Atr till* I‘\ riling. 



Tub Virtue of a Ruort Memory. 

Anhr B-lf-r. “My dear 11-d : surf^ly tre never sanctionod yuch things as ‘ blockingniotions * 


in our Umo i' I 

Avl-nd-nd. “ Eh ! oh !' well— h’m — no I oh : 
(ejf}d^dcH mth lawjUer). 

matter,” said O.-B. in blandest tones, a 
sly twinkle in his eye as it regarded the 
champion of unrestrained freedom of 
(hdiate. 

The House, remembering how block- 
ing motions were an orgaulM'd jiortiou 
of daily ^inK'Cilurc under Prinor Artiuir’s 
leaderHlup, greeted this quiet sally with 
uproarious laughtrir. Now here is iSam 
KviVKS, insh'ad of being mute in gratitude, 
for recent escape from the talons of the 
Furies, indulging in further inc^oiivcniimt 
rcininisconce. Question before CJom- 
mittoo is that Clause 1 bo postponed. 
PuiNOB AR'nmii supports motion in con- 
vincing spe(»ch. Kt. Auoustinb Biruell 
HO perturbed that in reply ho mixes up 
his gleanings of knowledge in the school 
of anatomy. 

“This clause,” lie said, “is the very 
spinal cord of the Bill, and the Oovorn- 
mont would be departing from fair 
dealing, Iiujking in coinmon-senso, it they 
hud not placed it in the forefront.” 

Whilst Members marvelled how they 
would fed it thoir spinal cord were, 
even Ifinporarlly, moved into tlio neigh- 
bonriiood of 1h(*ir diest, enter fclvM 


10 !— of course not ! That Is, you see, — well— 

Evatto with copy of Eamard under his 
arm. After furtively glancing at Ladies’ 
(Jallery, approhonsivo of a projecting 
flag, lio turned ^ back to Ileport of 
cleliate on first night in Committee on 
Unionist Education Bill of 1902, liy 
odd coiiiciidenco, shewing how meagre 
are the resources of mankind, and liow, 
(jonse((Ucntly, history is apt to repeat 
itself, it ai>j»(‘ared that on that closely 
parullolotl otu^asion ])roposul was made 
to postpone Clause I. and w'as uncom- 
promisingly resisted by Prikcb Ainnuu, 
in charge of the Bill. Nor was that all. 
Ho, with slight variatitm, lacking some- 
thing of the xd(duro8(iuonC8S of Goldcn- 
mouthod St. AuonsTmB’s phrase, usod 
the same illustration in support of his 
argiimcnt. 

“Clause 1,” ho said four years ago, 
standing by the box now thumped by 
a Liberal Education Minister, “is the 
Imckbono of the Bill and must come 
to the front.” 

This sort of tiling embarrassing to 
one who still preserves some of the 
ingcninonsiwss of comparative youth. 
All very well for an old stager like 
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Betsey Pbio iiro Sairet Gamp “have words.” 


Don Jos£ to be suddenly confronted by 
ghost of a speech made in former years, 
destructive of the position assumed in 
the circumstances of the current hour. 
He at least has the satisfaction of recog- 
nizing the fact that nothing could be 
better said in the way of controverting 
his later attitude on a particular question. 
During debates on Fiscal Question in 
last Parliament I have heard the 
FOR Sark complaining of waste of time 
and lack of force in speeches assaihng 
Don Josh’s new departure. 

“It would be much more ejBEective,” 
he said, “ if for all reply one read aloud 
a speech made by Don JosiS on the topic 
during his campaign of 1885, say the 
one ddivered at the Cobden Club Diimer 
on June 13 in that year. The cleverest 
among you can’t beat that for its rapier 
thrusts, its sledge-hammer demolition of 
Protection heresies.” 

Different with Prince Ajrihdr. Expe- 
rience still new to him. Worst of all 
to find that he preceded St. Augustine 
in the fmtastic desire to have the back- 
bone in the front. 

Biuiness done * — ^In Committee on 
Education Bill. 

Tuesday mgfAt.— There is nothing 
obtrusively angelic about Don^ Josl 
Nevertheless, he has away of occasionally 
stepping down to the marge of placid 
pools and ruffing them with sudden 
storm. Thus it happened to-day. 

Committee settled down with prospect 
of seven hours’ hard, dull labour on 
Education Bill. Benches half empty. 
Don Josiy intervening, opened speech in 
! studiously quiet manner. Rresently 
divagated to administer lecture on deport- 
ment addressed by old Parliammitary 
Hand to new Members. This not received 


with that docility that would have been 
proper mate of lie benevolence of the 
mentor’s intention. 

“ You can’t bully us,” growled a new 
Member. 

“No,” said Don Jos£ with ominously 
serene smile, “nor, on the other hand, 
can you bully me.” 

Proceeding with argument, alluded to 
Mac!N.\mara, who, he said, rested his 
case on sub-section 2 of Clause 10. Mao- 
NAMARA interrupted with correction. 
Insisted that he had put in the fore- 
front of his case what Prince Arthur 
and St. Augustine would call its back- 
bone, namely, sub-section 6 of Clause 9. 

“ Oh, yes,” said Don Jos 4 “ the hon. 
gentleman now brings to his assistance 
sub-section 6 of Clause 9,” 

Maonamara repeating that he had 
alluded to the section in the speech Don 
Josi was dealing with, was met by 
emphasised repetition that he “nou? 
cited it.”^ 

All this Greek to stranger in the 
Gallery. Might have been left in 
obscurity of that language but for O.-B.’s 
interposition. 

“ Does the right hon. gentleman mean 
to imply,” he sternly asked across the 
Table, “that my hon. friend is stating 
what is not true?” 

Oh, very well. Don Jos£ is a man of 
peace; nothing he dislikes more than 
even approach to a shindy. But if 
C.-B., of all men in the world, wanted 
to fight, let him come on. 

Off went his coat in a twinkling. 
Danced round C.-B. with fearsome 
energy. C.-B., his back also up, insisted 
that Don Jos£ should so modify his 
lan^ge as to make it dear he did 
not impute unveracity to Maonamara. 


I “ Do you know who you are talking 
to. Ma’am?” Mrs. Prig asked towards 
end of memorable scene that closed a 
long-cherished acquaintance. 

“ Aperiently,” said Mrs. Qamp, sur- 
veying her with scorn from head to foot, 
“ to Betsey Prig. Aperiently so. I know 
her. No one better. Go along with 
you.” 

Don Jose did not quote from this 
classic. He chose his own language, 
introducing with admirable effect a rare 
verb. “ I am,” he said, “ not going to 
be lessoned by the right hon. gentleman, 
whose interference I regard as entirely 
impertinent.” As he slowly spoke in 
bitter tone, he unconsciously regarded 
C.-B. with the look that added doquence 
to Mrs. Gamp's valedictory remark. 

Opposition Benches crowded now. 
From them boomed roar of “ Withdraw, 
withdraw ! ” For full minute tlxe 
storm of cries rose and fell, Don Jose 
making use of the interval to study his 
notes. Mr. Myer, his voice shaking wdth 
emotion, appealed to CmviRMAN of Ways 
AND Means to say whether it was within 
the range of Parliamentary language to 
accuse the Prime Ministor of feng 
impertinent. The ripe scholar in the 
Chair, knowing that the word challenged 
originally had, and retains, a meaning 
that does not attach to its more common 
usage, declined to rule it out of order. 
After this nothing remained hut for D)N 
Josi^ to continue his speech without 
further interruption. 

Later in sitting Tim Hjealy, envious 
of mere Saxon having a monopoly of a 
row, tilted at John Dilijon, who, he 
said, had been making a sidelong attack 
upon him. “Let me assure the hon. 
Member,” he remarked, studiouHly re- 
fraining from glancing at his eoiniuilndt 
seated by liis side, “ that I do not pay 
the smdlest attention to anything he 
may say either in the House or out of 
it.” 

That pretty promising in its way. 
But in this field, as in others when 
! takes them, Don Job& is unrivalled. 

Business Jowe. — Del>ating (lause 1 cj 
Education BiU. 


Our Becompeass* 

[At the banquet fo Lord M11.REB, on Kinpirt* 
Day, ladiea were allowed in the gallery J 

’Tis false to say they mock our nm\y 
And our ambitions !>aulk, 

Tliey let us watch them white they 
And listen white they talk. 

Cknmnerclal Oandour. 

Fbou a card in the window of an 
“artist in footwear:” 

WB WTB to CATCH 

WE KYB wrm 
ora Kxw snoT, 
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THK STHKNUOUS LIFE. 

("Tho Oxford or OtunlDridgo mau wlioar 
' Ditto ’ IB nluioHt wllliiit ruatdi han now to think 
twicn iK'ftiro ho frittors away on hooka the tinxo 
that, wiaoJy itaod, inigitt ojten out to him a 
UBofttl aiiil luntottrithlo oaretir.”- Daily Paper.} 

Tint Oxford bollH aro ctltlnimg ten, 
Ami ut ihttir silver enll 
In (‘lip arid gown u stream of men. 
With note liook and with foniitain-jien. 
Am making for tiie hall. 

AeroHB the garden (jiiad they pass, 
Thriee happy mortals, into eliifiB, 

1 wateh with wistful eye xintil 
limy vanish and the quad is still. 

Fain would I follow, for within 
My H(*(‘ret soul there lurks 
A irtWHion cftll it not a sin -- 
For PuTi) and his kith and kin, 

And Awstoti.b’s works; 

I revel tm ah, tell it n<)t 
In (lath nor any heatUen'spot - 
In l4tin prose, and, evtai worse, 

I crave to write iaiuliic verse. 

But. would I join the scholars, “ Stay ! ” 
Hays Pnidenee. “ Turn again ! 
F(s»l, put your Touhner texts away. 
And (to nut waste the ^Iden day 
In follies that are vain ! 

Ixiuk tmt with envious eyes on these, 
Nor fKX'k their life of lettered ease ! 


Tlie.y all will he life’s failures-- yon 
May even yet Income a Blue. 

“ Ami if, my son, you on(50 achieve 
This greatness, tliere you are ! 

All, so to speak, is up your sleeve, 
And you are made before you leave 
The willows of the Oher. 
llio Bench, tlie Bar, the Ohuixh, the 
Tress— 

In esuih you may command success, 
While h’ate will mark you out to 
rule 

The youthful Upper Ten at stihooL” 

I hear her voice, and hearing know 
It is the voice of TrutL 
Tlie tempting texts away I throw. 

And off with cricket-hag I go 
To join the strenuous youlh. 

With them, until the sun has set, 

I practise grimly at the net, 

And stop my ears when Fancy sings 
Of sweet, unprofitable things. 

And abstinence from study may — 
Nay, must bring its reward. 

When double-firsts are growing grey 
In writing snippets day by day— 
Hnippets they once abhorred — 

I at a pound a line shall tell 
How Far before my bowling fdl. 

How Hatwabd dodged us Oxford men - 
The bat is mightier than the pen ! 


A BAR’S RhlST. 

[A Paris reutanrant advertiacs “ dumera with- 
out music.” The cuisine is refined, the wiues 
excellent, but it bases its claim to popularity 
on the absence of muric.] 

Oho ! let us fly to tho Continong, 

For wo ’ve heard a report from l?aree - 
They ’ve forbidden theband ina restorong 
To kick tip its charivari 1 

We suffered a deal when dining out, 

In fiict, we may say we grew sick 
When forced our very small talk to shout 
By makers of prandial music. 

We had to converse at last by rigns. 
With dumbshow for “ Pass the 
mustard I ” 

We mixed our ideas, we mixed our wines. 
By the orchestra’s fury flustered 1 

Hie feast of reason and flow of soul 
Are vanished withl%vttman»’a“barty,” 
When the fiddles and horns no more 
oontnfl 

Thrir fortisomos extra hear^. 

So those that can opm an easeful inn 
Of our custom shall he tire winners ; 
And where there ’s a trace at length to 
din, 

We ’U benquet without the din-ners 1 

Zia-Zia. 
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«« tlu-Qat. Bsd lot, tiiose WoLSUiTCis, suid i£ 1 Tuesday.— Sisqib’s bolted with the 

BIAKIES OF OPEBATIC EEBOES. j gjEGUj once that I won’t have lodger ! ! ! Such a thing never 

n.— Hukdino. anything to do with them I ’ve told her happened before in our femily, and I 

Monday . — ^Have really had an ex- a hundred times. I gave her distinctly shall he the laughing stock of ^ my 
tremely trying day. In the first place, to understand that when I married her friends. It came out like this. I 
I went round my preserves in the after- I wasn’t marrying her family, and I ’ll overslept myself this moniing, and woke 
noon and found that the drought had show her I’m a man of my word. I up late with a splitting h^d. Of 
killed off nearly all the young dragons, suppose his creditors are after him course, I sang out to Siegie to ihring me 
and that the Imnting prospects for next again, and that that’s why he seemed in something wet and cooling. No answer, 
monlh. are very bad. Especially annoy- such a hurry. If he thinks he can I ydled louder. Same result. Though 
ing, as I had already arranged a house sponge on me merely because I’m his feeling fearfully cheap, I managed to 
party and was hoping to get Wotan brother-in-law, he ’s mistaken. ^ tumble out of bed and crawl to the 

down for a long week-end. He’s a The fellow got so on my nerves with door of the parlour, ho fire lit — no 
fearful old bore with his interminable his rigmarole that I ended up by being breakfast laid — ^no 
yams, and doesn’t let a fellow get a word rather touchy, and told him that he could — ^no nothing. At first I thought tJmt 
in edgeways; but one ought to keep on sleep where he was and we’d have it she must be showing him round the 


the right side of him, I suppose. 


out in the morning. 


remember stables or the preserves, just to keep 


This was trying enough, but there was aright, he said that he had left his him amused till I was down, so 1 
worse to come, for when I got home again sword at the cutler’s to have it done up, questioned my game-keeper, but he 


I found a stranger sit- 
ting in my favourite 
chair, and Siegie look- 
ing after him. Queer 
customer, I thought 
him; no luggage with 
him — ^not even a tooth- 
brush— and looked as if 
he had been running. 
I didn’t like it at all, 
but, of course, being so 
far from an inn, I 
couldn’t well turn him 
out, so offered him some 
supper and a shake- 
down. 

Siegie is really most 
annoying. I ’ve always 
told her that she must 
keep something in the 
house in case anyone 
should turn up, and 
yet to-night there was 
nothing but a little cold 
bear left over from yes- 
terday. ^ Stranger was 
very nice about it, I 
must say, and didn’t 
make any remarks, but 






poR. I 





y.'i A. 


MILESTONE 


FUTURE. 


hadn’t seen anything of 
them. Then I went 
into the woods and blew 
my horn for all I was 
worth. No answer. 
After an hour of this 
sort of thing I came to 
the conclusion that they 
must have done a bunk, 
as Albekioh vulgarly 
puts it, so I suppose 
that there is nothing 
for me to do but to 
follow them. 

It’s a beastly nuis- 
ance, because had a 
lot of otlier things to 
do, and besides, truth 
to tell, I don’t feel quite 
so upset about Siegie 
as I ought. She was a 
nice little thing, of 
course, but rather too 
full of fancies for a 
household like mine, 
and I ’ve often felt that 
our marriage has not 
been a real success. 
Moreover, I’m sorry to 


I watched him carefully, and saw that and, though I ’m not much of a duellist, see that the stranger has got hold of 
he didn’t touch a mouthful. So upset I ought with my spear to be a match that sword, and I look forward to our 

about it that I couldn’t eat myself, for a pair of bare fists any day. But next merry meeting with rather mixed 

Supper party not one of Siegie’s sue- what about that old sword in the tree feelings. However, I suppose the cton- 
cesses. pball have to speak seriously trunk? I noticed Ae other day that ventions must be satisfied, so I’ll just 

about it to-morrow. the cement was getting a bit loose. I get a snack of something cold, and so to 

Though he didn’t use his mouth for ought to have had it put right. I was battle.^ 
eating, ho certainly used it for talking, a fool not to take it clown long ago, but (This is the last entree in poor IIuN- 
and old Wotan himself could not have it is the only ornament in the house, and ding’s diary.) 


got rid of more arrant nonsense in half Siegie has such a lot of pretty fancies — 

an hour th^ he did. He is one of those about it that, though I’ve no patience A Little Learning, 

irritating conversationalists who never wiA such things myself, I let it stay. anti-luncheon crowd to-morrow j 

win come to the point, and when I Siegie has just given me my night- ^ memorable cricket.”* * 
asked him what he called himself he cap. Somehow it doesnt taste quite Bath Herald. 

I kept telling me what he didn’t call the same as usual, but I suppose it ’s J . 

liimsdf, as if that Mped matters at aU. aH rigUt. It’s craiainly v^ ^ but .g. ^ ^ 

I gathered, however, from a look m his rather more heady than the old brew. „ f / / . » 

eye, which is just like Siegie’s wLen she I ’ll have another peg; perhaps it will ^ o alovirighttlt- 

gets her back up, and from some remarks buck me up for that duel to-morrow. ciQ-^gtiter. bouth African J aper. 

he let fall, that he must be one of her It’s really a bit too powerful, and makes 

rdations, possibly that long-lost brother me feel quite drowsy. I think I’ll take The New Telephone Puit.— B rigadier 
whom she is always ramming down my off my helmet and turn in. 12468 Gerrard. 


Filial piety in the very young. 

“ The wife of J. N. IL— of a loving littlt* 
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*‘PRiMA FACIE.'^ 


Magldrate, bvidenob bmowsthat you threw a stoke at this mas*’* 

Mrs. O'llooligan, “Faith, then, the lckjes o’ the baste shows better ’h that, ter 
Honour. Tket shows I ’it *im I ” 


THE SONGFISH. 

Oh ! have you heard the Songfish 
In mellow, moonlit hours ? 

He ’s reaUy quite the wrong fish 
To chaff about his pow’rs. 

He calls the moon “ Astarte,” 

And begs to intimate 
Til at she ’s the only party 
He doesn’t scorn and ^te. 

And thus laments the Songfish, 
Rocked in a sapphire sea : 

Would I were such a long fish 
That I might reach to thee, 

With music for our mansion 
In a world of rhythmic time. 

The waves in perfect scansion, 

The ripples all in rhjTne.” 

Oh 1 have you seen the Songfish 
In iridescent state? 

In scent and hue a strong fish 
Ho pleases not the great. 

1 Ic shocks the Peer and Bishop, 
But, gaily, in the slums 
lli^ patrons as they dish-up, 
Exclaim, “ 0 how he hums ! ” 

Oil ! would you catch the Songfish, 
Deep artifice employ ; 

Never without; a gong fish, 
it atJiiS as a decoy. 

Down where the dogwatch dangles 
Your beating will be heard, 

As through those dusky tangles 
JIo warbles like a bird. 

Oh ! reverence the Songfish, 
Consult his lightest whim, 

From Harrow to Hong-Kong fish 
For nothing else but him. 

And if, through moral blindness, 
Ho use an evil word, 

(He 11 well repay the kindness) 
Pretend you have not lieard. 


“TI(!KK/rS, PLEASE!” 

In this ago of feverish com pcjti lion 
Mr. Punch fools that he cannot afford 
tt) lag behind. Ho has devised an en- 
tirely now sehomo which maybe summed 
up in the four words 

‘‘Kekb your Train Tickets!” 
Hitherto people have been in the habit 
of thoughtlessly mving up their train 
tickets to men who collected them at 
the barriers, thinking that they were of 
little value. To-day it is different. 

There is Money in teem 
(and Time ae well). In future, to every 
one who refuses to give up his railway 
ticket, Mr. Puiuih can promise in nearly 
every case not loss than 

Forty Ssoxinqs or One Month. 
Think of it! Two pounds, or four 
weeks free from all care or anxiety, 
clothed, lodged and fed,— is what 


the short sentence above means, thoro | 
is no getting away from it 1 
Wo do not ask you to remember the 
numbers of tlie tickets, or where the 
train was going to, or coming from. 
Even if you are found to be travelling 
without a tidket at all you are stUl 
eligible, and stand as good a chance of 
the “ free month ” as anybody dse 1 
Do not be misled by the polite re- 
quests of 

So-OAtLEI) ‘‘TiOKBT^UEOTORS” 
(everyone is ihat nowadays), but insist 
on keeping your ticket— -even if you 
have to use force. Thousands of City 
men travelling on the Underground 
every day give up the little fits of 


pasteboard (for that is practically what 
they are) at their ymrnoy'H end as a 
matter of (‘ourse. By breaking tliem- 
sclves of this liabit tlxey are certain to 
reap one or other of the advantages of 
our scheme. Think what it means to 
the Tired Typist or the Carewoni Clerk ! 

Forty toiJLiNQS or a MbNxa! 

The month will be ^ent at St. 
Qiiintin’s Park— which is admirably 
suited to its purpose, or at some other 
place appoint^ by the Judges. 

To be perfectly certain of pulling off 
one or other of the prizes, give your 
real name and address when asked, and 
at all costs 

Keep your Train TxoKsrr ! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. PunoVs Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

Ring in the New (HuTCinNSON) is classed as a novel. It 
possesses some of the formxilae of that literary effort. There 
are, among other persons moving through the scene, a man 
and a woman who love each other, and in the end, after chilly 
avowal and pleased acceptance, they agree upon marriage. 
But Oeorge Leonard is a shadowy individuality, and Prue, 
the object of his acid devotion, is least attractive in her 
domestic relations with him. Wherein the book is of su- 
preme value is its sympathetic study of the life of the honest 
hard-working poor of the East End of London. Mr. WmTE- 
im knows them and their surroundings intimately, and 
writes of them with tender touch, 'pie “new” he rings in 
is the reign of Socialism, whose advent he discerns with the 
creation of the Labour Party in the new Parliament. The chap- 
ters are a succession of vivid scenes in the life of the London 
veiled from the eyes of denizens of the West End by the space 
that separates them from the neighbourhood of Shoreditch. 
More interesting than hero or heroine is the charwoman, who 
touches the outskirts of both their daily lives. Sarah, as in a 
moment of inspiration Mr. Whiteing names her, takes turns 
of work in various more or less mean households, out of her 
earnings creates for herself “ a ’appy ’ome ” where she receives 
visitors with almost luxurious hospitality, habitually scorns 
men, and finally succumbs to the attractions of one who, 
unknown to her, is already encumbered with wife and child. 
Another grim tragedy of life in the East End is the career of 
“ The Bloke,” which the newspaper reader will recognise as a 
dose paraphrase of a crhninal record of recent date. These 
incidents are fra^entary. Beneath them steadily runs the 
purpose of showing what the Submerged Tenth think, and 
how they live. 


Dear Mir. Snaith, — ^After the flattering diagnosis which I 
made of your genius when it produced Brohe of Govenden I 
confess that tms new book of yours that Messrs. Constable 
have just published has, for the moment, shaken my beautiful 
faith in you. In Senry Northcote I understand that you 
designed to give us a study in Individualism, and you were, 
of course, at liberty to assist yoursdf to that end by making 
your hero a madman. But would not his peiwersity have been 
tlirown into happier relief if you had allowed a few of the 
other Siaracters to be human? I can scarcely find more 
than one (not your solicitor certainly, nor your foreman of 
the jury, nor your young barristers in court) that belongs to 
any recognisable type. And oh ! the interminable dialogue, 
wliicli overflows into a cab-drive all the way from Charing 
Cross to Norbiton, and then is not satiated. And when 
something actually does happen that gives one a thrill — ^I 
am thinking of the death in the garret — it results from an 
action which is a defiance of human experience. The kind of 
woman that you describe may be of the very gutter, but she 
will at least retain enough honour— if only professional 
honour— not to give her man away as this woman does. 

I dare say that some critics will call your book “ strong.” 
But there is a strength of raw spirits, violent and tyrannous ; 
and I prefer the mellow kind. Do please give us another 
Broke family and no more Henry Nortlicotes. By the way, 
why Northeote, of all names ? What link is here with tlie 
memory of the blameless Sir Statfobd? 

I am, dear Mr. Snaite 

(or was once, and hope to be again very soon), 

Your Humble Admibeb. 


Mr. F. M. HuEFFiaa is the latest recruit to the literary 
pluralists, for a new book from his pen seems to be appear- 
ing almost weekljr I had only just settled down after 


delivermg my verdict on The Fifth Queen when, behold, 
The Heart of the Country (Alston Rivers) emerges from 
nothingness with red covers and dosdy packed type. If 
all Mr. Huefeeb^s books are as suggestive and intelligent as 
this, I shall not mind how rapid he is in their production. 
He has studied the countryman with diligence and under- 
standing, and maps out the case for the rural districts with 
much eloquence. But he cannot deceive me into believing 
him to be a countryman himself. I detect ink in his veins. 
The Heart may be of the Country; but the Head is of 
London. 


To own a Wisley or a Kew 
May be too much for me or you ; 

But everyone can dig and hoe 

And rake and weed and prune and sow 

(Especially on Saturday) 

» A little plot, an acre say. 

Now every small jardinihre 
Should straight to Mr. Curtis fare 
For his Small Garden Beautiful, 

A volume indispensable 

(At Smith and Elder’s, seven-and-six), 

To sc;t more peas a-dimbing sticks. 

To fill more beds with mignonette, 

To make sweet England sweeter yet. 


There can be few things that are not now known about 
cricketers, amateur and professional ; and the publication of 
The Crieltetcr^s Autograph Birthday Book (Walter Scott & Co.), 
compiled industriously and piously by T. BROADBFJsrr Trows- 
DALE, seems to put the coping-stone on the edifice of public 
interest in these brawny fellows. Unless, of course, some 
one brings out a Cricketer's Confession Album, in which 
Tunnicliffe can record his favourite French author, Hayward 
his favourite flower, Hirst the picture whidi has influenced 
him most deeply, and Sammy Woods his favourite hymn. 
This probably will follow. Meanwhile the pages of Mr. 
Tbowsdale’s volume enable one to learn that the flanndod 
philosophers (as Mr. Kipling never called thorn) whose birth- 
days we are to keep to-day. May 30, are Blytiie of Kent, 
Mold of Lancashire, Sellars of Yorkshire, and Kelly of 
Australia. Well, may they all receive presents —from some 
one ! 


THE MENACE OF THE GULP STREAM. 

Dear Sir,— I am no alarmist, but it has became a matter 
of vital importance that steps should be taken to draw tlie 
attention of tlie Government to the danger that menaces these 
shores from the deviation of the current of the Gulf Stream. 
According to a rough calculation I have made, the people 
of this country may expect to he frozen alive on or about the 
27th of February, 1913, and in the name of our homes and 
dear ones, of whatever shade of political opinion, I demand 
that a Royal Commission he convened to inquire into iho 
matter. 

Pending such inquiry J would respectfully suggest that the 
Under-Secretary for the Colonies be immediatdy despatched 
to the scene of the disturbance— endowed with plenary powera 
as Governor of the Gulf Stream— and instnicted to deal with 
the^ diflSculty with all the trenchancy at his command ; the 
nation, meanwhile, being prepared to support the cost of his 
absence for an indefinite peri^. 

May I add, without incurring the stigma of partisanship, 
that it is only another example of the slovenly metbods of the 
present Government that matters have reached this crisis. 
At least I have no hesitation in asserting the trouble would 
never have arisen with a Conservative Government in power. 

Yours truly, CimoNio Catarrh. 
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chance. And it wouldn’t now. It would attendance on him at the Battle of 
LITTLE BI-OGRAPHIESi have to he called On its Bounds; or Edgehill. Charles the First was too 
Or] Who was Who 9 When it loas Bed^ if it was to sell on the polite to say he had had all he could do 

WirTTiTir p-iTJXTi-. 1 APi 7 ^ bookstalls. No bishop could beexpected with of the circulation of the blood': aud 

. VWLLIAM mRVEi to preach about a book caUe^ E^ercitatio he lost the battle. 

It is astonishing what luck some Anatomica, and the rest of it. WiLLiA^ii Harvey accqinpanied the 

people have. ^ But William Harvey’s liick held, in King to Oxford, still prosing on about 

Columbus^ discovered America by spite of this mistake’. The next we hear the circulation of the blood. This was 
merely sailing for some time in the of him is as physician to Chari.es the a little too much. Charles the First 
right direction. America takes up some First, and so intoxicated by his success got rid of him in the most graceful way. 
room, and coiJd hardly be avoided by that nothing would do for him but to He had him elected Warden of Merton, 
anybody going that way. But nobody be sent on an embassy to Nuremberg and took good care not to accept invi- 
happenod to have been jDefore, so accompanied by the Earl of Arundel, tations to dine at the high table of that 


Columbus gets the glory. 

Sir Isaac Newton Itiy under 
a tree for a doze, and an apple 
fell on his head. What he 
said has not l)cen recorded, 
thougli it may be imagined. 
What lie did w^as to give out 
that he had discovei-od the 
Law of ( Iravitatiou. The 
name caught on, and Hu* Is vac 
Newton got into Parliament 
on the st.rength of it, was made 
Master of the Mint, knighted, 
and liiudly buried lu West- 
minster Abbey. Pretty good 
that, for one small apple. 

''riic third instance is that 
of Wn.i.iAM Harvey, tlic dis- 
eoveror of tlm (‘inMilation of 
tln^ Mood, and th(» subj(‘ct of 
our hiogniphy, 

Wiiii.iAM IIauvey was horn 
at FoIk<‘sioti(s th(' s(‘aside 
resort, in IHTH, and educated 
at (^mtorbury and (Tunbridge. 
His favoiirit(* rf'en'ation is not 
nanitioiied in the. works of 
r<derenc(*, but was v(*ry likely 
rouud(‘rs, ami tins may have 
given him th<‘ hint of which 
h<‘ afhTwanls made, siieh good 
nsi», II(^ \mk his (h'gn'C. at 
the early age of niiictcoii, for 
he was a bright lad. At tin* 
ag<* of tw<*nt.y-four he ha<l 
taken tvvo M.H.’s, and setth'd 
as a physi<‘ian in London, 
prohuhly in Harley Streid.. 
Home people wonid call this 
enterprise, others inipndcMire. 
He wt^ni on pfK‘keting' lees for 
the n(»xt i.W(*uty years, and 
c‘luiue(* (*una». Peoi>I(*’s blood 






i!T 

I ■ 1 ' 


le glory. 1 and publicly demonstrate his theory 1 college as long as he remained in Oxford. 

roN Itiy under The Fellows of Merton put 

, and an apple ^ . up with William Harvey for 

fl. What he i ^ - -r ; ‘ four years, and then Cromwell 

cen recorded, l| j I,' tui*ned them all out. They 

be imagined. Ik l clidn’t like going, but they 

IS to give out i ' '(.j| t If llif'nili ! felt there were compensations, 

iscoyerod the 'is *f' M I CTI thorn Imd become 

itatiou. The ■ .■**-* ' I L J! vogo’.-irirr®! in self-defence, 

and Hu* Is VAC /''.f" ^ '.i,. ^ *-j I !! ‘‘'"I < '"hi uow letiirn to a 

■0 Parliament i-i 1 ’ meat diet. 

)f it, was made . 'AV 1 William Harvey went back 
ini,, knishtod, ^ and “ during the 

led m West- ' .i/r.k/Y remainder of his life was 

Pretty good ' 'lli usually the guest of one or 

ill apple. ' . T ' *1 ■ other of his brothers.” They 

ttanee is that ^ r always a united family, 

IVEY, <ho dis- ■ '' Vi- Y'iS' fV Willi vm’s 

(‘inMilation of • W W-' ^ i/i Im * ' brothers said that it aU the 

Ui(» suhj(‘(‘t of ' jEMKjSw ■' '■ ^^7 » other houses in London \voro 

WmP'w V si '''' olosod to him tludrs should 

'EY vvas horn [ \\y\ remain open. Blood was 

th(' s(‘aside •’ ll\\ thicker than water. “Yes,” 

anil educated W i ■Illll 'J \ll \ William, “and it eircii- 

1(1 (Tunbridge. '* | Jrll J don’t know wdiether 

[‘HMilion is not -- W^W ^ jf ll'v 1 Ia\ \ ^ fellows 

ji(v works of “ j . imu y II.K that when I went over to 

as v(*ry Iik(*ly Hfl | lij J 1 / l\ Nuremberg with my old 

his may have ^ wil I If j friend A uunuel And so 

lint of Which m /I They stood that for eleven 

bis d('gr(M'. at " \ \ ' lu llihl William H.vrmcy. 

niiietcfiii, for * . \ tried to rep(‘at his early sneeess 

lad. At th(‘ '"•'WW V called AVere/Va- 

four h(' had - __ fhmvs de (lenoratUnw d/u*ma- 

s, and s(‘Ui<*<l Hum, But it was a frost, 

in London, BEFORE THE RECEPTION. Nobody wi us going to Ifl tiiin 

(hiMtruellng natr Vttge). “Have Y(id pa’KR bkek at fitf*"* *'"‘‘7 •*'' 

«tl(l call ihlK * p,,„TV iKK.mK, ln(«kBH?” I‘'« b<K)k WUH TOVlOWcd 111 

s illipudlMUM*. Uitmlen, “ IIoNLY AH A O'CAW, MuM.” pllpiM’S, diUlt llUd 

.('ting' fees for no sale at tlic libniru's. 

f years, ami tluMi his Ix^foro the Emperor. It was his artful- Six years later he died, and was buried 
'eo*pI('’s blood had Ixieu ness to cull it his tlu'ory. He knew at Hempstead, near Saffron Walden. 
siiKH'. thci liuuwif Adam, ' very well by this time that the blood And that was the end of Wiixiam H.vrvkv. i 




Li. 




BEFORE THE RECEPTION. 

iMfino/lhv IfouHe Onsfruelhig mtp Page). “Have you kvkr iucen at 

A P.VHTV HKKOKK, HkJUI.KH ? ” 

IPujilha, “ IIoNLY AH A (JuHHT, MuM.” 

tlu'u his Ix^foro the Emperor. It was his artful- 1 Six yeti 


rlrriilaiiiig (*\(‘r sintH'. tlu^ liuuwif Adam, very well by this time that the blood 
iiiii it lir.it oriMirnxl to William Harvey circulated. .It was a fact, not a theory. 


to make a fuss about it. Aud the fuss Tlie Karl of ;yirNDEL knew it, tiH». He 
tolcl. 'riiat was William Harvey’s luck, had IxMird (juite enough alkmt it on tla^ 
He m'urly spoilt his eliane(‘s by the way over. HowWillum lI.vavKY (liMiion- 
title he gave lo tlu^ book in which he strated his theory is not recorded. 


Bpiscopal Repairs. 

Mr. Piinrh has much pleasure in put- 
ting the two following extracts where 


annonncf'd 


(liscov<*ry. 


wauUxl was a short, snappy tith; that 
would arouse* int(*r(*st and curiosity. 
WiUiAM ilAR\E\ was far Uh) clever for 
that. Ho <*alled Ids lxK)k lixmulntjo 
Annfomira dr mot n (Wdis vt S'a//;/a/a/«. 


What was Perliaps pricked his fing(*r. Perhajis they am see each other : 


he j)ri(jk(xl the Earl of Arundel’s. 


riie BiHliop of Manchkhteu yo-tirnlay tlfUi- 


is not probaiJ© that he pricked the catod St.L‘ormra’H(Wf^ 

Emperor’s Htoration at the cost of Jc.lO,iKX). I hill If Mtitl 


Having once iuducal p(K>plo to listen 
to him when he nioimted iiis liobby, 
Wir.LiAJi Harvey stuck to them. H(^ 


(hie would Imve said that a b(K)k with William Harvey stuck to them, 
that on its (‘over wouldn’t have a dog’s stuck to (Iuarlks this Pirst, an<l w 


** lUiiuble Maw wanted for alteruticmH aud ' 
ri'ijairs.’**- Camherley Xeics. 

Why not the Bishop, after the a)x>ve 


was in I costly experience in his own person? 


\o|,. <-xxx. 
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A CHECIC AT THE WAR-GAME. ; 

[The Reichstag at Berlin has rejected, practic^ly in their entirety, 
the supplementaiy estimates for South-west Africa. Violent 'protests 
were provoked hy a tactless speech delivered hy Colonel von Deimung, 
who is about to assume the chief command at the front. It is under- 
stood that the Emperor was informed hy telegraph of what hiid taken 
place . — The Timea."] 

Among the changes wrought in taste and feeling 
By Tune that modifies our social views, 

I gladly mark our happier mode of dealing 
With persons who convey unpleasant news ; 

Already out of breath, 

It was the rule to have tiiem put to death. 

To-day, though evil tidings fly yet faster 
Through electricity’s most artful aid, 

The youthful messengers of grave disaster 
Prove by their bearing they are unafraid ; 

They go, as they arrive. 

Without reward or thanks — but still alive. 

Yet would I not have lightly undertaken 

That bearer’s task who stood, abashed and mute. 
Fronting his Kaiser, all his marrow sliaken 
In perilous reach of yon Imperial boot, 

And heard his War-Lord snort 
Over the Reichstag’s very rude report ; — 

A horrid tale of how his Emissary 

(First in Command against the naughty blacks) 
Spoke in his Monarch’s name, and made an airy 
Request for fighting bullion, sacks and sacks ; 

And how the rabble rout 
Told him that he would have to go without. 

A blow, I fear, to shatter that machinery 
Which moves responsive to the Master’s hand, 

Since armies cannot mess on tropic scenery, 

Nor a superb World-Empire well expand 
If reft of beef and rum 
Wherewith to fortify its mailed turn. 

Yet, WiLLUM, I detect a happy omen 
(Explained below) in this obnoxious gale ; 

Thanks to the void inside your troops’ abdomen 
The British Lion may relax his tail, 

And stop his muffled growls, 

And treat more cousinly the King of Fowls. 

For I have often noticed, when a rival, 

Heavy with beans, incurs a nasty fall, 

One lifts an urgent prayer for his revival. 

Saying “ A dear, good fellow after aU ! ” 

Just so your present check 
Tempts us to weep a little round your neck. 

As fellow-sufferers, too, this bitter pillule 
^ Should make our new entente more cordial-kind ; . 
For, though at first it looks unlikely, stiH you ’ll 
Gather my meaning when I say E find 
Small difference in our lots — 

Pro-Zulus here, and there pro-Hottentots ! 0, S. 


Painting the Lily. 

“ Wr have now a charming assortment of the latest cos- 
tumes, blouses, millinery, etc., all straight from Paiis, with a 
touch of Australian smartness added.” 


.Hadpo has always been the courtesy style ot the liair of 
the Earldom of Aberdeen .”— Evening MaiL 
With some people it is Tatcho. 


WOMAN’S WAYS. 

[‘* And she [the woman] is always on the war-palh, looking out for 
insults .... She sulks for a week, and you suffer agonies of apprehen- 
sion .... Yon lie awake at night worrying about her — and then yon 
will find that one day, in yonr haste, yon had forgotten to say good 
morning to her.” — Madame Sarah Grand ] 

Mildred and I have been married no longer than six 
months. 

I find I do not know her properly yet. 

I only found this out recently. 

I was reading The Daily Ghroniele, and skimming the 
articles came across that of Madame Grand. I read it through, 
and confess that I permitted a slight chuckle to escape. 
Mildred asked what was causing me amusement, and I read 
to her the abstract which I have quoted above. 

When I had finished reading I waited for her smile of 
approbation. Instead whereof I saw tliat she was frowning. 

“ Do you see anything funny in it ? ” she remarked. 

“ Weil,” said I, “ it ’s certainly not without its humour.” 

“I think it ’s absurd,” she said. “I’m surprised that you 
see anything to smile at in it. I suppose you believe that 
it ’s true ? ” This with an air of challenge. 

“It may he true of some women,” I remarked, diplomati- 
cally, “ but it certainly is not of one that I know.” 

“That’s right,” she said, coldly; “try and shirk the 
consequences of your own convictions.” 

“I didn’t say they were my convictions,” I pointed out. 

“ Then why did you laugh at the article ? ” she inquired. 

“ One can appreciate a thing and still not agree vrith it,” I 
suggested. 

“Nonsense! ” she said. “If you didn’t think it was true 
you wouldn’t have read it to me.” 

“ I read it because you asked me to do so.” 

“ I asked you to read it because you laughed, and you 
laughed because you thought it was true. Am I like that ? 
Do I look for insults in whatever you say ? ” 

“ Well, even if you do look for them, I hope you never find 
them,” I said, somewhat foolishly. 

“ Oh,” she cried, angrily, “ then tliey are there? ” 

“ What are where ? ” I inquired carelessly. 

“You know what you said. You implied that you hoped 
I never recognised the insults that you hurled at me.” 

“I did nothing of the sort,” I protested, “What I said 
was ” 

“I know perfectly well what you said,” she retorted, “and 
I also know what you meant.” 

“I’m sorry I don’t,” I said, a trifle annoyed, 

“No, of course you wouldn’t, now that you understand 
that I see through you.” 

“That’s rather absurd,” I said. “I can’t quite gather 
wliat it is you object to, but 1 ’m sure you are entirely under 
a misapprehenBion,” 

“I consider it a deliberate insult,” she said, in an injured 
tone. 

“Rubbish !”Ireplied. 

“It may be rubbish to you, but I— -I — hnnw now what 
your true feelings are.” She was on the poinl of tears. 

“I’ve known for some time,” I said, hanteringly. 

“ I wish I ’d found out before I ever marrieii you,” she 
said. 

“ Well, I lold you often enough, didn’t I, darling? ” I said. 

“ Don’t be a hypocrite ! ” she remarked. “ You know very 
well that-- 

“ That I love you 1 ” I interjected. 

“ Love me 1 ” she repeated scornfully ; “ and yet you go out 
of your way to insult me ? I- 1— only wish- 1 VI found yoxi 
out before ! ” ' " 

It was then that I got quite annoyed. 

“ W^at rot ! ” I said. 
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** sho Hne(*re(1, T can ([uite 8ce tliroxigli 

your uiiHtU'abh^ now/’ 

I (ijdu’t auHvvt^r li(*r. 1 wiifl t(K) oxnspovaled. 

Y«*h/* hIu* wtuit on angrily, “ add conieinid-uoim flilence to 
y<air ollu*r iuHiiltH.” 

I inuttt‘ri*d somolliing under my In'oaih, which she iniwt 
have lu'urd. “'riicn^ in no nctsl to Hwcar an well,” she said. 

1 ’ll d() m I pl<*aH(*/’ I n‘torlcd. 

** < >f courw* 1 knew you wouldn’t do as I i)h‘a8ed,” she said. 
“ I only wild it to test' you, and now I find you ahsolutely 
don’t cure.” 

Sln‘ took out htu- handkerchief and hegan to sol). 

I refuw*d to capitulate to tc^ars, hut it was trying in the 
extreme. At last I lost puticmce. ” Would you mind going 
into the (’onserv^utory to cry V ” 1 said. do the plants 

g.Mid.” 

Tlie wonls tluinined her tears. Immediately she grew 

that meant to la* clever?” slm said, “bmiuse Ihn 
^irrv I fail to see the humour of it,” 

**’My nnnark ” I replied eoldly, ” was intended to romind 
von tiiat tears are wasted on me.” 

i ' “ I Ijuite lielieve if.” she stiid ; ** I ’ve heard that a woman’s 
u<*wM iiadt a liwirt c»f stone, hut* ” 

IVrimps my heart is imule of more adaptable material,” 

I iiiterruptc*! w*utini«*afany. 

** I thtt'f think.” she murmured reflectively. 


“Don’t talk slang,” I said. “ITse coimnon-senwe if you | 
want to say anything. It’s much bc^tter.” 

“ J coiihl havcj told you that,” she reidied otihnly, “ only I 
wanted to keej) to subj(‘cts with which ] thouglit you were 
ac([uainte(l.” 

That was a nasty one, 1 admit, ))ut I tried to put the best 
face 1 possibly eould on it. ” Don’t put yourself out on my 
aeeouut,” I implored with mock politene.ss. “It’s rather a 
pity to waste so much brilliance on me. isn’t it?” 

“It dot‘su’t matter wlio 1 wasted it on now, since I’ve 
already wasted mystdf.” 

“ I was a fool ever to have married at all,” I said, 
angrily, striding up and down the room. 

“Marriage made no ditferenee in that respect,” she said. 

I “Only even if you were a fcKjl I have to pay the price of 
I your folly.” 

“ Oh ! ” T sneered, “ then if you want to pay in full, you ’ll 
find yourself in tlie Bankruptcy Oonrt,” 

“ Oo on,” she shouted ; ” pile up the insults as much as 
you ctin ! ” 

I could staml no more c>f it, and as she once more burst 
into tears, 1 strode from the room and shunmed the door. 
.... 1 wonder if Madame Omnd ever knew my wife. 

i wonder, too, what was insulted about. ... Can 

T possibly have forgott(*n to pass her the toast ? . . . I 
wonder . . . one never knows . . . perhaps . . . men are all 
brutes, I think I ’ll go hiick ! 






PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[June 6, 1906. 


THE BOOK AND THE PLAY. 

AYhen I heard that Mr. Micuvel Morton 
was making a play out of The Newcomesj 
and that Mr. Tree proposed to act the 
part of the Colonel^ I felt much as I 
should feel if I had heard that Mr. 
Michael Morton was making a play out 
of my own domestic life (which, like 
The ^ewcomes, is fortunately quite uiidra- 
matic), and that Mr. Tree proposed ^to 
act the part of my favourite micle. For 
to me, as to Mr. Andrew hmi, Thackeray 
seems like a big elder brother, and The 
Nemomes, though ])y no means his 
most coherently artistic wcjrk, is perhaiDS 
of all his books the most intimately and 
aflPeclionately remembered. , I felt em- 
barrassed, therefore, and- -to confess it 
frankly— resentful, though 1 did not 
write to ihe papers to say so. (In the 
other hand, I am in the habit of wish- 
ing success to Mr. Tree. 1 admire the 
sporting spirit in whicli he runs his 
theatre, Ixis courage and activity, the 
many proofs he has given of a worthy 
ambition in his art, and the many feats 
of acting he has accomplished. So 1 
waited for tixe rising of the curtain with 
feelings even more mixed than they 
usually are in this complicated world. 

Weil, my go )d wishes for Mr. Tnp. 
were giTitified. The play liad a splendid 
reception, and is likely to be a great 
success. Also Mr. Tree himself gave us 
an extremely clever and at times a 
beautiful performance. His acting, and 
that of some of the others, as studies of 
Thaokeray’s characters, fonned the real 
interest of the evening. But one must 
say an analytical word or so of the play. 

Englishmen are not dramatically 
inventive, and have generally had to 
annex the plots for their plays. But 
there really is a limit. We seem to 
have ended by supposing tliat we can 
dramatise everything. But everything 
cannot be dramatised. Even Mr, 
Michael Morton would hardly propose 
to dramatise a sonnet of Rossmi and 
invite Mr. Tree to act the part of the 
first eight lines. Tliere are reasons, at 
his ‘service but too long to set forth 
here, why the dramatisation of The 
Newcomen was not an artistic under- 
taking. 

However, it is to be said that he was 
conscientiously anxious to give us as 
much of Thackeray as he could. I imagine 
that, when lie read The Newcomes for 
his purpose for the first time, lie must 
have read it rather hastily, with an eye 
and a pencil for effective sentences. ‘If 
they belonged to characters he had no 
room for in his scheme lie gave them to 
the Oolonel, Thus both George Warring- 
ton’s “ Don’t yon recognise the beast? ” 
and Lord Hiohoate’s “Is that the cane 
yon bkit your wife with ? ” are given to 
tihe Colond in the same speech. I do 


not complain of the shifting of scenes — 
as for example of fjady Kao's and 
EtheVs conversation iit Biiden {cl •provos 
of Lord Kew) taking place in London 
(a proyos of Lord Fanntosll)—ihs^t^YQ.s 
necessary if there was to bo a play at 
all; but it is a shock to find Olive's 
wine-glass-throwing exploit post-dated 
several years, quite incongruously, and 
aimed at Farintosh instead of Barties ; 
and Farintosh himself made into a brawl- 
ing rufiian. If Th \ckeray had lived to see 


y ' ■>sN 


m 





An UriuonT Gentleman. 

Mr. Beerbohm IVcs' us Cohnel Kemome, 

Mr. Morton’s Little Stranger and had 
turned it into a novel, Mr. Morton would 
not liave enjoyed such liberties. And 
if one is told to regard the i)lay apart 
from the book, I reply that the request 
is absurd. If we should not think of 
the book, why should the book have 
been dragged in? It was not a good 
story, and the only reason can have 
been to appeal to our memories. As a 
play, it is simply a succession of sympa- 
thetic attitudes for the Oohiiel; the 


Colonel meeting his lost love, comforting 
his son, denouncing Barnes's villainy, 
paralysed by the Campaigner’s taunts, 
playing Vitk the little Gown-boy, and 
finally saying “ Adsum'' And as such, 
it is, on the whole, sufficient. 

Regarded as “ illustrations ” of the 
book the women in a general way were 
better than the men. They were more 
accurately dressed. Mr. Tree wisely 
went to Dicky Doyle’s famous iUi's' ra- 
tions for his own “ make-up and a 
wonderfully good “make-up” it was,| 
remarkable in a long list of such sue-; 
cesses- ■ and it is a pity lie did not go 
to the same source for the other meii.| 
They seemed to show an earlier period ; 
and especially Barnes and Farintosh in' 
the First Act were wrongly attired for 
the occasion. I think, too, that more i 
attention should have been given to’ 
Thackeray’s own descriptions: Clire 
should have been fair, and so should Pen 
have been- though, to be sure, for the 
latter aaturacy the Pendennis volume 
would have had to 1)6 consulted, which 
perhaps was too much to expect. 

Miss Marion Terry, as Madame de 
Florae, who has a son of forty in tlie 
book, did not look forty herself and 
could not have been the (*oloneVs (Con- 
temporary. That apart, she playc^d as 
1 should have expected; that is to j 
say, not only as an accomplished artist 
in details, luit with that senw* of iho 
theatre, and that perfect oongniity 
with the picture which are always her 
rare distinctions. Mrs. Tree was a 
vivacious Campaigner, playing both luu* 
cajoling and nagging sc(‘U(‘s admirably. 
Miss Brvithwaitk looked Inu* part of 
Ethel well, but did not givt^ us KtUeVs 
waywardness and ]K‘tulance aiul essen- 
tial girlishness in her maniuT : slu* was 
too much like a inertdy well-intentioned 
and earnest young woman, Mrs. (^iioWE 
suggested the old wittdi in hidg Kar 
with much effect, and it was not her fault 
that she had to je(*r at tin* (^olonel in a 
manner quite iniiKNMbh* to a gentle* 
woman- -for \\lik*h I tear Tiiackerav 
would not have forgiven Mr. Mortov. 
There is little to say of any other man 
but the Colonel, Mr. Ian hail 

the best stage (haiico, l«'fause F, B, is a 
grotesque, and Mr. .Vniinw Foimics made" 
something of Barnes plus a timeh of 
melodrama. As for Mr. Tri:k, in his 
later scenes, when the iUionel is patheti- 
cally feeble and broken, his playing wan 
beautiful, finely f*on(*<*ived and delk^ately 
done. In the earlier m*m*s he lacked a 
little, only a little, something of iliguity 
and siiuplitdty, and wli(*n the eares and 
anxieties of a first night are off Ids uutid 
I know no reason why that little should 
not be added. In fact, he may try his 
hand at my favourite uncle, hut I do wot i 
wish Mr. Mieim n Moirrox to write the j 
play. Hi, V*. j 
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MORE ABOUT THE NEW GAMBLING. 


KEEP YOUR TUBE TICKETS! 

(if you can.) 

KEEP YOUR TUBE TICKETS! 

(if the man will let you.) 

KEEP YOUR TUBE TICKETS! 
The Daily Error offers 

£1,000 

to the owner of the right Tube ticket. 
Which is the right one ? 

AH ! 

. MONEY TO BURN! 

KEEP YOUR THEATRE 
PROGRAMMES. 

Tiikue iH A Gold Mine in iotry one. 
Don't' I’iirow Monf.y away. 

KEICP YOUR THEATRE 
PROGRAMMES. 

The Daily E,vpemc will publish the 
lucky nuinbers 

On June 31. 

WHO WILL BE THE WINNER? 

KEEP YOUR DAILY ERBOBB. 
KEEP YOUR DAILY KXPEXBEB. 
KEEP Y(MrR HAPPY DTBPATGHBB. 

is no knowing what they may 
l)C wortli Hoiue day. 

TUt»y may be usoIosr now ; but Wait, 
Keep them all 

Ncv(‘r mind liow they collect dust and 
till tlic house ; 

Keep idem ! 

I^articulars of tlndr value may (me day 
ht* puldishcd. 

Huy all you (san. Wait for other 
|H*oph* to drop tliem. Ijook under tluj 
of railway carriages. 

( iKT AI.L you CAN. 

Keep them. 

Oo ON KEEPING 'UIEM. 

1'Ihtc may he money in it. 

KEEP FYEUYTHINO. 

Men. keep yoeii Shavtstj Paper! 
l*voiEs» KEEP Yoru CouL Papkus ! 

S. Hi- day tiny may 1)0 useful in getting 
|N»ojile lo i)uy u paper wdiich otherwise 
they wi»ald not, 

MIL pnXfnrS OFFER. 

Silence is Oolden. 

KEEP Yonii MOUTH SHUT, 

Tueije wiu. then be Gold in it. 



QUI S'EXCUSE ACCUSE. 

The Majar {after luufthtay with the Htiwre^ fumed for Inn Utyiciirti). 
It’s rkallv awfully kind of you.'* {tiiuldenly lunpired) “You kn<»\v 


BUS DUIVEIW ARE RO C.VRELBHS. 


th the Htfiure, fumed for hiHlayiciirti). “Thanks, very much. 
YOU." {Hiuldenly Umpired) “You KN<»\v thukb beastly motor- 
Think tub whole street belonoh to them ! " 


It is mentioned in' the Press as a 
matter of congmtulatiou that, owing to 
a new prcK'ewR discovered by uii English- 
man, a big tra<Io is now being done in 
tin soldicnu We (*onld^ liavo wished 
lliat these new warriors might have been 
of the same mettle as the Iron Duke: 
l)ut at the same time we welcome any 
(Icvclopinents tluit are likely to increase 
the popularity of the service. 

An Irish paper in reporting the inven- 
tion of a new hat for men describes it as 
being a straw Imt made of felt. 


E.KTRAtrr from advertisement of a 
Brussels hotel : • 

“ Thcr(> is a Hcrious gaid**, l>elonging lo the 
IIot(»l, at the (‘uliro disposition at the vwitors.” 

Those who like to l>o entertained with 
airy badinage about the height of a 
cathedral, or a whimsical description of 1 
the Mayor’s benefactions, must go else- 1 
where. 

** CiOARETXE MAp.E f^irl) requires work ; fiat 
or round.”-" i^eura. 

There is about this an almost pathetic 
willingness to please. 
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THE LATE MR. ALFRED GHUDDER. 

Judged by the ordinary standards of 
greatness Alfred Chudder, who died a 
fow weeks ago at the age of eighty-one, 
cannot be regarded as an instance of 
the rule tliat the world knows nothing 
of its greatest men. His was not, in 
• the ordinary sense at least, a useful 
life. He .did not invent or discover 
anything. He had no profession or 
trade. He was in no respect a prophet, 
had no message for his generation, 
seeming in truth to regard passing 
events and the problems of contem- 
porary life with an equanimity whidi 
almost amounted to indifference. lie 
was not; again, the representative of an 
ancient family or a leader of fashion, 
nor were his means moi'e than a modest 
competence. Except when he was hom 
and when he died (he was never married) 
it is probable that liis name never ap- 
peared in tlie newspapers. The world 
at laige, therefore, may be excused if it 
knew nothing of him. Yet he was a 
truly remarkable man, and I, who was 
privileged to see something of him in 
his Later years, am unwilling that he 
should pass into the great silence al- 
together without record. 

Alfred Chudder was remarkable in 
this, that although he was not an 
eminent man, he was one of the few 
men -living who looked and spoke like 
one. He realized thorougldy and com- 
pletely one’s idea of how an eminent 
man should look and speak. More 
particularly did he strike one’s eye 
and ear as a man aristocratically emi- 
nent. He was one of Nature’s Dukes — 
the only one in my experience — fulfilling 
the golden dreams one had in childhood 
of what a Duke should be. 

His appearance was familiar to me 
some years before I met him, since we 
lived in neighbouring streets, and I 
saw him frequently in my walks abroad. 
I never had any doubt but that he was 
one of the most eminent men in the 
country. He was tall, broad-shouldered, 
of a full bodily habit, and a very up- 
' right carriage. His face was large, of 
a reddish colour, strong-featured, clean- 
shaven. The second time I saw him he 
took off his hat to a lady, and disclosed a 
broad forehead and a magnificent sweep 
of silky white hair. He walked sbwly, 
looking about him, conscious, as it 
seemed to me, that passers-by must be 
whispering his famous name to one 
another. He dressed fashionably, hut 
always with a distinctive note— a hat 
broader-brimmed than the common, or 
the like, and affected the fresli and 
gay — white waistcoats and light-coloured 
gloves. After a time I thought he 
reco^ised me as a person he often saw 
(I discovered afterwards that this was 
the case) and that there was a slight 


interest in his re^rd, encouraging me 
to go on living, as it were. This pleased 
me greatly, and I wondered all the more 
who he might be. _ ^ 

One day 1 was lunching with a friend 
at a Club, and the great unknown came 
into the room. Eagerly 1 put my ques- 
tion. Tlie answer astonished me by the 
indifference with which it was given. 
“I always forget his name,” said my 
friend. “ Wait : yes, Chudder, that it 
— old Chudder.” 1 had never heard the 
name before, and my disappointment 
was keen. I consoled myself by accusing 
my own ignoiunce, however ; doubtless 
with men of his own calling or pursuit 
Chudder was a household word. 

Constant and searching inquiries 
assured me that it was not so. Mr. 
Chudder was known to a small circle of 
acquaintances only, and the world knew 
nothing of him. I put together the facts 
of liis career as I gradually learned them. 

Mr, Chudder was the only son of a 
north-country solicitor, a rich man, who 
sent him to Harrow and Oxford, He 
was hardly remarkable as a young man, 
was mildly proficient in games, and took 
a pass degree. Having a large allowance, 
however, he was a member of a very 
good set, and was noted for the care 
with which he dressed. On leaving 
Oxford he was elected into a good 
London^ Club. Shortly afterwards his 
father died, and it was found that unlucky 
speculations had dissipated his fortune. 
Mr. Chudder had barely seven hundred 
a year. He seems then to have decided 
on a scheme of life which, negative as it 
may appear, liad a simple rhytlnn in it 
one finds soothing to contemplate. 

He took two rooms in St. James’s 
Street, and lived almost entirely in Lon- 
don. An occasional country visit to 
friends tended to be replaced in his later 
life by a few weeks once a year at a sea- 
side hotel. He lived a great deal at his 
Club, reading the magazines and some- 
times a novel, playing cards and billiards 
for moderate stakes, and lunching and 
dining temperately but with a certain 
exigence of tbe best. Sometimes he 
went to a theatre. That is all. He 
never married, and no romance is 
recorded of him. Comfort, regularity, 
and avoidance of all strain seem to have 
been the exclusive objects of his life. 
Except on questions of food and wine 
he seldom disclosed a conviction, or even 
an opinion. His services to the com- 
munity cannot be reckoned high. But 
for my part I find something attractive 
in a life so like a tree’s. He liacl been 
living it for fifty years, since his h'iiving* 
Oxford, when I first met liiin. 

The reader inay begin to wouderj 
however, how it was tliat Mr. Cin uDKii 
acquiiwl his extraortlinary air of grt‘at- 
ness. I cfiii only guess. 'J'lie b(»gin- 
nings of it nmy have been at Oxionl.! 


where his membership of a very good 
set may have given him a sense oE 
superiority to other undergraduates. 
Living afterwards, too, a life without de- 
pendence on any man’s favour, obliged 
to do nothing he did not wish to do, 
attended all day with the thoughtful 
deference of a good Club’s servants, a 
feeling of mastery over life may have 
gi'own in him. I prefer to think that 
sheer artistic instinct made manner and 
tlie inner man conform to appearance. 
He must have felt that only a great man 
should look as he looked — that in some 
profound sense, apart fi-om the accidents 
of life, ^eat he really was. 

Certainly the air was irresistible. A 
manner of easy politeness, with a slight 
suggestion of preoccupation, as of a man 
responsible in high affairs, and touched, 
only just toiiched, with a note of con- 
descension, marked him continually. 
His address to cabmen, policemen, 
waitei*s, and the like, was a lesson m 
depoiiment. His Good night, con- 
stable,” kindly, cheerful, yet a little weary 
in tone, to the policemen in his street as 
he went home, was admirable, always 
answered with reverence and gratitude. 
When lie crossed the road the tniflic. 
was stopped foi' him immediately. 
Personalty I treated him by instinct, as 
soon as I made his acquaintance, with 
niiich more than the deference one 
shows to ordinary old men. ** Working 
hard ? ” he would say to mo when wc 
met, and f, who ordinarily detest that 
question, always felt flattered that this 
great man should think my liundde toil 
of any interest. Ho had m^ver done, a 
stroke of work in liis life, hut I felt 
somehow that he held u]) to me an 
example of noble and boiieti(*ent labour. 

Wlien ho spoke of ciimmon tilings 
there was a suggestion of wand him; 
ironical and almost (‘omi<^ in their <'ou- 
nectioii with his greatneH.s. W(» w(»n* 
walking togetlau* on(‘e when it began to 
min. He l(K)ke<l fora moment at the niiu 
as though amused by its iiupertinenee, 
and then, suppose*,” said he, *‘our 
only resource is a humble hansom,” and 
I, who should liave taken the humbler 
l)us, felt that for liim a hansom was 
indcetl a vehicle absurdly humble, I 
remember, also, that once wh«*n he 
lunched with me at a (’lub, am! the only 
hot thing rea<ly was rfia.-tt he 

remarkHi, “Ami an ex<‘<*lh'nt thing, 
tcKi,” making me but quite pleas- 
antly, how great wei^* his kindneMS and 
iiululg(*ni*e in eating it. His manner 
of mentioning emimutt ptM^ph* wum 
conlial, ami. as it W'en*. intimate; he 
did not kn.'U* th»*nt, but wan<*how 
(HU* SeiUiied t«t kli' ‘‘A tliem thfoUgb Idtit. 

” 'Hiat pot^r ( bike ! ’* he ^it^d we 

pa><»‘<l Itevon-bin* lluuw* it in tin* 
I'lirly days of tlio Kiw-al (iiiei^tion and 


' days of flio Fiw-al (|iiei4tion and 
erne I ti* be h td.ud the ; 
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scenes at once. He liad a liabit of com- 
paring their ages with his own, which 
somehow gave one the idea that they 
had been boys together. 

But no anecdote or description can 
reproduce the greatness of Mr. Chuddee’s 
appearance and manner. Appearance 
and manner, and nothing else, unless it 
•were the inner conviction at which I 
have guessed. Ho was not great in 
some eccentric field of action, like 
Chviiles Lamb’s great borrower; his 
actions were lunching and dining, 
reading the papers and sauntering 
about Piccadilly. Yet to doubt his 
greatness, before you knew who lie was, 
was impossible it you liad any imagina- 
tion or sense of fitness in things about 
, you. And often, when I have met one 
of your disappointing great men, have 
I said witliin mo --“Why, why can’t 
yon look and sj)eak like Alfred 
( hn lauoi V ” 

TO MIOOHTKN CIUOKKW 

The iiK’ro rivalry of bat and ball, 
which was good enough for every one 
till the lust year or so, having failed any 
longt*r to coninmnd atientiou, the most 
crick(‘t<»rs and brainiest 
jouniah'.ts of th(‘ day are busy devising 
additional attractions. A/c. Punch, 
although ho has ncv(M* himself found 
tlio game, wlam [day(al with energy and 
skill, lacking in iutoresi, has thrown 
open his columns to the innovators. A 
M‘lc(*tion t>f h‘lt(>rs follows: 

Sm, Having lalc^Iy r(‘tunuHl from 
Spain, wh(‘re I was mmh thrilled and 
♦*\ldlarate<l by a inimher of ImlMiglits, 

I beg to snggcsl that some of the shin- 
ing merits of the hull ring he introduced 
in bird's and tin* Oval. In (wery match 
let o!t<* or nmn* criek<‘terH he, baited and 
if possible killed. I would suggest that 
the tomuhra be crick(‘lrjonrnaliHlH, (‘aeh 
armed with a sharp stt‘(*l p<‘n, their 
uclim to be tin* first Imtsmun who is 
bavii**! before he 1ms hit a ball out of 
the grouml. This would lirighten cricket 
and do intich in restore^ that eflVt^^ pastime | 
to *’r •»iir lain, 

Ytmrs, Ac., 

Eikjaii WAnano. 

Sir* The silenet* (if tlie players is, in 
my opinion, the ehmf cause of thednl- 
iM*>s of the game. (\)ulcl it not he 
ammgHi that at the full of each wicket, 
or when the tiidd is iTossing over, the 
pla>-cr*» might join in a brief <horus, 
or folk Mnig? The umpires, again, 
might rigiml \vidt*«, no balls and lives 
by calls on a bngle. Mr. W. 

ill.M; tiiivri:, who has now given ui> 
acliM* cricket, or M. W. PwllMANN might 
- l»e •*ngiigisl ns chief musinil <*onductor. 

Faithfully yours, 

\|'.( AsHTOV. 








J 
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RACY OF THE TURF. 

(Uhliij (to YohIJi from the rotoitry, irlio lino hM hio lif.trl in the Irnljir, mul in doHtjm'j from 
oido lo oidr). “ Now them, SpiiAitMiOT ! CiiVB thk fiblii il ciivkck! 

Wilt,- liiiH bwoino numotonous up HK’lctH pwvy tiine a iiian \vaK imt, 
1)C(‘iuiH0 wo am too faiiiiliav with ihi* tlio olTect would 1)0 (IiHt.inclly Driglit aiul 
Mtylo, and ovon tlio foatumfi of our leatl- pleasing. Or ovory player iniglit be 
ing orickolors. If they wore wigs or forrecl to wear an olectrio acarl pm. 

I'anoy (Irwa, anil \V. (i. wore obliged to lours, Ac., 

sliavt' liis bciinl, tlie apalliy of llie crowd Akthi li t oxax 1)ovijv. 

miglit Ik* at. Imsl partially dispelled. % panacea is tins. Since no 

Faitlifully yours, one cares for bowling any more, let 

flumEY Hrxsok. cvfTy batsman have half an lionv irr 
„ 1 1 .1 * .1 „ which to Iiit as hard as ho ean, irro- 

Hm,--niavcolt('n w;on(lere(l tliat the yp^ctivo of catches and other acddcntH ; 
o.’cccllent example of the Oval poet Iws fowler neglecting to howl aa 
never hexjn followed. Wliy not have jj^^y ijyg lialf-volleyB an over to ho 
liardsaltmihed to all tiic County grounds connniltee, or, if 

to impi'ovisc lyrics and rcc.ito them by tho public spirited 

during the lunclioon or tea interval? Yours; <Sc., 

Welun’'oalrna(lyJAMJSsl'iULLii>satIiOrd’s; ' 


why should we not secure KtkpitFiN 
PntLLirs as well? I am, Bir, 

I Yours faithfully, 

IjEWis Moiuiis. 


necessary, lynched by the public spirited ] 
crowd. Yours; <Sc., 1 

John" Hoprs, 

Bir,- How to brighten cricket? For- 
bid Mr. Warnkk U) wear a cap. 

Yoiii’s et(L, M. 0. C . 


‘^.n. T -i verv ffood idea. Whv Kik,- T liere is nothing wrong with 

not give up cricket altogether and play crow? 

fiwtball all the vear round ? Ko one can My w hi leat^ cnckei "'hero it b, 

wkiihliatf.K.tb.dl is mit bright, and b.d to «'>l>l>ly the m„vd with free 

anytldng it lacks itw-lf can he sujjphed champague. Yours 

hv tho gambling spirit. , ‘ 

ViiiifK Ac . l.J.MiXSK. Hin, I here IS one very simple waj . 

Y ours. A( .. i.. M IX. Brighton. 

SiH, Whv not have lireworksV If Yours faitlifully, 
the umiiircil were cu.ik.;v. hkI to scud BiiMiiwis Horn Sts-iurm. 
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ENGLAND, SLEEP ON! I 

[“A BuL-coiTaniittee of the Devon Educatiou ; 
Board have recommenrled that where a child 
shows unmistakable signs of drowsiness it 
should be allowed to go to sleep.”— “ Dai/,?/ 
OhronkUr May 29, 190G.J 

Anxious, as ever, to ascertain and 
diffuse expert opinion, Mr. Punch has 
been at pains to consult a number of 
leading authorities on this subject with 
the foffowing highly interesting results. 

Mr. Heijey Nkwbolt, the famous singer 
of the West Country and author, amongst 
other lyrics, of “Devon, 0 Devon in 
loind and rain'' at once replied to our 
representative in the following spirited 
impromptu 

“ Six hours lor a man ; 

For a woman, seven ; 

And eight for a fool — 

Was considered the rule 
When I want to school. 

But in drowsy Devon 
The minimum 's seven ; 

And the higher you sail 
In the social scale, 

The larger the numbers 
AHottea to slumbers. 

For myself I ’m content with a modest nine, 
But our Duke, so his intimates say, I 


Repeatedly breakfasts at 5 o’clock tea,' 

And dozes the rest of the day.” 

Mr. Sidney Lee said that the value of 
sleep as an incentive to literary effort 
and a means to longevity was unques- 
tionable. Eptmenidks, the Cretan poet, 
who went to sleep for 57 years, attained 
an age, according to dilferent authori- 
ties, of 154, 157, or 289 ye*ar«. 
Shakspeake’s frequent references to sleep 
indicated {1} a high opinion of its cura- 
tive value, (2) the prohability - which 
the play of Macbeth converti^d to sonuv 
thing Uko a certainty-- that Shakspeaue 
himself was troubled by insoinn ia. Asked 
whether lie connected the SSleepors of 
Ephesus with the Baghdad Railway, Mr. 
Sidney Lee maintained an attitude of 
polite scepticism. He tliought, however, 
that the requirements of Devonshire 
school children ought not to be made the 
standard or norm, as the proximity of the 
Gulf Stream undoubtedly tended to pni- 
mote a susceptibility to soporific influ- 
ences from which dwdlers in Norfolk 
were immune. 

Professor Ohdbton Collins, on being 
interviewed by our representative, said 
that the example of the great Napoletix, 
who cultivated the habit of deeping at 


all times and in all envirmunents hence 
the word “nap”- fully justified the 
decision of tlie Devonshire edu<‘atir>nal 
authorities. But in view of the numer- 
ous desperate (banicters who were ni>w 
abroad lie was strongly of opinion that 
the new E<lii(*ation Act should (*ontain 
a luuadatory dause enjianing on all 
t(‘achers to instruct children in the art 
of sleeping with at least one eye tqien. 
He added that lie deeply regretted to 
notice that, in the list of national songs 
compiled by the Bojtrd of Kdneutiou, 

Pop fjoeft the WeatteV was (Mn-[.ifnoij- 
hy its aliwtiicc. 

Sir Hkniiy (SMiwaj.-IUNNKitMAX cor- 
dially ap]»roved (»f the action of the 
J>cvonsliin‘ authorities, whhb he thought 
adinitted of indefinite extension. In hia 
opinion sleeping cars otight to lift attm'hed 
to all workmeirs tndns. At the same 
time it belmrcd ns as u nation to Ut 
watchful and vigilant. Ii^>rd IhmEfiKRV, 
the great prophet of efiu'iencv* was a 
notoriouslylight deeper. On the whole 
he was indisposed to make it a party 
question, and would lesive it to the sense 
of the House as a whole to detennine 
whether legislation on the suftject was 
necessary. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary op Toby, M.P. 


expedient to retire from a main position Bencli, agreed in tlie obiter dictum tliaii 
early assumed. in sucli case Tommy would succeed him 

Momentous utterance delivered at too at the Cabinet Board, at tlie Education 


rr f /i mi U.CA1 V Ci CUL ClU tUU ill ILLC VJtlUIliCU JJUUXU., CIU lUXC 

M u inemay^ A.M., late an hour for ducidation. Time only Office, and in charge of the Bill. 

May u. . ^ lall-pasl one o clock and a for Wyndham’s psean of delight, his This happened last Wednesday night. 
Tiiio nioniini?. Momhorw mror 


fine luoniing. Memliors, over 
fiOO strong, just streamed out 
after carrying through Oom- 
inittco IbtCffiuisoof Education 
Bill. Of crucial importance, 
as \v(^ luivo testiliod by giving 
up to it full Barliainontary 
week. ^ At this nioincnt it 
sinks into Insignilicance hy 
coinjiarison with the. (|ii(‘stioii, 
“ Is there, auv chance, of getting 
acah?^’ 

Th(‘. e.xci tome lit which 
soothes in Pala(*(^ Yard in 
strong contrast with tho 
(IrcarinosK of tlu' long silling. 

* What had to hi^ said on iirin- 
uraleriviMg 1 st (Mausn 
j deUvennl in lirst two sittings. 

1 What followt‘d was n(‘cessarily 
of the kind of (liscussion geni- 
ally <I<‘s<‘nl)ed hy (ShlyIiS as 
fhric<‘ hoih‘d c()h‘wort. Tho 
wearily out-talked didniio 
lackoil ev(*n tho dual touch of 
inten^st tliat sona^liines liaugs 
about a division, Ev(‘ryono 
km‘w that not only was I ho 
(‘Imiso saf<‘ in its iui<‘grity; 
there was not any fLxpectutioii 


y’M:'- 



The newspapers duly recog- 
nised serious character of the 
new movement ; hut no 
authoritative, unmistakahle, 
sign of Cabinet feeling had 
been manifested. True, Lloyd- 
George, speaking at Liverpool, 
scornfully referred to the 
chatter of irresponsible per- 
sons. But, as Colonel Carlile 
iiiconsequently remarked last 
night — and the remark is here 
quoted with added inconse- 
quence — “ no one would tnist 
LLoyrvGpiORciE with the moral 
training of a litter of pup- 
pies.” It was 'in the House 
of Commons, from the Trea- 
sury Bench, the declaration 
had been made, and from the 
Treasury Bench at this, the 
earliest opportunity, it must 
be approved or denounced. 

All tlu*ough the siunmer 
night Tommy, 

Sdont as on a peak in Darien, 

was the olijocd, of absorbed 
attention. It was noted that 
]io sat 111 (dose, jinitccth^g, 


(‘Imiw* saf<‘ in hs iul<‘grily; “ away’- wmi a Imw’ attention. It was noted that 

tliHv \vas tail any c.\‘pcctutii»ii r. i-mmy i.; m close, jinitccthtg, 

nf appwiahio (liuiiuutioii of ovcrwhelm -1 ro(*oguili<)n, tardy it is true, lhat in | (Mmtiguiiy to his chief, tho Education 
iug Miiiistru’ial Majority. poMMY Lujuu His Majesty’s Ministers, Minister. Thai seemed to imply that all 

.lusl a ili<‘ker of intcr(‘st played over hy solo e.xcefitioii, possess a statesman was well. Kot only was his announcc- 
t,lu* mas.sive doua* that serves as brain (> 1 ' tlu'. iirst niuk. Tho J^irliauicntary inent authorised, hut his iutiTpositiou at 
pan rop 1 ’o\iM\ La'ou. Last time I louse |iSecrctary’s uiinouucement involved far- the critical moment was a] iproved I ly his 

colleague in cluirge of the Bill. 

Whoa St. A\:(JUstine rose early in the 


oinuu(U*eon I 


lu*sud(l<*uly reai’hiiig possiliilities. 


interpohcil and delivered a spei'cli tliat spokesmau of united opinion on the ])art 


fluttered the dnve(*otes Ixdow the ( laiig- (>r the (VihiueiV or did it m(‘au fresh and debate a crowded House gathered in 
way on both sides, Sidlh’i^ it to say h<» liual rupture on a vital point? If so, hushcil expectancy. Now all would be 
threw over the priucijile of simph* riiblo IhiUiKM. must go, Wyndiiam and Carson, known. Strange to say St. ArorsTiXE 


h*iadiiag in State provi(l(‘<I 
Si'liools upon whieli 
the Hill is mainly 
Imiit, |t*'li\erann» 
hailetl with rapture 
from < opposition 
BiUicdie^. <fKoU(JE 
WuMivM rose up 
and called him 
hlc'^'Hed, The Non- 
l•out<lrtuiMt (hut 
HimauT was scan‘d 
as l>y red hot bon. 

Ik^s’r Kkih 

\ery neck tie pale<l. 

Smdi a d«ylaratiou 
from a Minister 
Harlia ment ary 
to the 
Education Hoard to 
uuiM surely 
iitettn that the 
(f*i\t'>nuMtatt, hav* 
iui; ."ttala'd drift of 
fielMte, d«»*nned it 


[•nieiitary . hobuobliing on’ the 




■M 


% 


' \V\MUIAM AST» C.VltSON UnByelWUNci DM TIIK EttUNT OrPeSITlliN HkkCH.” 


•Voiit Opposition [ignored (‘xisteuce of Tommy Liuui. He 

alluded to I^noMAS 
, A Kempih ; looked 
in for a moment on 
\ ' Baxter’s t^ainrtt 

§ Re fit, lightly 

scauiK'd The Whole 

of th<* Huhjoct that 
lay cl()s<‘st to the 
lioart of the listen- 
ing til rung he spoke 

Later, when 
Tommy Iiimsidf took 
a turn with design 
of crumpling^^^ up 

there was recur- ! 
reu(*e of the surg- 
ing \vave of brouth- 
lt‘ss inten'st. But 
the Barlminentary 
Hecretary to the* 

r TiiK Front OrrosiTKiN llKKeii.** Board of Kduration 
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had nothing to say on the question of Shorter is giving up the practice of aiuimidiio iritcdi iinPQ 
"simple Bible teaching,” and resumed Literary Criticism OMNIBUS INTERLUDES. 

his seat leaving the Committee more Bayswater Pirate. 

than ever perplexed. Hips, it has been decreed, are to be With every prospect of more rain in 

^ Business dene.— Clause 1 of Educa- unfashionable this year, and those ladies the near future, the afternoon is not of 
tion Bill carried without amendment who cannot get rid of them are crowding the kind one would choose for a stroll ; 
by majority of 203 in a house of 527 into nunneries until the fashion changes, and I realise on glancing up and down 

Members. the road that I am the only loiterer in 

Wednesday . — House adjourned for An epidemic of dog -stealing has sight. The children have been rung 
Whitsun holidays. Members reluctantly broken out. The most aggravated back to school ; the afternoon delivery 
go away with the Mystery of Tommy instance is reported from the suburbs, of milk has not yet begun ; and Netting 
Lough unsolved. where some burglars, not content with HiH is given over to the somewhat 

" Edwin Drood not in it with Tommy,” a quantity of silver and jewelleiy, took drowsy quiet which follows upon the 
said the Member for Sark wistfully with the swag the valuable watch-dog as bustle of the suburban luncheon-hour, 
regarding the thought-paled counten- well. My destination lies eastward, and I am 

ance of the Parliamentary i— — ■ debating whether to travel by 


ance of the Parliamentary 
Secretary to the Education 
Board. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Das Reich draws attention 
to the fact that the conclusion 
of an Anglo-Russiaii agree- 
ment would result in the com- 
plete ^ isolation of Germany. 
We feel sure that this has 
only to be pointed out to each 
Power and the negotiations 
will be dropped at once. 

Seiior Castro has issued a 
proclamation in which he 
announces his decision per- 
manently to retire into private 
life. The Venezuelan public 
is astounded at the announce- 
ment, and already rumours 
are current tliat there will be 
a popular demonstration in 
favour of Senor Castro’s return 
to power. And, if there be no 
such demonstration, then Senor 
Castro may return without it. 


Lord Selbokne has visited 1 

some of the compounds, and — 

the coolies assur^ him they 

were very happy. Such Mr. “Lulu” H-rc-: 

ignorance is deploiuble. getting round d 


nTnyrr 







Lf)OLoopm(j THE Loouiop. 


Tube, when an omnibus drawn 
by a pair of the most emaciated 
horses I have ever seen emerges 
from a side street. It is evident 
that tlie conductor and driver 
have just dined; and while T 
am speculating n]>on the re- 
moteness of the horses’ latest, 
meal, the driver catclu's my eye 
and marks uic down as his 
prey. 

“’Kro y’are,” lie ex<*laiius 
e.vubcrautly : “ ’( >l)uu, Beak, 
Loople-strit ; Ijooplo - strit, 
’Obun, Benk.” 

Before I can diHsemWe my 
plans, the vehicle has stopped ; 
theconJuctor,withthe peremp- 
tory blandishments peculiar to 
" pirjite ” busmen, has ex- 
tended an inviting arm, and 
r am inveigled (»n board. 

W(i have travelled barely 
two hundred yards, when a 
sharp downp<mr of rain drives 
seveiul pedestrians into the 
bus. Reiuforcomont.s are 
picked up at f^^quent intervals, 
until, long beff)re we reach the 
Marble Arch, the "insides” 
number a dozen. Six stolidly 
face six %vitli a re<*ipr(Xtal 


^ e 0 very ^^ppy- bucll Mr. “Lulu” H-rc-rt devotes the Recess to perfecting his scheme for attempt as cnstonmrv as it 
Ignorance is Oeploi-able. getting round the Division Lobbies in the quickest possible time. is futile to avoi<l staring at 

All j.'- u 1 71 7"^ TT — — other. The windows are 

AU our time-honoui-ed sports seem It is satistictory to know that there steamy, and tlie atmosphere grows heavy 
tloom^. Within the past fortnight are still law-abiding persons among us. with the odour of damp waterproofs, 
agitations have been started against A baby who started to howl on Tuesday At the corner* of the Edgwaro Road, 
otter-hunting and bus-racing. » last in a wdl-known London Square where we dro]> fw(» foiir new 

A T> • T> 'TT 1 1 ceased at once upon its nurse drawing arrivals areallt>wed to (‘liter. Wlietlier 

A rassyre Jiesister Im been com- its attoatiou to die notice: “Organs conunisenifion or from lack of 
pkimng of discoi^o^ of Wands- and sti-eet cnes prohibited.” moral oonrage, die swited i.asM-nj'crs 

worth Gaol. But surely the OTeater the . mate no protot against the muht>«ueut 

discomforts, the greater the Martyr? A lady who recendy bought a dinner overcrowding; nor does the conductor 

T* +>.n7~n 1 insisting of 54 piec« for choose to sacrifice extra farw which 

li IS stated that a woman who £l_ 3«. Od. was informed by her liousc- help to compensate for the deartli of 
discovered at maid the next day that the bargain had outside jia^A-scngcrs. Prominent among 
Chiche^r. We shall reqmre more become stiU more wonderful, for it now the new-comera is a burly brickhiyer, on 
convinmng proof tli^ a mwe newspaper consisted of 1125 pieces. whose dothes an inordiMte amoimt of 

report before we hdieve this. r n • UTT. . dust has been converted by the rain into 

«T. • nf /t xr "dowing^ks have been Struck a compoeition not unlike gritty stenrh. 

If one 18 a genius, says Mr. 0. K. out of the bst of school prizes by the So, at ml events I iudgefrmuthoaunnk* 

?^.® and he leaves on my trousers in passing.’ 
We hope this does not mean that Mr. Gheaf and Eaxy Cooking. Tliat he, too. has recently dinwl, and 
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fnuu ii menu cunsirtllii/!; chiefly of very 
inferior whinkc^y, in un inferenw that 
few people will Iw^ ineliueil to (lisimte, 

Heside him KiandH a middle-aged 
vv<»maiu sallow aad waspish, who oames 
a large tmudh‘ \v rapped in rusty black 
<‘loth. The hrieklay<T, afl(‘r liu/Jly eou-i 
templating this humlle, administers a 
few tentative pokes, (NHch \vhi(*h l<«ivcs 
a (iugermark surrounded hy a sumll 
ind(«ntathMU 

'Kre, wlieu you 've quilo done ! ” 
remonstrates tin* woman lieretdy. , 

'Pile l.riekhner r<‘e(‘ives this prot(*st 
with the utmost um*ou(uu*n. 

" Put it darn, Missis/’ h(‘ remarks 
thiekly; *‘put it darn aid sit on it. I 
<*an make nHuu for yt‘r.” 

'* An* what <l’ you s’pose it would he 
for afterwards, what with you prod- 
ilia’ it an' all ? Why (run’t you k«H»p your 
dirt;y ’ands to yerHt*lf?’* she replhu 

A shmle of rt‘setitineut eroHses the 
hriekhiyer H face. 

“ Yer know, if she was my nnssis/’ 
he remarks tothe ()tber piuseiigiu-s/* if 
she was my miasis, luP was ter jore t<jr 
UK* like that . * /’ 

•* Ah/* interrupts the sallow woman, 
**it*s easy ter talk; if you was my 
’itsiKUwl, p'mps you *d know 'ow to 
lw**wve ! 

Then* is si vague ftnAing among the 
pa; s,iigers that this domestic amenity 
\n> due mther to lujr happy choice 
of a husiKUtd than to any rermiug 
iii{)uenc*i^ in bc»r example. 


“After mo offerin’ to do ’or a kindnesB 
. . .’’ j'outinues lior antagonist. 

“Kindness, indeed ! “ snorts the sallow 
woman. 

“After me offoriu’ to do ’er a kindness 
. . ho reiionts doggedly. 

“ Another time you can keep it till it ’s 
asked for/’ (‘xelaims the sallow woman. 

“She’ll ’uvo ter wait a bloomin’ long 
time afovo i ofT<‘r to ’elp ’er agin ! ’’ 
(‘ontiuues tlie bricklayer, still confiding 
in the. passimgers. 

I’lu* sallow woman plainly regards 
this indirect mode of address as an 
ing(‘niouH variety of insult, and 1 regret 
to ohstuwc! that a weedy little person 
l)n*s<‘utiug the aiipearauce of a broken- 
down chanffent* encourages the brick- 
lay(‘r to unburden himself further. 

“(Jralitood don’t cost much, matey, 
l)ut it’s uncommon sewe, ain’t it?’’ 
he luichivalrously remarks. 

“ Ar ! ” responds the Imc.klayer.^ 

“ Decsent consideration fer wiinmin 
don’t c(»st much either,” retorts the 
sallcnv woman, “but it’s scarcer than 
anything I know of.” 

Her glance rests upon a young man 
who has hitherto kept silence, and who 
now risers awkwardly and offers his seat. 

“No, thanks, young man,” she re- 
plies severely ; “ 1 can be independent, 
I ’m glad ter say. Yon sit darn.” 

“I’m getting out shortly,” remarks 
the young man, nither crestfallen. But 
the sallow woman is not disposed to 
forego the pleasures of martyrdoTU. 


“You sit darn, then,” she repeats; 
“I’ll stand, same as I’ve ’ad ter do 
many a time afore ! ” 

While the young man lingers irreso- 
lutely, there is a smothered laugh from 
the r/o/w/Teifr, and 1 glance up to find 
tliat the bricklayer has slipped into the 
vacant seat, and is grinning compla- 
cently at his sympathiser. 

The young man turns a deep red 
colour. “ Here, I didn’t get up for ^ew/’ 
he remarks aggressively. 

“That’s or right, cockey; you’re 
gettiii’ out direckly,” retorts the brick- 
layer, winking at the delighted chauf- 
fmr, 

“That don’t matter,” pursues the 
young iruin ; “ I offered the seat to this 
lady- 

“And slie don’t want it. I’m ter 
keep my kindness till it ’s arst for, so 
1 ’ll just keep this ’ere seat wann for a 
bit. If she likes to arsk civil for it, 
p’raps I ’ll see fit ter give it up to ’er. 
You can ’urry on out, Bkutie, or they’ll 
be waitin’ tea for yer.” 

llie bricklayer’s scheme of retribution 
fits into its place with so triumphant a 
“ click,” as it were, that the young man 
is reduced to something like exasperated 
impotence. 

“ You call yourself a man ? ” he asks 
with infinite st^om. 

“I call myself a man,” replies the 
other. “I cidl myself a man, and I’d 
like ter see tlie blackleg as sex I ain’t. 
QEOitoE Pawker ’« my name,” he adds 
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A QUIET SUNDAY IN OUR VILLAGE. 


in'elevantly ; “Oeohor Pawker; and I 
want ter see tlie feller as says I ain’t a j 
man. P’raps you tliink J ain’t ? ” 

“I flon’t tliink anytliing oneway or 
tlie otliei*,” replies die yonng man 
cautiously ; 1 only ask you wliat yon 

call youvHeVjy 

“Well, I’ve told yer, ’aven’t I?” 
demands the bricklaj^er. “An’ I want 
you ter show me the man as says I ain’t 
a man ! ” lie repeats. 

“ I can show yer the woimin as says 
you ain’t,” interposes the sallow lady. 

“That ain’t no answer ter my ques- 
tion,” says the brickkyer sulkily. “1 
don’t argue with wiminin, I ’m talkin’ 
to ’?m. I want ’im ter show me the man 
as says I ain’t a man.” 

“ As I don’t know any of your mates, 
I can’t oblige you,” rejoins the young 
man loftily. “You’d belter apply to 
somebody who is intimate with you.”' 

“ All, I ’w sure ! ” remarks the sallow 
woman. 

Feeling as I do that the honours so 
far are with the last two speakers, 1 am 
disappointed to find that the bricklayer’s 
impending retort is interrupted })y our 
arrival at IBond Street. 

“ ’Erey’ are; Bond Strit,” exclaims the 


conductor, raising a beckoning finger toj 
the young man. The latter, followed j 
hy the chauffeur and anolluT i>nsseng(‘r, j 
moves with dignity to the door, and t he 
hricklaycr is left without allies. 

The sallow woman takes one of the 
empty scats, and nurses her Imndle on 
her knees. The bricklayer fixes it oiu*(^ 
more with a hii/y stare, but refrains 
from further invesligjvtion ; and a sullen 
peace, fraught -with possiliilities of re- 
newed warfare, gradually descends \i\mi 
us as our liony steeds jilod wearily 
towards Oxford Circus. 

Irish Heads ! Irish Heads 1 1 

FiueHt Irish Heads in one-ewt. Btigs. 

Edmund Burke’s Bacon Factory. 

The NatioualiHl, 

Now WO know where the heads of good 
Nationalists go, when they lose tliem. 

llie (ilobe of Derby Day says: 
“Humorous by-play in the crowd was 
created by the starter cantering down 
upon a slieeted thoroughbred wearing 
a tail white hat, certaiiiiy a suggestiem 
of Rotten Row.” I 

How quick an English crowd is to 
catch these humorous effects ! 


“A Chiel’s amaag ye takin* NTotes/’ j 

to The lUuUj MnU, its 
special train “heaves Lemdouat »kU)A.\r. 
an<l puts The huUy Mat! on tlie break- 
fast tabh^ at Idymoutli,” I’his may 
apptur extraordiimry to some, but we 
think we (*uu exjilain it. A c{»rre.spon- 
dence is now taking plae<* uiwm the 
monotony of English break fast -dishes. 
The Mail, with its usual enterprise, sends 
its special train down to hang about 
the of England lireakfust tubh*s 
ami take notes (»n the shallow pretence 
of delivering papt*rs, I 

Uen About Town. 

I. The (’aim is. 

Thf. (klinmn's |»orti(in is to slrnFe 
Hie traffic H driving strife. 

Vet si net* his only aiin is fare 
He lm*s the liife life. 

II. ThK .^ANDWiei^MAX. 

The ^5audwicIl-Mau iiistnids mankind 
By nuxins they can’t ignore, 

VoT wlmt they Isorn if they ’re behind 
Tliey liavt'u’t le.inetl lu-fur.*. 
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OUR MOTOR PARTV ' breaking the instrument, ruining the omnibus, and killing 

a little iSkye terrier belonging to a fat woman in the crowd. 

[It was once suggested by “Ambrosia” in WorZiZ that a number gsM was most unladylike. I pointed out that the 

of and though annoying daodd 

theatrical performances; another migh? be amn^d wil Brfd^ tables cheerfuUy accepted rephed most rudely that the 

and a pianola , others would contain sleeping accommodafaon. Besides pianola would have to be cneerlully paid tor. i sent (jtEORGE 
the pleasure derived by those taking part m the trip, remote villages to speak to her. Meanwhile the woman with the dog stood at 
would be enlivened, and charitable performances might be given ] the gate with the corpse under her arm, and shouted “ Mur- 
It seemed a delightful idea ; so quaint and new. I was derers I ” whenever any of our party came iu sight. George 
frightfully enthusiastic about it, and I urged George (my gave her a sovereign, upon which she flung the corpse 
husband) to help me whip up a party for Whitsuntide. George through the open drawing-room window and walked off. It 
said tlie notion was wild and might he dangerous to our afterwards turned out that the dog did not belong to her at 
liealtlis, our pockets, and our social status. George is so cJl, and another sovereign had to he paid to the real owner, 
slow ; but fortunately he is open to argument. I took him At last, at two o’clock, we got off ; but the run to our first 
through liis objections one by one. What, I said, could halting-place was not a success. The dust was unbearable, | 
possibly bo more beneficial to our healths than gliding and we were followed^ and surrounded the whole way by 
between the scented fields, I’ushing tlmougli the glorious air V twenty-ono cyclists, eight motor-cyclists, and The Daily 
How could our pockets suffer when we should bo sharing Mirror staff-photographer. !l^dy Barouche and Mr. Baitleby 
expenses with a dozen others and should he 'paying no food w^re boiling with perspiration and indignation the whole 
bills at home? What could more firmly plant me in the lime, and went back by train that same night, taking 
social position which should be mine if onlij CtEoroe would with them George’s chances of being pushed forward, and 

play Ids paii,i\\m to be the- ^ niy hopes of intimacy with 

originator and successful con- Lady Barouche. 

ductor ot so novel a scheme? evening was not a 

[ spok(', with such spirit for . success. Not until w^e had 

nearly t.hreo hours that George selected our pitch and settled 

t^ould hardly got in a word of down for the night did we 

reply. y notice that the omnibus con- 

\\1ien T had stopped he ffluMi' taining all the provisions had 

said : “ Well, don’t bliuue mo \ 11 1 1 arrived. Nor did it 

If anything goes wrong.’’ As '-C- Ml. morning, 

a itmtt(‘r of fad. things did go having had a break-down, 

wnnig, and I do blame him ' fl n ' ■ ransacked the village 

voryw‘\vrclv. If only George il shop, and made a most un- 

had . . . yrhbiyHdght lines W - ^ j ‘ app^etisin^ meal off sai-diues 

I I invited ^ a word was spoken 

fourh'on others to join, in- I i during that ghastly meal, 

(‘lading Mrs/rooMueir, because When it was over I said 

r detest li(T and wished to brightly: ‘Well, at least the 

show her how well f could ' Bridge car has arrived. Who 

run ii thing* Miss Hem, who [According ioThe ^foruhig Post, moinv c«hj with threepenny fares gays Bridge?’ 
liwB next d()OT, bceauso slio fox* u fraction of a mile wilUuortly be rumimghx London.) They all said Bridge, and 

would not lcu<l licr jiianola The above is jxn iNTBUKsnmj roBrnAiT of the fibst ubcipiext of R^^id it so cheerfully that the 
imless slu'. was invited ; T^ady the minimijm faub. ^ evening Bcemed likely to bo 

B.uiomiE, with whom T am — crowned with succohr after all. 

most anxious io get on intimaie terms, and Mr. B.vn'LKiw (Jeorge had forg()Ueu to bring the cards 

(without pavmcnit) Imcauso Im is Geouoe’h employciMind I J mid to Gw)miK--iy ou tocre amlihen?-Et)d 

tluaiglit. tills would be an excellent way of pushing George It must liavobecii sIioTtly after midnight that it started 
forward. Gwuigk did not hoo this and was annoyed ; ho is raining, and we were compellod to sit inside the whole day. 
so slow. Finally 1 wrot(‘. to George’s undo, tho Vicar of Shortly after ten in the inonxing conversation lapsed. Jtwas 
ShEiGiirKV. to say that on Saturday W'O would givo an enter- broken at three by Mrs, Tgomugh. She said (f uite suddenly : 
tainment in his ganhm in aid of tho Organ Fund. Gi-xirgr “Mrs. l/iwA Tho position in which you have forced me 
was most rude abrnt this ; iu fact, so much did ho grumble to sit for nearly sevcm iiouts is intolerable ; tho atmosphere 
at on« thing and miolher that 1 told liim [ nndly wondered no longer to ho ouclured. ^ I demand to bo driven at once to 
ev(U* wanted the e.xeiirslon. Ifo threw up his arms at this tho nearest railway-station.” , .r 

and said. “ Gli. my soul ! ” f said “ Gii:ougk ” “ Oh, I do so hope wo are near one, I replied. It was not 

[Yes, yes. Well? Ki).] very good, but it was tho best 1 could do at tho moment 
( hi t\w Friday morning wo all ’mot at my house, and at ten Mrs. Toomuoh left us a few inilcB later and shortly after- 
o\‘l(Kfk the motor omnihuses arriv(Ml,nud the work of packing wards wo reached Weiglipey. Hero we found the Vicarage 
pomuieiiitH'd. Aii enormous erowcl eoll(H*t(‘(l, and several lawn set with chairs, all filled by tho time our porformanco 
kKifers \valk(*d iu iu tlu^ ecKdest way to help to earry things, was duo. Geor(JE and 1 ht^d front seats. Jhe other mem- 
f t..ia (JfxmdK t<> Ktoi. UiMU, but all h.^ ditl was to say, bars o£ the. ptirty wero all taking part lu the performance. 
••Outside, idwtse," t.. one. 'Phe man reiilied, “ Don’t you They olumged into Pierrot and Piert^fe costume m their 
foiii-h me, tluv’nor," so (IwmoB didn’t, and cveuluttlly the rosiieetive omnibuses, then entered the Ixxly of our theatrical 
itutn was givi'ii tlu'iK'-antl-sijc and tfKik five imibrelluB. car, which was to be driven into tbe grounds. 

^Hie iiKitOMiieu lyeil tlio jiiimola with (•onsidenibio alarm, J eanuot tf’cbnieally explain wliat happened. 1 tic t“ar 
and htul <*(Uise. (SwrtiOK ftiilod to lend a hand (quickly ctnno through the gate all right, then, while manoeuvring 
eisuigli whfii it was lieing placed in the oar; he in so slow. inU. i.<«<iii<m, mmetlnng wmt mg witii the steering gear. 
It wimt down with a btunp and went right through the floor. It .•m-ireled tho lawix thrice at terrific speed, then dusheil 
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tlirougli the gate and np the road. We nev:er saw it again. 
But we learnt afterwards that it ran for sixty-one miles 
without a stop, finally halting in a lonely lane in pitch dark- 
ness. There its unfortunate occupants had to sit till the next 
morning, when they walked, .dressed as they were, four miles 
to the nearest town, where they were supplied with clothes at 
the workhouse. 

Thus garbed, they were met by George and me, who had 
followed by train. I at once drew hack round the comer, but 
George foolishly cried, ‘‘ There they are I ” and they saw us. 

When we had finished talking and they had gone off to 
hide in the fields till the omnibus containing their clothes 

arrived, I said to George 

[WeZi, 1 doubt if George loants to hear it again, — En.J 

THE EVENINQ RHYMES. 

Mr. Puneh, having noticed with pleasure the rhymed police- 
court reports in The Evening News, suggests to the writer of 
them that he should do the same for the other columns. 

THE LEADER. 

(In blank verse-— to meet the occasion.) 

We gather from an unofficial statement communicated to 
The Daily Mail (exclusively) that late on Tuesday night a 
gooseberry was seen in Regent’s Park. Talking of wliich 
reminds us, by the way, that suimner is indeed a-coming in, 
as noticed iDy our smart contemporary, The Daily Mitror, in 
this morning’s issue .... 

TO-DAY’S CRICKET. 

Surrey v. Lancashire. 

This interesting match was played to-day. Maglaren, toss- 
ing with his lucky penny, put his opponents in ; and, by the 
way, Surrey included SaiiTH for Lord Dalmeny. Ihere were 
no other changes from the side that yesterdav the Essex team 
defied. 

Before a most enthusiastic crowd Hayward and Hobbs pro- 
ceeded to the wicket, and, after an appeal was disallowed, 
raised twenty on the hoard by careful cricket. The fielding 
just at first was rather slack (Kermode and Cuttell sharing 
the attack). 

SOCIETY GOSSIP. 

Lady Mary Mulbery comes to town to-day. At Prince’s 
Gate, I understand, her ladyship will stay. 

* * 4;^ * 

A marriage is arranged between Lord Lumm and Lady 
Gwendoline. The latter is the only daughter of James, 
fourdi Duke of Derwbntwater. 

* * * 

To those who wish to look well-dressed : The corselet 
skirt is meant to show your figure at its best. Get one. 
(Advt.) 

FOREIGN NEWS. 

Constantinople : (Reuter's telegram). The Sultan says he 
docs not care a blow. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 

(Owing to the difficulty 0 / finding a new rhyme for “ Ashton ” 
each day, this column will be done into liemmeters.) 

Sir, -In your leader last night, which touched on Horatio 
Nelson, careless of dates and facts, you said that the hero was 
buried not in the Abbey itself but somewhere down in the 
Cloisters late on a Saturday night in 1807. Sir, it was 1805 
— and St. Paid’s Cathednil. Please correct, and believe me, 
Yours faithfully, Algernon Ashton. 

STOP-PRESS NEWS. 

Surrey 1 36 for 2. 

A civet cat has perished at the Zoo. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFIC^. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The King's English, published at the Clarendon Press, is 
written by H. W. F. and F. Q. F. ; and on this occasion at 
least, I hope, by myself. But you never can tell. One or 
other of them is always springing out at you from behind a 
corner. You use a word which seems to you full of mean- 
ing, and up pops H. W. to tell you that it is I^omance - j 
“and therefore to be avoided.” You leave out a comma, 
more for the look of the thing than for any other reason, and 
F. O. takes you by the button-hole and quotes Times lea<lers 
— to show you what you come to if you are not careful. 
F. G. is pai-ticulaiiy down on the Times (“ down,” my dear 
F. G., is a slang word — you talk about “having u down on 
a man,” but not in society, of course); while H. W. il don’t 
believe I ought to say “while” there really, you know) 
while H. W. spends his time sitting on. Mr. E. F, Benson. 
That, at least, is how I divide their labours. In the lntr(whi<»- 

tion they announce [ Editor. Do be careful. “ Ann< ninei' ” 

isn’t an Anglo-Saxon word. Recieicer. Neither is “ beef.” 
Editor. Who said it was? Rerietrer. Nobody; oidy Tia 
sure you thought it was]-- tliey announce that they will illus- 
trate “by living examples, with the name of a reputul)l(» 
authority attached to each” all common })luuders. After 
which they give many exuinpUss from Miss Marie 
and The Chicrnscy Evening Times. Tlie b(K)k will, I am 
sure, be most useful to all young writers ; but anyone who 
has already fonned his style would be unwise to hall-mark 
each line witlx it. Thus, Mr. Walklkv, aft(*r reading pag<» 2t» 
— Foreign Words —and .page (J- Far-fetch(‘d Words, might 
never tell us again that a play “ did not greatly arride lum.\ 

I Nor would the leader-writers of the but enough. 

I Having lived in pretty close connection with the Parliamen- 
[ tary aspect of the question, I hx^ketl with (|ui<‘k intt»rt»st to 
I Sir Robert Anderson’s Hide Lights on the Home Rule More- 
ment (John Murray). We at \VeHtmiusl(»r kiuuv sometliing 
of the crusade from the time of its start uuclor the banm^r 
of Isaac Butt down to the debacle in Committee Room No. 15 
and. after. Sir Robert Anderson worked throughout that 
period in the very inner track of the movement. vSin<*(‘ 1868 
up to his resignation in 19()I the Home OfiuH* hjokeil to liim 
j for advice and guidance in relation to crim(» in Indaml 
! arising out of political movements. Midi* lights from Ids 
torch would illumine many dark passag<>s in tlie history of 
the last thirty years. Possibly the lieiglit of exp(X‘tatiou is 
responsible for the depth of disai»[M)irilmciit that fcJlows ou 
reading the book. It adds curiously little to the informa- 
tion of persons mudi less mlvantageously ])Iueed for s(‘curing 
it than was the head of the Criuduul Investigation iHqatrt- 
ment. Incidentally it confirms a rumour pcwistimtly curnmt 
in the House of Commons in 1881, pointing to its <leslruc- 
tion in full session ])y a bomb to lie thrown from tin* Htruu- 
gers’ GaUery. Sir Robert Anderson Ttdafes luav a Fenian 
was ciuiglit with bomba in liis pi mission, awaiting oppor- 
tunity to giiin ac(‘ess to the House. The pag(*K \wm witli em- 
firmationof the familiar fact that, wherever two or tlir(*e Irish- 
men are gathered together in ntii.^pinu-N, tluu*** is the informer 
in the midst of thein. Wr Robert is perhaps most effusivelv 
proud of Major Le Caron, a Fenian who for souu* evtmtful years 
possessed tlie full trust of his compatriots ami tlrew the full 
pay of the police. But there was no outbreiik or attt‘iiiptfMi 
outbreak during his term of office of wliich the lIwuJ of the 
Police was not advised by an infonner. That is the nuuii, 
to whom it may concern the momentous, lesson of the liook. 

Candour in a Unit Bookcase Catalogue* 

“ The interiors of all nmta are neatly fiiuahed, to wntrust agrceahlv 
with exteriors/* 
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KDUdATIONAL ADR. 

At Ji diuiKM" of th(‘ ('lub on 

rlnim 0 , Mph. T, P. ()’(^>NNoit, coinnunitr 
njion Woinon’rt W(mip, r(muirkc‘<l 
that' iidvertiHtMiiontK worn not. iilwa.VK 
writt<ai V(‘ry w(*ll. Kor I.Ik' 

“Suc/> (Vniil Hliiri,” did nol ^dvo an 
idoa of fiVHliiK'sw, and tin* “ Han Hi cud 
BlonH(‘” Houndod ioo n(‘ur iijo lunatic 
aHyliiiii. Why not, hIu* iiujuircd, huv<‘ 
iuHtriK^tivo adv(‘riiH(*incutH, an, /v/,, the 
I “Kdneation Hill S\v(*at(*r V ” 

Why not, indeed V 

We have lh(‘reldr(‘ made- arrati^^t'- 
numtrt, in coiijiinctmu with H(‘v<»nil r(»- 
llahly aead(‘niieal ednealioniHUs, for the 
exploitation <^r a most informin^j; exhihi- 
tum of K(Mninim» Apparel and etceteras 
at our Forthcoming Ijou^^ Vacation Hale, 
iiududin^ ; 

Tiik Koni-FiiTiis ( Vvi su I’kkk-a-uoo 
Hniur-WvisT. 

Htiitahle f(»r vHummer (Jirls, in <)]Kni- 
work Z«*jdiyr, with extra low W, all 
Pi|Hsl with White ha* Piping Hot 
Weatlu^r, lk*st Am<»rican Finish 
No Hcidiinlm* ! 

Thk (‘mki-ohu (!nitsKr. 

A Hadicnl Imj*rovement the “ IW 


sivo IleRisUnce” ModMe do Martyre Tiik Avkiujiiy WiimKLK I-otion. 
of Tjiist. Season. With Nonconform- Easily applied, very soothing and 

ing and (Tnl)cnding Husk, giiaranteotl lasting. Will smootli out care-worn 

to keep a Flat Front in all FuiergcMicies lixies and inuko Life a Perpetual Bank- 
aud stiffen the most laheral Figun^s. holiday. Zi(1-Za(J. 

Trm SuKKRAiurn’K Sispknukuh. ’ 

Of the latest Pa nkhurst Ty]) 0 , for use The Ticket Hania, 

in the grille or when ealling on Prime imcvnca (Uial, (W ItHi, A 10. 

Will fiUuicl a Tus of War [ 

„ran ludignatum Meeting. 

Wixs’i’oN JI.vki)-Wk.vr. nieiiding tliosi' iu nwl of u ivst lo keen 

Itavl Kid, Verv (’liiek, Revei'nihle, their train liekets. The KiiggeRtiontiKik 
WiiHliuhlo, Extra Pointi-d, EIlx)w- my fancy, and 1 put it into action last 
lengtli Moimqxietiuro, in Putty, Gmm, I’huraday. T refuel to liand over my 
Drol), Tun, and llifiouit Slmclcs. ticket (No. W. U. W()l ) to the coUwUir, 

, , whose number was 0.:2d7. A flora Jong 

I UK niKKKLL Ho'rTiNK. -wordy argument a policeman was 

Beautifully polished on the Vamp, (.‘dlocl. liis number xvas E. D. (il. lie 
and trimm(*d with Fancy Ornainents. in turn procured a four-wheeler (1087(h‘b 
A prujm tie IhU(% it 1ms taken us and look me to the fadico sUition. Next 
years 1o ■|)erf(H»t these Patent Obiter xtioruing I got Iho thirty CM)) days as 
I>kta» promised. On arriving here 1 was 

d rN<;LK I lAiu-F(KH>. Imndeil am ither ticket. The iiumkT (m 

'riu^ most Perfect and InsUmtaneous » 

Uair-llaiaer yet disc-oven-d. Made of /’««'■/'. } jS^rlSlnT <> ’iak 

papers just now, so 1 am writing to ask 

you to let mo know if any of these an* 

winning numbers. 

Yours devotedly, 83220, 


the Flower garden. 


Vol, iNW, 
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n 1 1 n TP A V P I n p I vp i Antananarivo, for example, The San ^ Phil ip was speedily put out of 

UUK iKAVtu UKiYcLc and costing a few pounds up to a fortune, action with a well-aimed shot. The 

{With apologies all round.) Having fixed on your route you place Spaniards fired too high, though one 

The question of kit is always a serious the cost of the faro on a piece of paper siiot, which killed the hoalswain and 

one. How little to take or how much, and calculate the other expenses — ^liotel two carpenters and wounded Sir RiniA^D 

Some travellers like to look nice and feel bills, odd refreshments, picture postcards, in the side of the head, deserves special 
clean wherever they are, even in Paris at and the like. Having reached the total mention . . . 

the Opera. Others do not mind, know- add 25 per cent, as a margin, and then yj -vvrnnTrinMTJi? 

ing only too well how little the French see if you can afford it. If you cannot, ^ 7,'' , 

care for dress, and how needless it is to stay at home. Adapted hj (he Edifor of U ho « ]\ ho " 

take pains for such a lower set of beings. — - - Hawk, Hexiiy. — Nephew of the cele- 

A situation which illustrates the case of ^^THE GIANT'S ROBE.” bratodTnoaivsCAmnLEYf^.r.). /i'r/. ; Eton 
taking only a little luggage once arose. The success that has followed Mr. Aber>^stwith University. J^uhlim^ 


lue wpera. uiners uo noi minci, Know- auu per cem. as a margin, anu luen yy \\7rr\T\Tnr\Mnu' 

ing only too well how little the French see if you can afford it. If you cannot, ^ 7,'' , 

care for dress, and how needless it is to stay at home. Adapted hj (he Edifor of U ho « h ho " 

take pains for such a lower set of beings. — - - Hawk, Hexiiy. — Nephew of the cele- 

A situation which illustrates the case of ^^THE GIANT'S ROBE.” bratodTnoaivsCAinm.EYf^/.r.). /i'r/. ; Eton 

taking only a little luggage once arose. The success that has follow^ed Mr. Aber>^stwith University. Puhlim^ 

and came within my own ken A man Micilifx Moeton’s re-amno*ement of ^/ons.'Alittle bookonvSpiritualAppari- 

and woman, of good social standing over Tuackeicvy’s novel leads one to anticipate AVc;rr//h)n/.': Pushhidlaud (hess. 

here,^ duly accustomed to change every gimilar ventures in otlier directions. For Uevonshiro. 

evening, had joined one of the popular instance, why should not our authors re- . S't't-'AKr,Joiiv. Ntqmowon hisinothors 

toiiriug parties. But in their deter- write famous poems for the sake of tliose 

mmation not to be bothered with ^ho do not care—or for some reavson or Blundell sbchool. Ad iially 

lugg-age” they had neglected to provide otlier, are unable -to road the original none, but revised tlie preface to a little 
themselves with anything of the kind poetry Mr. Punch, having made Spiritual Apparitions by his 

demanded by polite society for evening amangements with a number of suitable connection, IIexhy Hawk. 

wear. In the due course of the itinerary litthateurs, hogs to present a first inslah ' Breeding liorses. ( : 

they arrived in one of the capitals of ment of the results. Marlborough and N. L. ('. 


ruey arriveu in one or tne capitals ot ment of the results. Mariborougii anci jn. ii. y. 

Europe, and there came across some t_thf BFVFNPF Couni.KY, TiroMAS.- Ihicle to I>\NiEn 

friends, through whom they were by and ^ ' Wmox, Peteu Davey and I*ktku til hnkv 

by invited to dine at the British Embassy. By Alfred Tisxxysox. 

They turned up" — the man in flannels. Adapted hjj Messrs. 11 . Be. Queux and ii'*. iv \ M/kTTV''Pi^\’' 

the lady in a Viyella flannel shirt. But H. W. Wilson. ^ v\ i 7 ^ 

they wei*e, I repeat, of good social stand- .... At this moment the special I Judy t i lu itw n a lu K 

ing in England. That is the point. despatch boat returned to Flores, By Iuomas (uuv. 

That was by no means an exceptional announced that the Spanish fleet Adnpfed hy Mr. li. K. Uohinmn. ^ 

case. In fact, most English people look had been sighted in the N.N.E. quarter. Momlay.- li is milking lime, and as 
upon the Continent as u place for work- T^ird Thomas Howard iiimiodiatcly caused J sit liere at mv window 1 liKik <mt to 
ing off old suits of clothes and con- the Hlowhig pi-oclamation to bo placed nee the cows moving off to their slietk 
demned blouses. Since these know > ■<' v'.dh of Santa Cruz, The cowboy whist l(*s as la* (irivt»sthem 

exactly what they want, and the others Procumatiox, in. His Is a lint* optai-air life, ami 

naturally pack their ti’unks as if they E, 11. Koni«'timt‘s 1 wtaaltu* Innv la* w’ill turn 

Wfve going to a civilised English home, Whereas My ships are out of gear. out, P(*rhiipK, given tla* opporlnnity, he 
with walking-boots added, there is no And whereas Half my men are nick. would be, jtossibly not a .Mu.tos* nor 
need to say anything. On this topic, And whereas We are only six ship, s of yet a (*kom\veli„ Imt at ieaM a writer of 
^ be silent. _ the lino. “(\aintry Noit‘.s" in tint daily prt'ss. 

Wo come now to destination. For And whereas Thoonemy numbers fifty- Tuesday. Tin* beetle is i!i full flight 
it is an miportant matter whether you go three. onee more. It is a curious dnming noise 

to the Dolomites or to Dieppe, to the Therefore I must fly. that he makes as he \vhet‘ls his wav 

Alps or the Ardennes. The difference {Signed) Tho.mas IIowAiie, through the still air; v<*ry (lifferent 

m cost IS not trifling, while in route it 7 />rd High, Admiral. from the slairt whirr of the eommou 


Europe, and there came across some 
I friends, through whom they were by and 
by invited to dine at the British Embassy. 
They turned up— the man in flannels, 
the lady in a Viyella flannel shirt. But 
they wei*e, I repeat, of good social stand- 
ing in England. That is the point. 


ing off old suits of clothes and con- the Hlowiug pi’oclamation to bo placed 
demned blouses. Since these know upou I'.e v.db of vSauta Cruz, 


exactly what they want, and the others Proclamatiox. 

naturally pack their trunks as if they E. 11. 

wpe going to a civilised English home, Whereas My ships are out of gear, 
with walking-boots^ added, there is no And whereas Half my men are nick 
need to say anything. On this topic, And whereas We arc only six nhipi 
therefore, I will be silent. the lino. 

Wo come now to destination. For And whereas The enemy numbers fi 
it is an important matter whether you go three, 
to the Dolomites or to Dieppe, to the Therefore I must fly. 

Alps or the Ardennes. The difference (Sianed) T’ho.mas Howari 


And whereas We are only six ships of 
the lino. 

Ami! whereas The enemy numbers fifty- 
three. 

Therefore I must fly. 

{Signed) 'rHo.MAS I !< ) ward, 


m cost is not trifling, wliilo in route it 7 />rd High, Admiral. from the slairt whirr of the comnKai 

IS consiclerable. It is ao well to decide This proclamation caused a great wasp. From the ivv-mantlefl tower on 
before you start, for although of course sensation in the town; and a rush mv right I luar tin* h<Kit of flu* owl. 
there is no unpossiliility, having taken was made on The Erening AVaw offices Evi<I(‘utIy somelKKlv Iius waii(h*re<l t<H» 

a second-class ticket to Dieppe, to have to learn if Ixird Thomas Howard was near her nest. In a little while we shall 

it exce^sed to Innsbruck, one would really determined not to give fight. Order have tin* youug owhds. 
require a considerable amount of working was restored, however, liy'a special WedneUatj. 'riie swallow is comt* 
l^rencli to effect the transaction with edition of that paper, which announcetl again. There is au ohl east countv wiw 
success. If yoii prefer economy, the sea that Admiral vSir lirmnn (}rentille w'us wlurli.siv.-^lliaf 
and a casino, Dieppe IB perhaps bettor; putting out to sea in H.MK Hecenge- a hut a- I lui-H'd bv an uhl 

but It you want to elunb mountains in a second-class sloop, with four guns stniw-thahdied shed fiiis niflruiug I 
Austria it would bo idle to stay there, and a full complement of 190 men. distinctly lieard u faint twittering uoisi?, 
ilie point, then, is to decide, and decide Ninety of these, however, were already Many more will follow this vminvvmmte 
T T . 7 . 1 77 1 disabled, and took no part in tlie action new-comer, nic flight (ff tim swallow I 

U <2oiiiK(5 1 have not exluuisted all the that subsequently transpired. In this is supposed to indicate the weather. ‘ 

romrts. riiore are, m addition to the action tlie Spanish fleet a(lo])tcd the ThunuLuf.- It is a n«Ktf nufStioii 
^dennes and the Alps Dieppe and flinuation usually accepted by the Blue wliether dogs and other imituals have 
?o^d^r^f’dn“T ^ Waterschwl Half of their ships went an aftor-cxXice. 1 waHUHivml tothiuk 

purcliase a cheap to the right (or starboard), and half to of this as I sbxHl in the <-h.i,v!iv.»r.l 
w^-k and the left (or larboard) ; y^hih the lietmge, this morning, and mu! the epitapfi on 

rtoera.fl r intrepidity, run ou the gmvo of a young m-.>L of 

-m!- 1 -T ^ tbi-ongh the long sea lane between the ours. For invself I hold strongly that 

to toe Rhine, wlnto are very numerous, two divisions. doss even aii ourseuU ami tld- ,r.r 

rmgmgfromtoedirecttotheiudh-ect,Wd For some time toe batde raged evenly. yoiS, mljUxV SanT. ! . ‘ 
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NOBLESSE OBLIGIE ! 

i\ U£>U£JOiDXJ yjxj j 

.r..H,u....sK ,y M in Ji>^n:.). “ MV A i W ‘‘iW‘’B SPOUTS3LVN ’LL TAKK IT OX ! " 

TOK HKLI' OK VOUIt TRUSTY lANOK A(LMKSl VoN MONM bU , 0^“““ ^ Mucutioft Bill would not imss. lie was aijpawntly 
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THE INCOMPLETE WOMAN. 

{An unspoken apostrophe to my partner 
in the dance) 

You tliink it so nice to be clever? 

You’ve heard that 1 write for the 
Press ? 

And you ’re wearied of talking for ever 
Of theatres, shopping and dress ? , 

You’re charmed that at last you have! 
met with 

A man with ideas above sports, 

For the partner you danced the last set 
with 

Read only the cricket reports ? 

i 

You ’ve sampled the books of the season ? 

Your father subscribes to The Times 9 
And it’s wrong to say women can’t 
reason ? 

And how do I make up my rliymes ? 

You think Woman’s cast off her fetters? 

No longer she ’ll stay on the shelf? 
She’s our equal in Art and in L,^tters? 
You write little stories yourself? 

She will, in a future not far, win 
Her right to debate on Uje law? 

And you want my opinion of Dakwiv, 

Of Si>RK(’Ett, and Ihsen, and Shaw? 

Oh, lady, 1 feel that I dare not 
My views of such culture advance ; 

For at i)reBent for learning I care^ not; 

1 ’(1 ratluT you know how to dance. 


MIL PlINOH’S DOLOlilMETER. 

Tuk (lelk*at(» little instninient invented 
hy M. Skiumyx, by which the dynamic 
|)ow<u* of pliyHi(*al pain is record(id, has 
iMHMi Honauvliat differently adjusted by 
Mr, Punch, in order to obtain also the 
aj>i>roxinmii(^ measurement of moral and 
numtul disturbaueo. His exporinients 
liav(^ met with Hueccssful results, of which 
the following are a few cxamplefl : — 

t\um* oj D'tHlurhancc. 

1. (Choking, caused by tea 
going wrong way during for- 
mal call 240 lbs. 

Having gtite shut iu face 
by ticket-collwiUir while train 

reuwiiuH at platform 253 lbs. 

n. Hearing (*haracter <lis- 
cuss(mI by bl<KKl ndations ... 2il7 lbs. 

4. Having MS. of j)Oom re- 
turned by post with curi 

rejf*ction 310 lbs. 

r>. Having MS, of poem 
hundtHl buck hy Oommissiou- 

ain* on inquiry 325 Iba 

ib vStartiug response at 
church iu cle<ir ami hell-liko 

at wrong moment . . . 330 lbs 
7. Finding smut on uem on. 
return fr<»m smart function 334 lbs 


253 lbs. 
2il7 lbs. 


310 lbs. 


325 lbs. 


330 lbs. 



8 . KmovmKpmourl iimd- Men About Toto. 

vertently with liat at . -Hi) lha. 

miiaSefii' viSL S to niakcH the front (lc«r wiuee 

liverial and powdeml luiuiou 3 15 lbs. ^yith Houndiufi doubfe knocka ; 

. * iro’Hleariiwltlioarl oflutlaigsuu-e 

ile wiw the pillar box. 

A OoNTitAST.— Cannikc! Called hi the ■ * “*'• P"'-"'''-'**’'’- 

New World to redress the balance of llie Policeman, to protect your skin, 
the Old, The New World has tadled in Peats all the strwts alxmt ; 


“ (*anning ” to unhinge tlie equilibrium 
334 lbs. of the Old. 


So if you want his help within 
You have to go without. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Doctors Garret, and Guthrie, of the 
University of Chicago, have discovered 
means of transforming veins into arteries. 
It was in Chicago, it will be remembered, 
that a method of turning diseased cow 
into chicken paste was first perfected. 

It has been denied that, since the 
revelations, the business of the Meat 
Trust has been at a standstill. We are 
authoritatively informed that the booking 
of orders from the Cannibal Islands lias 
never been heavier than to-day. 

Mr. Upton Sinclair is of the opinion 
that his book Tlie Jungle was the first 
to direct notice to the meat scandals. 
As a matter of fact, many comic papers, 
both British and Foreign, have for years 
past drawn attention to what goes into 
sausage machines. 


A Regicide newspaper published at 
Belgrade, in a farewell address to the 
Regicide officers, urges them to “pre- 
serve integrity of their motives for 
another occasion.” This will surely be 
an even nastier preserve than any emana- 
ting from Chicago. 

Public Worship is said to ])e on the 
decline. Yet Mr. Rockefeller, on his 
voyage across the Atlantic, found no 
signs of this. 

“Tinned Terrors” was the title of 
Prehendaiy Carlile’s Sunday evening 
address at St. Mary-at-Hill, and not 
“Tinned Terriers” as was erroneously 
announced. 

The visit of Lancashire working-men 
to Paris passed o3 well. It is even 
rumoured that the Entente is now so 
stiong that the party was described as 
due and spirit ueL 

“No matter what a man is, if he takes 
pride in his work, he is an artist,” said 
Mr. G A. Storey, A.R.A., last week. We 
had long suspected that some of the 
members and associates of the Royal 
Academy had different views from the 
general public as to what constitutes an 
artist. _ 

It is thought that some recent proceed- 
ings in the police court have given the 
deatii-blow to the fashion of wearing 
one’s waistcoat under one’s shirt. 

Congratulations to the Rev. S. Barinc- 
Gould, who is doing as well as can be 
expected after his recent death. 

From the latest advertisements of the 
forthcoming sale of Lundy Island : 

“ Battleships occasionally call here.” 1 ' 


At Swansea, last week, a ^ mouse 
jumped down the throat of a child who 
> was coughing. We are glad to hear 
[ that the child is getting well. Her 
. recovery, we understand, will be mainly 
, due to the fact that there were no com- 
■ plications, such as a cat going doum 
after the mouse. 

‘ The Lancashire Asylums Board has 
under consideration a proposal for the 
erection of viHa residences for wealthy 
lunatics. On the other hand, freak dinners 
will stiU be confined to restaurants. 

After being fourteen years on its way, 

, a letter was recently delivered to the 
, addressee at Hertford. The writer is 
now deceased, and the Spiritualists are 
making much of this undoubtedly 
authentic instance of the receipt of a 
message from the dead. 

Good serwints are becomiug so diffi- 
cult to obtain that we really cannot 
blame theAmerican lady who disinherited 
her son because he married her nuiid. 

The World's suggestion that an elocu- 
tion class for politicians should 1)C 
established lias been attracting wide 
attention, and it is now even proposed 
that our statesmen should study states- 
manship, 

Wo are surprised that more fuss has 
not been made about what must easily 
be the most wonderful engineering feat 
in tbe world. The Daily ( traphie draws 
our attention to the new Yellow River 
Bridge in the Far Fast. “It is built,” 
says our contemporary, “ entirely of 
steel, with no masonry whatever, and 
measures 1863 miles from end to end.” 
We think our contemporary is justified 
in calling tliis, as it does in its title to 
the paragraph, “A Big Bridge.” 

The fact that every now Atlintic liner 
is longer than her predecessor leads a 
correspondent to ask wliether it would 
not be possible to build a vessel which 
would reach from shore to shore, so that 
it would only be necessary to walk down 
the deck to get from the one country to 
the other. 


A LITTLE while ago American visitors 
were complaining tiiat all the first-class 
hotels were full. We are informed, 
however, that there is still a bed or two 
to be had at Poplar Workhouse, 

Any Tree to any Woodman.— “ Axe i 
me no more.” 

Mr, Birrell’s ARTTHMETiavL Alias.— 
The common undenominator. 


‘ THE MOTOR REVOLUTION. 

1 (d few Iriglit nofea offered^ gratm to the half- 
penvy papers for uiiie7iion under the nhore 
popular heading ) 

As a direct outcome of the motor 
habit, considerable distress is now pre- 
^ vailing in oi-gan-grindiiig and street- 
singing circles. Tlie enormous mim})er 
of empty houses in towns ami the 
I paucity of ])edeRt.riuns lea^'o these 
I musicians with i3ractically no au(lionc*e 
to which they can ai)i)(‘al. 

' “ Yes,” said a well-known Saffron Hill 

impresario, “the situation is serious. 
But,” he added genially, “ are we down- 
hearted? No! We intend to move 
* with the times- or rather, with the 
Vanguards. In a few weeks all my 
barrel-organs will be mounted on motor- 
cars, in which the artistes will be aide 
to pursue motors for many miles until 
the customary gift is extracted.” 

No more striking result of tlu^ leai»s 
and bounds with which tin* inoh»r trade 
is advancing cun be found tbuu in the 
gr(‘utly iii(Teas(»d strength with which 
all scents and i«n*fumcs hav<» now to lx* i 
made. ^ I 

“Yes,” said tin* ]>roi>rietress (»f a 
fashionable sweetsttiff simp in Severn 
Dials, “the impregnation uf the air with 
petrol fnmes has so d(‘adenetl the 
delicacy of tlie olfactory nervt‘s that 
many of my ('ustoiners d<‘clan^ tlu*y are 
unable to <lettH*t any trace of |«*ppt*r- 
mint in my llu(kc*nsehmult IhdrH cyes. 
As a result, maimfaetnrtTs are imu'tnising 
the strength of all essen(*(‘s .‘to per <*enf.“ 

An Edgware Ihuul fruxl-fish-slu^jr pro- 
prietor t{K»k a more ghnnuy view of the 
same eireunmtanee. “ I am dropping 
several pounds u week,” he deelart‘(| 
bitterly. “Many who, at f meted i>y the 
delicate savour of our wares, would have 
been customers in tlie old clays, now 
puss my ])reuns(‘s without so inu<*l» as a 
twitch of the nostrils.” 

C'ity tailoring finuh are doing larg(*ly 
iiUTcased bu.siness as a n^sult <if the 
rajiidity, &e. 

“ Y(^s,” said the manager of an im- 
portant t^ritablishment, “ tin* substitution 
of the motx)r for the horsi* has been u 
Ixion to us. (Kving to the enormous 
increase of energy now neec.sHary to 
catch a public eon\f\:uiee, stouf gentle- 
men, who fonuerly were a souret* of 
tbe greatest anxiety to us, <**ausi«g, as 
tliey did, coiiftiderable loss in our tW.- 
to-measure lino, are now t<i use a <*lever 
literaiy i*hraM* Cfi.i,-pli*ut»u- by their 
absence.” 

Overlieard in tlie Train. 

He : Have you seen (hhmel Knreome '1 
She: No, I hear it is very gotxl; 
especially timt pathetic scone at the end 
where he isays “ Absit omen ” fur tlie last 
i time. 
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HOW TO mirirPT P^’-rticularity. Blommers lias a liigli Among the spectators were Sir 

nv/w lu ucrncLoo v/niuivE.1. delivery and a curious run. He breaks Geoffrey Wilks, Premier of East 

(Being a elmyter accidentally omitted from the leg when he has luck. Budge Griqualand, and a very genial, able 
from Mr. P. F. Warner's hook on the is a fast bowler of medium pace with man, destined, I am sure, to go far. 
MXJ,G. team in Soiith Africa.) an easy action. On young Crawford Also Lady Wilks and Lady Tunks, and 

Chvptfr XTT remembered, is only the cream of the fashion and society of 

‘ nineteen all through my book, as he those parts, all very much interested in 

One of the most interesting matches had no birthday while we were away) the game ffor cricket is a cult in South 
that we played was against the Delagoa joining Fane, a long stand was made, Africa to-day, and will after our time 
Bay Wanderers at Bleeker’s Drift. I the baU being cut, glanced and driven b3 more so than ever), and all anxious 
stayed with 8 ir to know exactly how 


stayed with Sir 
Timple Tunks, 
K C.B., the new 
Governor of the 
province, in his 
beautiful house at 
Hooker Point, and 
found everything 
most comfortable 
and iry host one of 
the ablest men in 
vSouth Africa. The 
rest of the team 
wore at the new 
Rita hotel, where, if 
you are })reparod to 
pay throe shillings 
for ii cigar, you may 
1)0 very much at 
homo; but if not 
you must of course 
])ut up with what 
you can anbni. 

Thomatch opened 
in tho most glorious 
weather, which, in 
spite of a doubt now 
and thou, was muiii- 
taim'd to tho very 
(Mid, and was veuy 
(Mijoyaldc', although 
tlie sun occasionally 
inl<‘rni pied th(^ 
movMMiUMits of the 
pliotographor. I 
vot*()ll(<(*t that I my- 
K(df was photo- 
graphed only twi(‘.o 
during th<* mat(*.h, 
which is, I think, 
myl()W(‘st aggregate 
of the tour. 

Kvery iu(‘mh(»r of 
our team being, in 
liis way, a inak(‘r 
of history, to say 
uolliiug of runs, i 
do not hesitatci to 
diWTiIx* tho mat('li 





\ I ( 
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‘KKKP YOUU HKAD yTILI/* la tiik first rule in Gui.f, and Binks means to do so. 


to pronounce Leve- 
son-Gower’s name. 
Sir Hercules 
BiuIlGDEN also rode 
over for a little 
while. Sir Hercules 
is Governor of the 
Durban Peniten- 
tiary, a most agree- 
ableand able official, 
destinod, I am sure, 
to go far. 

After the usual 
inten^al for photo- 
graphy, the Delagoa 
Bay Wanderers 
began their batting 
with Hooker and 
Smits, both of 
whom, I learned in 
conversation be- 
tween tbe overs, 
have the lowest 
opinion of Mr. 
Massinoham’s accu- 
racy. So far from 
South Africa being 
in any difficulty, 
they assured me it 
booms. Smits made 
48 very pluckily; 
but, 0 Relf, Relf ! 
why did you send 
him those full 
pitches? Sufiice 
it to say that we 
won the match by 
an innings and 106 
runs. Our men 
were all excellent, 
but I may as well 
go through the 
1 usual ^ performance 
' of praise. I myself 
was a little out of 
luck ; but young 
Cr.vwkord (who is 
- only nineteen) was 


ith that d<‘tail for which my pen islin many clirec*tions. At 27 Szlumimcr | in great form, and Fane and M(K)N and 


\\V hai)ptMU*d not to lose tbe present to cut a long story short, the innings and the same may be said of Haioii. . 
match, hut tlie prin(*iple is the same. lasted until we had put up a useful Ito disappointed rather and Denton 
W inning tlu^ toss, 1 went in first with 824, of which Moon made 6:1, Fanic 46, was not at the top of Ins fonn. Both, 
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regiment of jolly good fellows, who slie had to fill her house with a poky the Multimilu Week-Ends, and he said, 
entertained aU our pros to supper at crowd that spelt complete failure. with quite a worried look, “ The old 

their sergeants’ mess. The converted cannibal chief, Huli.a- rotter will end by giving me more 

I spent the next -night with Sir BAroo, who’s come here about his tinbe ‘wrinkles’ than I can give //Jm.” We 

Robert Moses, one of the ablest and or his island or something being taken have discussed a hundred plans for 

kindest men I have ever met, in his under British protection, lias been in getting people to go, from having down 
beautiful house, “ Tugela View.” No great request as a Week-End attraction, the whole Covent Chirden Opera Uoni- 
single memory of any of these talented Tliere has been particula?* competition pany to hiding presents (nothing to 
administrators or their lovely homes to </o m to dinner with him. They say, cost less than a hundred pounds) about 
wiU ever escape me, nor any single detail you know, that in liis time he has eaten the house and setting Mr. Mn/ruiruAs 
of the play throughout my interesting quite a fair-sized ciowd of his friends “friends” to hunt for them. Lite’s a 
and epoch-making tour. and relatives. I had the luck to be his funny business, my Daphne, isn’t itV— 

dinner-partner once. My dear, there especially its Week-Ends. 

are thrills in tliatj if you like ! It gave Tra-la-la, old girl, 

ABOUT WEEK”ENDS. simply delicious creeps to think that Ever thine, Blvnche. 

he miglit revert to his earlier diet, and s===========^^ 

Dearest Daphne, — Quite the nicest make an entremet of your own Blanc’UE. 
part of the London season is getting On the whole, I consider that the vS(TlPTRE 

away from it every week, and the am- Croppy Vavassors, of all those 1 ’ve fried . /> ; / ; 

bitious hostess who wants to come out eondiisions with, take the biscuit with ^ Soactif i <qwv Hincuj by 

of the crowd must do so now by means their “Kiddy” Week-Ends, no one hmjUm hounUtca, 

I of week-ends, and not dinners, dances, supposed to be over six, onc-syllable Ark yoi' a PnoTKcrmNisr V I 

and concerts. , words to bo used. I flatter myself T I’hen buy The i^eeitfir, iiiul supitort I 

Some people like Balloon v\eek-Ends. was quite in the first flight of girl- Home Hoyalties. 

kiddies. Eve^'one but B.w thought my Wiu.i.ur ran First vrrib-s on “How 

sider baUoonmg a fraud. 1 he rush of pelisse and Dutch bonnet hugely be- to make a Deer Forest.” 
the ascent winch lasts about two-two’s, coining, my socks were a dream, mv u ? 

is all the sensation yon get. YonVe strap -nhoes the hel ,ronl in Ixiby- nih flm Andiery 

had your fun then, and there ’s not chausserie, and i had the most drnj doll ^ 

another thrill to be got out of it. The you can imagine. Of the boy-kiddies, couti*oIs our bauiulry page, 

biggest things of this kind have been Norton V w vssoii, Croppy’s brother, was Hh’IIARI) tuk First coutrlbutes an in- 


given by the Bublyon-Bounderaibres, easily first. Tlie way lie wliippod a teresting article on “The (^irc of Lions ” 
those new people Bms has taken in top, flew a kite, and did baby talk was to ouv “Kts'iety fVts ” c<»Iuinu. 
hand. ^ They ve parted pretty freely simply immense, and his ]iinafor<*s, my There is a r/oV artwde by 


over It, giving a souvenir set with dear, were things of sheer joy ! 


THE Tnnmou “ Painty Pillmv rasiN,” 


diamonds to each of their guests who Ihaven’tmontaoned before that N(>rT(>\ liead <air r»a<^e^* Menns for the Palace ” 

,T‘‘ 'r « I’v-t f’ <«'■»¥■-' “■ '"""j" ti'i. 

goue just to get these, for we re nothing have I } I hey put linn into diplomacy, aainv mouarcha contrilmfe. 


if we’re not greedy nowadays— are we, you know, hut hewuncout again: and 'i’}, 

my child . Bars lias been taking down since then he’s bt^en. I’anching in one rpi 

i parties (it was in the bond that there part of the world, and shcei>-lai*ining , 

was always to be a Duchess, if poss), in another, and then prosja^cting hjr 

and ^ went well tiU lier party included diamonds in Koutli Africa, and now lu^’s Vm^- 

the Duchess of DuNSTmE, who, though back again, very much bronzed and Ihn 


There is an article on 

Tben»is an artith* on Maluiwy Wine. 

dvMivs 'niK Fmsr ciiits our AcTostic 


Head a notable (*ontri but iou by ( 


tmnty years older and five stone heavier nothing more. It (Iock seem hard to get First: “Exeeutions 1 liave atlen<le<i,” 
than a woman ever ought to be, likes to only livnzc, when you try hr gold and Hknry thk Kioimi <*ontrols our “ I/>vc, 
^^f’Ything. Ihe ascent dummdti. Courtship, «ml .Marriago” f).'p;irti.H-!ii. 

vras all right; the DucJiess was m a Noirry is quite a nice laij-, and lias IV sim* m.u read it. Me will give 
charming tempo!-, and frisky ^ a kitten, what old-fash ioncil piHiple used to i-all advhi* in affairs of the lunrf fns* to all 
But, m coming down, somebody blun- a Greek profile. Our ciVies e/ /i/c agree suliseriliers. 

dered, as Milton says, and they were on maiii/ points, luid wo aro byway of A.snk writes chnttilv alKinf IVsith 

stuck m the top of a tree for more than lieing great [lals. lie is jiiloting a Mr. liiVul V’A#* SVoi/ Fii ti l. rt I*' 

an hour, diinng which it came on Josun Miii.tijull, a fearfn iimn that he f-Mish Ifoyah 

h rain m torrents, and Babs says tlio met somewhere at tlio hack of l™i 

Duchess s hmgimge was dimet worthy who’s miule all the inoiiey that 5 vobtv 

ot the Dtj/tfi/ Ihoy had to be got down oiiaht to have made, only 'things never 

with long laddei-s and fire-escapes, and go to the riglit people. 'He savs he has S’ictnre, and 

all sorts of horrors; and now the Ducliess taken on liy no nieaiia a soft joh in <« that, 

go^ about warning ova-yone against teaching this diV/,-i/ person narlour tricks M*'" fceks 

baUoomng that vni'i propedy nmiaged, and would throw it nn at once if he W«n"nd>H'g>*il raferpiii-e." 

and saying her digestion is mined, could afford to. If you pleas,, the „ , 

wJuIe the poor Buij.yon-Boiindbmrre creature lias taken the hYnunKitys’ ulaee . *“» 

people are covered with confusion. nrar Windsor, and inmft,' on havinir ‘’‘'"friw* this 

ilie competition in lotting on some- Week-Ends! It is no use Norty tellinc "I* ‘ spirit slunvu in the folhnviitg 
thing new and smmpy is simply ghastly, him it won’t do, and that he nnmt begin »“*«rti«‘iiient fwan The liuiUer; 
ifl intow-n. He “ Rx|.*riwi.w!y«nttg 

s^ had got a wonderful idea with her simply wou^ Norty is to get 

No./ d u,. s sxtisr " ” - 
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TllK HAPPY BACHELOR. 

can f(‘ol no pity for tlie bacln^lor. Hin field of choice is very 
wide, and ho Hhoiild be thankful for thin small mercy, and do his duty 
«H a citizeii." - The WtieltL] 

0 fJAPPV, luippy bachelor ! for whom kind Fate provides 
laviHlii a stdocdiou of potential little brides, 

Ihith (lark and fair, and plump and spare, 

Of broad or narrow vi(‘\vs, 

Ifetirin/?, bold, or young or old— 

I ’vo only got to clioofio. 

Ki.r/A tlANK is willing ; so, I ’ni told, is Mary Ann, 

And Mh^mcknt would jump at any eligible man ; 

Kilkkn and Si:k, and Ki'ITV t/x>, 

Ami 'PuixY, Maikik, Marie, 

With NwJi tind ?oij. and Nanc'ib and Mou^ 

Arc^ waiting all for me. 

Tint I am not attnu'ted by the good Eliza Jake ; 

Her Honl may Ik* porfi*ction, but her face is very plain. 
Unmoved i scan stout Mary Ann, 

While Millie’s locks of gold 


Still fail to firo the least desire — 

TIk' others leave me cold. ! 

The only girls who draw me have drawn other people too, 
And being safely wedded they are l>ound to be taboo ; 

A thousand eyes watch every prize 
As soon as she comes out ; 

The old and plain alone remain, 

And these 1 11 do without. 

Ah, happy, happy bachelor ! for whom kind Fate provides 
So hivish a selection of potential little brides ; 

And happier still, while inaklcuB thrill 
And wait my beck and call, 

Tliat I may wink anti gloat to think 
I needn’t beck at all ! 


Horse Guarls a Dead Body* 

This stnrtling head-lino to a paragraph in The Dailu 2s!ewtt 
we read with much anxiety, fearing that once more the War 
Office had been caught napping. It proved to bo merely 
another record of the fidelity of one of our dumb friends. ' 
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/yoi’rf Dedbroke . " Tiieue w ose obeat trouble in toub coustbt in hi muNioN. Humn 
don’t count, you know ” 

Ckiccujo J/eirew, “ Now, don’t you mvkr any austakr. Why, wei jukt use that, and hornh, 

■HOOFS, BUrSTLES, AND— \S KIX, YOU CAN BET aVOTNINU ’ s WASTED IN POrpA’s BUSINESS!” 


THE SPANTvSII VOUUE. 

The ^?irl sloppofl liglitly down from 
the dais where the other dancers sat 
waiting tlieir liirnH, and began to dance 
with a Jiinnorons aff<»etation o£ timidity, 
as if she were uncertain of her steps. 
Hex- arms, lielcl loosely outwards, undu- 
lated to the tentative snapping of her 
castanets ; the expression on her face — 
for slie ^ danced with that too — was one 
of smiling, open-lipped anxiety. Her 
colleagues^ behind threw every now and 
then a slmll word at her, half encourage- 
ment, half reproof for Ixer backwardness, 
•breaking in upon the sustained lilt of 
the^ violins in the ovidieslra with a 
curious staccato elfc'cl. 

‘^.Wonderful ! ” munmired SAUTflKas 


the impressionable, as with his chin in 
his hands and his elbows on the table 
ho watcliefi thex dancer’s every movement. 
“ What graas what restraint, yet what 
suggestion of smoulfleriug volcanic fire ! 
These Latin races - 
I intexTupted him to ])oiiit out that 
his coffee xvas already cold. 

iSuddcnly the time qui(*koned, the 
girl’s face -assumed a look little short of 
ecstatic, and she burst all at on(‘e into 
the steps of a ditticult cfir/nicu. Her 
feet played rotiud one another like sum- 
mer lightning ; her full Spanish skirt, 
tossed now this way, now tluit, surgecl 
and doubled 'Upon itself like cross-seiis 
in a narrow strait (I quote Rmithkrh, 
pftffAlm), Iho resting dancers ckppeil 
their bauds and sm^eamed nmnaiher^ 


She smiled at them, at us ; most of all 
at some Corybantic vision she managed 
to suggest she saw. It Yvas truly won- 
derful, that smile ; one forgot that it had 
been learnt and assiduously practised in 
precisely the same Yvay as her steps. 

Smithers at least forgot it—if, indeed, 
the prosaic fact had ever been grasped 
by him. “ Did you ever see such eyes ? ” 
he exclaimed, “or so niobilo a mouth? 
How is it that xvo Northenx peoples are 
so cold, sluggisli, oxpressionh'HK ? This 
daughter of the. tiouth, with one tiny 
movement of her Idack l>rows, one hair’s- 
breadth alteration of the curve of her 
red lips, <‘onveys nxoro meaning than 
are able to pxit into whole seui(*iu*cs of 
halting Teutonic spee(‘li ! ” 

I said something about the probabh' 
origin of both the blackness un<l the 
redness he admired so much. I ha<l no 
authority for my insinuations, but F 
tliink it xvell to pour as mut‘h cold watm* 
as jmslblo upon the enthusiasms of 
iSmitiuous whmiever \v<‘ advmilure forth 
together upon the slopes of iMontmnrtre, 
The girl was now IhrMwing lu r.M'If 
heart and soul into tin* bowildmio; 
intricacies of her task if anything s<» 
appanmtly spontumHms and joyous may 
!)(' called by so hard a name. Rmitiikus 
\vm entranciHl. “RulMropical evmy 
inch of her, by dove!’' he \\liU|MTe»i. 
“It's in the hl<H)d." I dhl n«»t nply, 
and the sub-tropical young pci*son, 
springing into a Iriumplumf posture (Ui 
the lust (dionl of tluMmdiestra, held the 
picture fora moment, and tlaui rcH«mt»d 
her scat amidst the applause of the 
whole caftK 

“What colour!" cimtimn^d Smithkhs, 
as the girl pnK‘ei»«led to rearrange the 
cluster of (U*f»p-red blossoms in her hair. 

“ What a |K>ster (*hkukt would make«>f 
her ! 'They havi* it ever^" way." he sighed, 
“these lucky meridional maidens! " 

The girl lm<l risen and was <*omiug 
round with a plate to sijieit the Isjunty 
of those* whom she had pleasf*d, Sl«* 
arrivcfl at our table in due ct»urse. still 
smiling in her (*nrmeu-Uk<* numuer. 

SifiTiTOH was Hcninditng his somewhat 
hir-off memories of M ayxk lUan for eaougit 
('astUian to eke out thiMHr^tsion appft- 
iprmtely. 

“Rtmorita," lie Wgan, as he dr»ip|»e<l 
a coin of excessive amount into the 
plate; but the laily iaugii<*d in his facT, 
“Thank yer very itmcii," she said, 
showing her prettv ttN*th, “but doiwT | 
yer go puHing my leg with yer s 'fioritas i 
nh cooni fme (Wdham ! " 

[“ Montkx was an Knglishwowam j 
... la l>elle <)tk«o is uo Smnmrd." j 
Wee kly PaiHT.] | 

“ Hltiwi Painter Wante^l,*’ !htHyChrfmtl*\ 

Ip it is only a matter of n^sults, the i 
advertiser should find no tlifliculty in | 
getting feuitetl. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTR-WTED FROM THE DiARY OF ToBY, H P. sxullS tOO 

House of Commons^ Thursday, Jttne 7. portly for the purse 
■—Stranger in the Gallery more than strings of Momts 
ever puzzled. After infinite trouble Cristo. Mr. Cor- 
obtained admission. Has heard and bold wants to know 
read much of the Mother of Parliaments, when the char- 
of its Imperial sway, its lofty eloquence, women will take a 
its flashes of humour, its episodes of look-in at the bar- 
sefething passion. Hero at last the scene racks at Malta, 
is open to him. He is kneeling at tlie Carne Rasch gives 
very slirine ujion wliich, peradventure some interesting 
for years, his gazo has been devoutly accounts of Remount 
fixed. depots in Austria. 

Realisation is disillusioning. About Mr. Cooiirake la- 


a score of gentlemen, more or less middle- men ts the approach- 
aged, yawn on henclies mostly cnqity. | mg doom of the 
A stout, plump-faeod genlkmian, who bus horse, crushed 
l(K)ks like a vicar, but is, lie learns, by the Juggernaut 
Sk('hktai*v ok SrvrK i-oit Wau, largely of the motor-car. 
responsililo for the safely of the Kmpire, Mr. Lka, troubled 
liasTnmsury Bench praelieally to liimself. about many things, 
In vain he sean^lies bench on other side of sniffs at canned 
'Pablo for ligurt's ina<lc familiar by the moat from Chicago. 
illustraU'd pajiers, Bkince AiiTniiit still Alpiikus Cmiwivs 
tarries at tlio golf links. 1km Josk (no wants lo know what 
relations with Madrid) is at Highbury ‘Vtcoleras” mean 
pn^pariug for tho (lononil IClcctiou he in the vote for Mis- 
has (le<*r(‘(Ml for tli(^ Sj»ring. (*ollanoon‘s Effective 

The observant Stranger gathers that Services. “Is it,” 
important l)usin(»ss is going on. 'Phei'o’s ho anxiously asks, 
iniJlions In it. Kunds lor [>urchas(' of regardless of ^-aui- 
trmnway ti(*kotK infiiiii(^siiual by eoni- mar, and wiping his 
pariksm! Xi, 130,000 for ivmounts ; a lips in anticipation, 
trifle under .to, 000, 000 for arm velolhing; “is it sherry and 
.t2>,r)00,0(M) for armaments; .<:i»,Fr,0,000 biscuits?” 
for barracks. Tlu^ Stranger’s mouth Assured that “If 



immiu ior ivmom s ; a ups in Lawreuc...” 

Fo nuwfe'?’’ ’ 1,:" , L- ” • 

for anmiim'iits; .'.iVdIMMK) iMRcmtsj’ ' ^ 

for ItarmckH. Tho Sl,rmi«(>r’H mouth AwHurtHl that “ it ” is not, ho lu stornor imRulliod liands, m m addition to pay 
waters as tlH‘He. tigur(‘sar(‘ r(H'or(lo(l. He uuKid jilaces a finger on a \vcak s[)ot and allowances as Iield-MarshaL coiu- 
has boriK* in upon luui a e<‘rtain subtle in the udmiuistratibli of Ireland. Mo mamliug the troops m li'eliind . 
sense of personal alfbuniee. lie is not obsorvt'S in tho vote for Kilniaiuham It the Held-Marsluil commauclmg 
the rose, but In* is living bv it. Hospital an item of £10d, being “ the in Ireland wants a garden, he snapped, 

What Htrik<»s him is th(‘, lonlly indiller- masler’s allowance for giirdch o.xpenses.” still smarting under clisappomtinent m 
ence with which tho rather plainly ‘‘ And this, ’Mie cried, raising in horror nmtter oi sherry aiuHiism let him 

do as I do; let Inin pay for it. An 
individual”-' hai)py word ! —“who gets 
Free apartments, free fuel, light for 

Jl ^ • '.V ' 1 Mr. ri(iKi»(nir had a great innings. 

'“irrjl' W ^ — L In tho absemeo of Diukk ho secured 

j*" ^ /^\ l\. i iwcrsionof corner seat on 

j Jl”*' tlidl^f, l^kf 

I I ! iien on tho illnminntion in the neigh- 

' ' hourluKid of Don’t Keiu H.uiiiib, recalls 

(‘oniing o£ tlic Armada, and how 

0 ^*/ I Ear on the (Wp the Hpanianl HRw, iiloDg facli 

0 f w r j aouthem shire, 

1 C-aj[)c l)t»yon<l ('Upe, in endless range, those I 
twinkling iwnnts of fire. 

-1>„» tt».r,..n ,M»uv iisiiKtt Eire. (’onwioim of having redniased the 

“ „ .f u. /;««.,ERttmatoRd bahtnoelietweeu the confronting camps, 




% 




T«K BKirwn Army ohiikr Eire. 

(Mr. Il-W-ne «n'l Mr. IWi-n n. Army Estimates.) 
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Mr. PiOKERSGiLi. surpasses himself in the 
deliberation of his enunciation, the 
particularity of his pronouns. It was a 
liberal education worth the struggle for 
a place in the Strangers’ Gallery to hear 
him, while discussing the state of things 
in the Army Clothing Factory at Pimlico, 
speak cf “ him or her,” “ she m* he,” “ hers 
or his.” 

Still, on the whole, it was dull, and 
the chiming of the eleventh hour was 
welcomed as signalling adjournment. 

Business done . — Twenty Members vote 
Supply at the rate of about a million 
sterling each. 


LITTLE BIOGRAPHIES, 

Or, Who teas Who ? 

II. — Thomas Chippemdale. 

It has been calculated that there are 
eight million families in the United 
Kingdom, and that each of them possesses 
three-quarters of one Chippendale chair. 
Some families have more. Tliat, for 
instance, of which the present biographer 
is the head, has broken three within the 
last fortnight, and has, roughly speaking, 
fourteen and five-eighths left. Some, 
of course, have fewer, and there are 
families, although not many, which have 
none at all. But, striking an average, 
we shall not be far off the mark in 
assigning three-fourths of one Chippen- 
dale chair to each of the eight million 
families who are engaged in carrying 
on our rough island story. 

Now an easy siun in arithmetic, with- 
in the capabilities of most o£ those who 
read these lines, will reveal the fact 
that, in order to make up this average, 
there must be a total of six million 
Cliippendalo chairs in existence in these 
islands. This round figure of six millions 
lends itself easily to subdivision, and 
where it does not it will be made to. 

Enough has already been said to show 
that Thomas Chippendale w’as a more 
remarkable man than the two lines in 
the Biographical Dictionary to which wc 
are indebted for our facts about him 
would appear to indicate. It is not 
known, at least the editor of our Bio- 
graphical Dictionary does not know, and 
has not taken tho trouble to find out, 
when he was born, but we are infonned 
that lie “florurishod from 1730 to 1760.” 
The statement may be accepted. It is, 
in fact, convenient to accept it, because 
thirty goes very well into six million, 
and tliere is no need to drag in the 
decimal system. 

. Ijet us get to our arithmetic again. 
For the thirty years during which he 
flourished Thomas CiiipppafUAi-E made two 
hundred thousand chairs a year. Con- 
jecture must now begin to play its part, 
and as there is nothing to show whether 
he observed the Sabbath or not, he shall 


be given the benefit of the doubt. This 
^ves him chairs a day. There- 

fore, supposing he worked for twelve 
hours a day, he must have made 53*2410 
chaii-s an hour. Away witli these re- 
curring decimals, and give him 1 min. 
7 sec. per chair. 

Thomas Chippendale now stands re- 
vealed as one of the most remarkable 
men of the eighteenth century, or indeed 
of any century. Why, it takes them 
longer than that to turn a pig into 
sausages at Chicago. And Chippendale 
chairs last; at least some of them do. 
Flourish ! I should think he did flourish. 
It would he beyond the capacity of a 
chartered accountant to calculate the 


-T 



Police Constable Will Crooks. 

“He would not be a policeman inuler any 
circumstances. (fMUfjfUer.) It was not so easy 
as it looked , . 


number of people who have sat down 
ou one of Thomas Qiippendauc’s chairs 
during tho last Imndred-and-fifty years, 
without worrying about tho nmixber of 
cats and dogs tlmt have been turned off 
them. It is sad to think tliat during 
his life Thomas himself can hardly ever 
have sat down. He hadn’t lime. But 
tevday he rests on his lanrels, while we 
rest on his chairs. 

We are now in a position to clothe 
the dry bon^ of Thomas Ohippendaus’h 
biography with a few human facts. He 
was a man of a powerful frame. He 
was about twenty-five years old when ho 
began to flourish and at the top of his 
strength. He left off flourishing at 


fifty-five. Perhaps he died then. Per- 
haps he took a holiday. He deserved 
one. They call him a cabinet-maker, 
but if lie made anything but chairs 
during those thirty years he must have 
done it in his sleep. Oiir credulity has 
limits, and we must refuse to believe 
that a man who made six million chairs 
in thirty years had time to make any- 
thing else at all, except, porluaps, his 
will. Wo know he \vroto a book and 
published it in 1752. It was called 
The (kntlcman and (Uihinet Maher's 
Director, and gave directions for com- 
bining the calling of gentleman with 
that of cabinet luakcT in a racy stylo 
which, if he had not been so immcTsod 
in the business of making c‘liaii*s, might 
have encouraged I’iiomas (.■nn>rKNDALK to 
persevere in tho iirofc'ssioii of author. 
It would have becni intcM-esting to hav(» 
further works on deportnumt from his 
pen. But he only suceeedc'd in getting 
so much as this written by dictating to 
his wife while lie was throwing off his 
less elaborate (bail's at tlu^ (‘ud of the 
day’s work. 

lie married young, bi^fon* ho began 
to flourish. Wo may say that this is 
so ■with some <*(*rtainty, for it would 
have taken liiin at least an hour to go 
through the ceremony, and la* could not 
have spared an hour after 1730. If la* 
had (lone so tluTo would have hm\ 
r>3'241() f(‘W(T (^liipiHMulah* eliairs in tho 
world than we know ther<^ are. His 
wife, saw vtTV litthi of him e.xei‘pt ou 
Sundays. She ciaupLilneil that tiny 
never had a nic*» (|ui(*r littl** talk to- 
gether. J)ire(’’tly Thomns liutl linish<*d 
his (lay’s work and his supp(*r lie ftdl 
asU'op and snored, Slio had tn wakt* 
him every morning at half-past six ; at 
seven o’chx'k lie was in his workshop, 
and wh(*u (ught o’eI(H*k struck Ik* was 
hard at work on his fifty-fourth chair. 

Thomas Chippendale was a non -drinker 
and a non-smoker. He couldn’t have 
lasted so long if he hadn’t Ht» 

had poiTulge for bn*akfaht, and a little 
weak tea. lit* olmwod ev<*ry' uiotithful 
he ate thirty-two times, but he chewed 
very quickly. His favourit<* rw'reatinn 
was making chairs, and flourislung, 

UH end with a little more arith- 
metic. A (lupiienclale chair has Inxm 
sold within tho last f<*w ytNira for 
X3,000, and you could Imnlly expect to 
buy one under a sovcri*ign. u*t us 
average them at £3 apiw*. If these 
sums had been paid airc<*t to Tuomak 
C uippKNDALK lie would Iiavo amassed a 
fortune of nearly twenty million tiounds. 
But it is probable that hia actual fortune | 
umounteti to something under this sum, | 


Warning to Ax&arcMita* 

Tire thrower is not always so safe as 
the throne. 
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IJTKIi.MJV KK('()XI) TIIOlKUrrS. 

Ir is auiiouii(*(«l tluit, Mr, ?. 
oVn'viK wduhl likd td n^writu Ijis 
df l^ml Ukvconskiku), making 
It '* mean* iiu*llo\v iu toms (juiatur in its 
i’olimrs. ami luss viohnit ilum it is iu 
parts/* 

Mr, ()*(lnNSoH’s oxmupla lais om- 
InilihMUMl utlmr uullu>rsto make, similar 
(*d|lfii4M0US, F» •!' t*\am|»lc, Ml*S. UUMI»iruY 
W.vitti has statt*(I ht»r dwm to lake 
IMtvH A'/smrrr iu haml oii<*c more, with 
an ithni of chastouiitig Home of its high 
spirits, eliutiuatiug a tiumher of the 
ptkes, ami suhstitutlng tlashes for 
oertaiu strong wonis. 

Mr, meilltates <lavoting th« 

next f**w WH'ks to a thomugli nwisioii 
of Om* of Out* with the 

{mr(tostMif t‘ irr*'. -ting its transparency. 
Aft4*r long wmsiJemtiim he has (hH*i(l<‘(l 
to 0ill in tho exnert aid of Ot..u»inus 
tiiK i rftK, In the new version Vidor 


/M/iormll stay umeh longer on T/mdon 
Briclg(», and a groat hucooss is prodictod 
in th(^ HkUlifth Wedii/, iHiQ lioohiwmnn 
itt Home and othor inHmnitiul journals, 
for the hook. 

Mr. JUll (Iaink luw just gone into 
training for the task of rc-writing The 
dhriMlnn with uu eye to adding melo- 
dramatic iutorest, Mr. Oaikk hoing afraid 
that itH chromo-iithogra])luc tiiitB were 
too lightly laid on. In the now version 
John Htonn will be known as John 
Humcahir, 

Miss Mvuie (JoRi^Li is credited with 
the wish to revise The Horrowa of Satan 
in order to modify the age and career of 
I Maria ('fare, who in the new version will 
1)0 a maturer and more successful figure, 
holding a fitting place in the world’s 
eye. It is understood that certain 
iStJ'atford-on-Avon celebrities and Shak- 
speare’s Birthplace Trustees may con- 
tribute features to the amended portrait 
of Satan, 


A Slander on Lytham* 

Fjh)M “ Wisdom while you Wait ” in 
The Morning Tjoader : 

Mr. T, 0. KoitsFALT,, J.P. 

ill Kiiglau'l tli»n* are tlio ihilltMt lioiisos to 
he foiiul anywhere.-- 

At Lytliain. 

“The baud that hurl ed the homh in Madrid 
yesterday may hurl another at Washington tu- 
niorrow.”— -2Cejr York World. 

H.u>pily the fears of our (•ontciiii)orary 
have not been realised, and in any caisi* 
it was, perliaps, too mmdi to expect that 
even an anarcdiist could have covered the 
ground quite so expeditiously. 

The Sportmnan says : “ Dexxett used 
his left arm with splendid effect .... 
His best ball was that slow one which 
went with his arm and hit the stumps 
throe times.” It sounds good enough 
for the ordinary batsman. 
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CARNATION AND CHERRY 
BLOSSOM 

AT COVENT GARDEN. 

Plus Espagnol qne VEspagne, tlie 
Syndicate gave ns a LuU-figlit (off) on 
the very day of the Spanish wedding. 
But whoever selected Madame Kirkbv 
Lunn for the part of Carmen may have 
had a fine gift of irony, hut was no 
Spaniard. Nothing will make me be- 
lieve that that delightful artist was 
designed by Nature to undertake any 
such enterprise. One missed the devilry 
of motion, the lissome play of swinging 
hips, which one associates with this deplor- 
ably attractive character. Yet Madame 
Lunn contrived to repair her physical 
disabilities by sheer force of intelligence, 
and the splendid ease and resourcefulness 
of her singing. Mile. Donalda was per- 
haps rather robust for one’s idea of 
the virginal Micaela^ and might have 
given a better suggestion of domesticity 
if she had been less smartly diessed ; 
but her voice was all that coidd be 
desired. The most satisfactory figure 
was Madame GfLiBEaT-LEJEONE, in the 
small part of Frasqulta. She kept on 
smiling as if she were really interested 
in things, and she sang like the very 
nicest kind of bird. 

Of the men, I liked M. lAFFmE, as 
Eon Jose, in the early part where he had 
nothing much to do, but sang pleasantly 
and delivered a fine lop-note ; later on, 
when he was obliged to have fits of 
jealous rage, he liecame overstrained and 
Jerky. 1 cannot say whether M. Sevkiuiao, 
who played Escamillo, was chosen for his 
skill as a torero ; but I am sure he never 
slew a bull with his lower register, 
which was sadly wanting in sonorous- 
ness. M. Giltbeut made a superb cap- 
tain of smugglers, and was a very 
monster of lawless humour. As to the 
chorus, if the ‘solcliors wore martial the 
women were certainly not Sevillian. 
They had rather the air of ancient 
Romans ; hut they kept the play moving, 
and indeed I never remember to have 
assisted at a Cannen that went with a i 
finer swing, T am not sure, by the way, 1 
lhat the last Act was improved by the 
march past of picadors and matadors, 
male and Female, and of horses going 
to their death . As a humane Englishman 
I properly disapprove of killing horses, 
and think that tliis kind of sport should 
be confined to foxes, otters, hares, rabbits, 
deer, &c , ; but if ever a job lot of horses 
might be regarded as better dead it was 
the cavalcade in question. I don’t know 
what became of their corpses, but I am 
glad to think that the Covent Garden 
market is vegetarian. 

It seems that the Opera House can fill 
xtsdf to repletion wlienever Madama 
Butterfly is on the wing. And with good 
reason, Jor Signor Pi lias set a most 


appealing play to the most exquisite 
music, which has the rare merit of inter- 
preting the emotions of the drama with- 
out hampering its movement. To this 
end he was assisted by the many little 
details of “ business,” trivial enough, but 
essential to a picture of Japanese manners 
“-the setting out of drinks and sweet- 
meats, the raising and lowering of blinds, 
the arrangement of conversational mat- 
tresses, &c., &c. — ^which required no vocal 
accompaniment, and gave the orchestra 
time to express itself at leisure without 
retarding the main action. It had a still 
more exceptional chance in the night-long 
pause of silent waiting for the lover’s 
return. It is a thousand pities, by the 
way, tliat the curtain could not have 
been simply dropped and raised again 



vS:giior Caruso as Lieut. H. F. PinheHon 
(U.S.A. Navy), pai’ent of a boy who Iiuk blue 
eyes and golden hair, and is considered to he 
“ the unago ” of bis father. 

for the dawn. The singers ileservcd u 
rest, ])erluq)H, but they need not liuvc 
spoiled a very perfect situation by the 
disillusionment which attends the taking 
of calls. Will no one ever convince our 
artists- and the best of them are hen^ as 
had as the worst - of the intolerable 
banality of these interjected appari- 
tions V 

It is an opera of contrasts, not only as 
between credulous devotion and the 
lighthearted infidelity that loves and 
sails away, but also between the poetry 
of Japan and the prose of the IT.S.A, 
On the one side Mile. Destinn rendered 
every phase of changing emotion with 
swift sympathy and a fine restraint in 
extremes ; from the spreading of spring 
blossoms for her Imsband’s welcome to 
the moment of infinite pathos when slie 
resolves on death, and the light of the 


' spring morning is too strong for her,— 
“troppa luce e di fuor, e troppa prma- 
veraP On the other side, T am bound to 
say that Signor Caruso was sufficiently 
prasaic ill his attitudes, even to the verge 
of humour. I shall not lightly niiabiy 
niy vision of him in tlie last Act, altii’ed 
like a superior gendanuo, and stricken 
with what he took to lie remorse, and 
how he trotted away from the ]>rospect 
of emlmrrassment, carefully remember- 
ing to snatch up his cap on the way out. 
Nor how, still further stricken with 
remorse, lie trotted in again wlien all was 
over. Tragic finales witness Im Boheme 
— are not aw congenial as they might be 
to this adorable singer. 

Naturally there was not much to make 
merry over in so heart-moving a tale, uml 
the task of the professional jester is ht're 
an ungracious one. Still there were 
touches that made for luimoiir : there 
were the shadows of the ganleu in the 
Fii-st Act that kept th<*ir shape under 
sun and moon ; there was the single 
riding-light in the hay thal did duty 
for the whole Ameri(*au septadron ; there 
was the thrill of rmignition that ran 
through tiio audi(*n(*c wluui they f<nmd 
that then* was one Ituruiu word \vhi(*h 
they could translate namely, Vhtsky; 
there was the path(*tic rt‘lVrence of 
Madama Putter fly to h<*r husband as 
B, h\ Ptuherioit tiu*re was Kignor 
Hcorri, standing helplessly with hang- 
ing arms like a tailoris dummy through 
half the last Act ; and liunlly, tliere was 
the brown -haired thivc-year-ohl, (U*- 
serilHHi as having a/mn* ey(‘s ami golden 
curls, xvilh the impluutioii that, he repre- 
sented the true Anuudcaii type* ; these 
features, in fact, Ix'ing speinally n«*n- 
tioned in pnxJ that lu* was the living 
image, of his father, whose links, in tlie 
person of Hignor (\vm'so, were as th<* 
raven’s for very hlackness. O. H, 

The New Bomaxxce. 

“Hkbp, hidp,” cried lhu.l('K\T, “we 
are lost ! Ht*e yonder corue<l-l«H*f tin ! 

For a menneut lh»oi.i» shu(hl**red. 
I'hen, pulling hinisc*If t<»gether, he 
advanced cautiously. vSuddenly a laugh, 
full of relief, imig tlirongli the air, 

“Oh, what is it V” Mn.u<'i:\T, 
Hakolu turned a shamc'faeed counten- 
ance toAvards her. 

'■‘Well er really,” he began, “that 
is- er the fact is, dtnir, it s only an 
ordinary bomb after all ! ” 

“ \VA XTKD. Imt-lmmd < 

Krtmmj Hjtpress 
We are not surprised that the cixxper 
should need an inm i-asing. ////, as the 
poet miil,r6lmret nen 
ei*at, who first with uniuehing pym 
viewed the turgid deejn Ami iW m 
thicker than water. 
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THE SCIENCE OF BOMBOIOOY. 

Interview with Mr. Sim. 

“It is estimated that at tlie present 
moment there must 1)6 many hundreds 
of bombs—if not thousands — in Russia 
alone. They are about the size of an 
orange, and they were at first — until the 
authorities awoke to the fact —imported 
into Russia inside oranges, the contents 
of the fruit having been, of course, care- 
fully removed. Most people who have 
lived any time in Russia know all about 
these bombs, and it is not difficult to 
secu]*e an opportunity of handling them 
when once one is in the confidence of 
tlio possessor. For the most part they 
are kept under lock and key — ready for 
emergencies. Owing to the drastic 
nature of tlie Explosives Act in this 
country, great secrecy has to be observed 
in the manufacture of bombs. An official 
who has had much to do with hunting 
down Anarchists informed a Daily Mail 
representative that it takes place some- 
times in sedate suburban villas. The 
shells arc usually obtained from the Conti- 
nent, and the filling in is quite noiseless.” 

Slightly perturbed by these ominous 
statements a representative of Mr. Piimh 
called on Mr. (1. R. Sims for further 
information on tho subject. 

“ Yes,” said the great criminologist 
with a pathetic sigh as ho ran his fingers 
through his luxuriant chevchive, “ it is 
all too true. If the writer lias erred at 
all it( is on tho side of understatement. 
One half of llio world docs not know how 
flic otlior half lives, or to put it in other 
words very few people really know’ how 
their next-door neighbour lives. 'The 
strange, the weird, tlie romunlic nuiy he 
found at every turn of the groat maze of 
mystery whi(*h is called London. A 
friend and eon fringe of mine had a cook- 
hous<»koepor a middle-aged woman 
whose smiling good humour made her 
a gomu'jil favourite. Rut no,” he broke 
‘olt suddenly, “it is too awful. Suffice 
it to say that tliat woman, wdioso smile 
was a mask slus wore to impose oa 
soei<»ty, liahitually danced tho Tarantella 
in tho back-scullery. Her name was 
really M uiooviToir. Kho was a cousin of 
(ioncral Kcuoratkin, and had escaped 
frtnn Si bcTia in a captive balloon. Ikit 
tho mysteries of London do not confine 
themselves to any one quarter or to any 
one class. 'rhc*re an^ mysteries in the 
lordly mausions of tho West that make 
wealth a moetkory and rank a disaster ; 
and tho manufa<‘ture of the nefarious 
wcap(»us of auandiy is carried on with 
the greatest activityiu the most um^x:- 
pecstwl quarters. Only the other day a 
Hishop was exi)elle(l from the Atlioiitjeuin 
(Hub for having placed an iufcrual 
machine in the hat of a well-known 
nuuubcr of the Royal Society. I name no 
names; I lutjrely speak of what I know.” 



CONCLUSIVE. 


(Ivandjxi. ‘SSo idc think dreams come true, do 'iou’” 

Novah “Oir, lEs War, the other niout 1 dreamt I’d hern to the Zoo --and I had!” 


“ Have you evtu* handled a bomb ? ” 
“Repeatedly,” replied Mr. Sims, as Id‘ 
gracefully adjusted the order of St. Olaf, 
whioli in the fervour of Ids recital had 
slipped under his right ear. “ I may say 
that I have beon familiar with thorn from 
tho cradle. As the Avritcr of the Datly 
Mail article oliRorves, they are smuggled 
into Russia in tho guise of oranges. Jn 
Ijondon, cspmally in tho 'Jbttenham 
Court Iload, the favourite receptacle is a 
beefsteak pie in which tho bomb is 
wnippcd u]» in grease-proof paper. But, 
just as one man’s meat is another man’s 
poison, some Ijondonovs— including my- 
self' have grown immune to bombs and 
can absorb, assimilate, and even digest 
them with impunity. Not all Lon- 
doners, Ixnvevcr, have such iron constitu- 
tions. For instance, a friend of mine- - 
a bath-chair proprietor witli whom in 
bygone years it was my privilege to l>c 
associated- had a daughter, a charming 
and lovely girl of eiglitoeu. She had no 
love affair or trouble of any kind. One 
winter evening about seven o’clock Iku' 
mother, a splendidly handsome matron 
with an aquiline profile, feeling un- 
aocoiintahly hungry, sent her daughter 
into an adjoining street to buy a beef- 
steak ])ie, Hhe girl went out with a 
shilling or two hi her p(K*kct, but she 
never came back. From that hour to 
this ■ an interval of seveuteon years no 
living soul who know that beautiful girl 
has ever sot eyes on her again. The 
mother, liowcver, is still living and as 
liandsomo as over. A little wliilo ago I 
had a letter from lier, ‘ The mystery of 
my daughter’s fate,’ she wrote, ‘ is still 
wrapper! in imponetniblc mystery.’ ” 


“Is it true that sedate suburban 
villas are specially affcclcd liy revolu- 
tionaries ? ” 

“ Perfectly. Wherever you sec a villa, 
you may suspect a villain. Wc shud- 
der at Caliban when we see him on 
tlie stage, and wo tremble for Miranda. 
1’alk of ^(Jalihan upon Setebon ' — on a 
(Jity bus would bo nearer the dread 
realily. Thom are do/cus of Calibans 
in Jxmdon, and they all inhabit suburban 
villas, generally sonh-tletachcd. Most 
curates are morph inoinaiiiaes. Homicide 
is endemic among pianoforte - tuners. 
Churcluvardims habitually carry stilettos, 
and the poisoning habit is no^Yhere so 
rife as amongst tho Governors of the 
Bank of Kngdand. I knew a charming 
man a spiritual peer, to bo i>rccihe - 
who came to mo in tho ordinary way 
about a tlit'atri(‘al matter. Ho had 
writt(‘U a pimtoinimo [ have tho book 
of the words to this day and ho was 
al)Out to write a comic opera. But the 
hasty crilieism of a friend annoyocl 
him, and after shooting a rural dean, 
and burning down a Free Library, he 
fled to Ticrra del Fuego and is now 
chief of a cannil)ul tribe. Jiut he never 
wrote the comic opera.” 

With those momentous words Mr, Wims 
sli(K)k us warmly by the hand, and with 
our curiosity titillatoil nither than fully 
appeased wo parted rcductantly from tho 
great mystoriographer of tho mdropolis. 


The Yorhshire Dmwv/ Vast announces 
tliat a salmon-trout caught at (^oanwoo<l 
was found to liavo swallowed a door-key. 
Taken out of a ltK*h, we presumo. 
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f hedges, the odour of the sea-breeze, add su-eotnt\s.s to the 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. subtle fragrance of the crisp, fresh air. 

{By Mr. Puneh’s Staff of Uamed CTerho-.) by Hism M.tof.Av.v.xK (Coxstaim.i.;), is 

There is a type of humour (which for some reason or other one of those irritating stories in which (‘oinnioni^lticc' people 
I associate with Balham) that indulges itself by talking think uninteresting thoughts and perform ordinary a(‘lH in 
familiarly of ‘‘J. OiFSAR, Esq.,” and putting up-to-date ex- the hazy atmosphere of a dream. Nowand then they ])op j 
pressions in the mouths of Adam and Eve. Mr. J. Henry out, get their vague thinking descrilied for tluMii by the 
Harris, the author of Cornish Saints and Shiners^ has the author in what for want of a better woi'd 1 must deserihe as 
Balham touch in places Witness his new version of Lauiv- sham Meredithese, and then without rhyme or reason fall haf'k 
celot and Ghf 67 lerere ; “The King was a busy man, and when again into the dream-darkness from which, for no iliscover- 
things were going on used to say to Launcelot, a sort of able purpose, they had temporarily emerged. language 
aide-de-camp in chief, ‘Just you look after the Queen at the of the book is pitched high, and its effect is to hn])rcss tlu' 
Royal Footballers this afternoon,* qr ‘ Give Ii^r a turn ait golf.* reader with a baffled sense of the importance of in<‘idents 
This suited Launcelot dowm to fhe ground, and, having a which have no special value of any kind. The styh» is in 
nice tenor voice, he was woh^ to sing, ‘Meet me in the fashion, for it is not a difficult style, and in inovS^ (msc's it 
Garden.’ y Now inaiiy people (and I coiifess I am one of them) serves to disgdise poverty of plot, ]oosen<‘ss of eon^iruelion, 
resent this sort of thing as an intrusion ; and they will regret and deart.h of any real luimaii interest <‘apaf»h‘ of b(‘ing 
that the illustrator, Mr. Ravicn-Hill, should have been an aeces- worked up into a geuuino crisis. 


sory after the fact witli a picture of the Queen and huiineeloi 

in a lumimock smoking cigarettes.— 

All this may seem a small matter; . J \ 

but I mention it because when Mr. ^ 

Harris forgets that there is such a 
place as Balham he is entirely delight- / y \ 

lul; and he and Mr. Raven-Hill \ \ 

between them turn out a very fasei- \ ’ 

nating book. (I would mention / 

particularly a ehanning picture of / — \ 

** Princess Glwkn being turned into 1 
a bramble** as an example of Mr. // ^l\ 

Raven-Hill’s art) When Mr. John fi x \ 

Lane decided to publish this book he \ ^ L ^ 

should have come to some arrange- '/f In j \m 
ment witli the Great Western Rail- 
way. For eveiyone who reads it ( 

will want to go to Cornwall, and f ^ / 

everyone who goes to Cornwall would W/ 

be wise to read it. I have just ‘‘ ^ 

finished it, and I start for Falmoutli Wj 

to-morrow (probably). I think Mr. ^ ^ 

Lane should have liis 10^ of the 
third retuni, the dog ticket, and the 
ham sandwich at Bath. 



/\ 


r)^ 

% 




ATrnvr Loo Owr “ It ’S VERY LUCKY FOR YOU 1 VINT T'”' -• »*V 

iiLLLN itAiNi. nap annexea tue quite certain W to spell inruboruination, else what she Kuppost‘s fu lu* tin* 

Principality to the domain of romance. I’d bloomin’ well report you for it ! “ level of a woHum’s iiiletjig(*m*c It 

Before she took pen m hand Wales ^ ; iHaRkitlmh l.<K.k. Imi i.ut altiwth.r 

had many baixls, blit, as far as Mghsh readers are concerned, an iimittnictive one. At tin? wuii*' time iiiv <ii him Iioim' i. 
no story-teller. Aixen Raine knows Wales, its skies, its that no additional woman will feel lierM'lf iniiiolli-il I'v its 
rivere, its hiUs, above all, its people. They are ex- perusal to take charge of the driviugof a mot<.r. Theiv i- 
dusively of the farming or shop-keeping class, shrewd in in all our world of terrifying aights nom- more t.-rrifviii- 
tlieir husmess transactions, highly emotional in religions than a powerful car driven hv a Kiuiliug i),. . j. 
aspect. In 27ie Queen of Ruelies (Hutchinson), Aixen Raine careless lady; and at tlie risk of ulienafiim jfl,'. ,‘..v i ‘j ' 
does not s^ple to bring on the scene in his proper name declare tliat they are all smiling. iiK-oini...|..i,t. and carei.-^ 
the evang^st who most lately swayed the Celtic soul. There Let them shine in their dress and c-ont inue to mtmire t li.- 
are graphic pictures of rwml services, with Evan Robertn panels and the cushioning of tlm ear’s Isriv hat a., fl... 
m the pulpit, waitang till the Spirit moves to speak itiluo their safety and oum, let them ahstiiia frimi inter 
fBy the way, what has heconie of this spiritual meteor?) ference with pinlals, brakes and levers, ami. al.ive all. w id, 
Oioenifer, stricken dumb in childhood at sight ot her the stoering-wht'el. 

I drowning mother, is a sweet (‘hiiracter, artfully contrasted ' 

with the solf-willed Gildas, whom she, for a long time Theirs not to Beason Why I 

without hope, secretly Iovm. It is a tde of the every-day UNQUKSTiosiNa obedience is the first lesson that ihe invd 
life of conniionplace people, the hand of genius stirring it man has to learn. A memlnT of the crew „f H M S 
with touch of tragedy. A flaw, dight but persistent, is the has been explaining tlie catastrophe to a iv,.,-.-. .,r 
dashing of conversation mthWekh phrases. ‘‘Bear-anwHr Press. He says, “We left Portkml in clear we«d„.r Vi h 
and even ‘ac^fyf are doubdess pointed mstnictions to procewl to tlie Bristol (’lanmel in nadiitel, 
sayings; but i-eitoration induces weariness. The book for mameuvres and to keen {„ toueh with iJ. P 

is full of dainty touches of de^ption of mcwland and sea. The italics are by Afn Puilh; the way in which 'tlie . Vw 
where the apples in the orchard, the blackberries on the were carried out was AimtIiorV. 


- The "Pope" of Ilothnol Ihmxr, 
edited by Lidy Skymoik (Kisiikk 
Unwin), is a nice lal Ixiok, tastefully 
produced. The “/Vi/ic’’ was duiiN 
WinsHAW, who gaiue<l (he niekuaiiii‘ 
})y tlio e.Yti'(Mue (*()nlidi‘n(‘(‘ with wldeli 
he exjvn'ssed his opinions. If \vt‘ 
may judge hy his li*liers, tint ojuuions 
tbeinselvos were ordinary <*ii<aigh, 
and anybody else miglit have ex- 
pressed them w’ith equal assuraiiet* 
and without risk of eontradietion. 
John Whishaw was the intiniatfi of 
all the })ig nobs of the Whig party 
from the end of the eight<*(‘n(h until 
well into the iiinetfMmth etMitury, lull 
his letters are of a disuppointing 
baldness. Rtill, though its contents 
do not specially app<‘al to nu‘, I have 
no hesitation in repeating that ihi'* I-* 
a nice fat book. 

In ]V(>man uml Ihr MaU^r f‘nr 
(Apclkton) Mrs, Airu aficaupt.'i, not 
unsuccessfully, to firing < low n nii>tof 
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“IHTELIIGENT AHTICIPATIOH.” 

(A mhme entitled “ PZa£o and the Criticism of 
Life^' hy Emil Beiehy has just appeared.) 

For three-and-twenty centuries, 

Though ’mid immortals numbered, 
Plato, submerged by sophistries, 

In deep oblivion slumbered. 

Professors “ learnedly inane,” 

Their own pet doctrines preaching. 
While purporting to make him plain 
Obscured his real teaching. 

At last there dawned a brighter day, 
When Mayfair, blocked with carriages, 
Found out the true and only way 
With Doctor Reich at Claridge’s. 

That Spanish dancing is inspired ; 

That temperance is narrow ; 

That no improvements are required 
At Eton or at Harrow ; 

That Emma, not Trafalgar, made 
The name of Nelson glorious ; 

That bus-conducting is a trade 
Exalting though laborious ; 

That Germany is overfed ; 

That care besets tlie wealthy ; 

That as a rule we stay in bed . 

Far longer than is healthy ; 

That heroes in their early days 
Have need of endless kisses ; 

That Bach, though meriting high praise, 
Mascaoni’s fervour misses ; 

That Dr. Emil Reich foretold 
The coining oE Marooni ; 

That Lmii^, overworked and old, 

Grew very thin and bony ; 
niat Rathael’s Platonic bent 
Is mirrored in his pictures ; 
lliat some Americans resent 
Our author’s candid strictures — 

These arc the striking ivutlis tliat wo. 
The heirs of all tlic ages, 

Have now been ])rivilegod to see 
Enshrined in Plato’s pages. 

How wondrous sim])le in his lore 
By I)<)(*1()r Reich expounded ! 

How strange that nobody bofbro 
Huch shallow wahu’S sounded ! 

Ob, if tlu' ancient adage stands - 
iMudari a laudato, 

What must we say when Ubkti expands 
111 eulogy of PiAix)? 

P.H. All who instruction need 
In Dr, Reic'u’s onnuscieut screed 
( *au ]>urcluise the whole bag of tricks 
((^HACMAN AND Hall) foi* tcn-an(l-si.x. 

MEN OF MARK 
Ani> the IJooks that mai>e them. 
Several of tlie Ijtibour members have 
replied to the query of the Editor of 
llie lifTtaw of lievirws as to what books 
they found most useful in their early 
(lays. Mr. Keih Haiidib in particular 
«p<*<'ifi(‘s “ his motiuT’s songs, anti talers 
of his grandmother, whose father was 
out in tlie ’45.” We are glad to be 
ttlile to supplement the t‘Utcrpris(* of 




Tm Mr f/r nil lir If I 
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A FIRST ESSAY IN HOUSEKEEPING. 

Mr. Jones. “What is it, my pkt?” 

Mrs.J. **TinB RJurniT— («o?->)-” 1 ’ve berk pluck ixu it— («o 7 /)-aIiTi the aftbunoi^x, and it 
isn’t half ih)nb yet I ” 


our c()uiemj)Orary with the- Buhjoined 
further list of eminent re?aders ant! their 
literary and musical stepping-stones to 
greatness. 

Mr. JtniN BiniNS : His grandmother’s 
sttiries, in retuni for which he lectured 
his venerable relation on (xdogy and 
nutrititm. His grandfather’s songs, 
especially “ Ilkkonj, Vkkorij, Dock 
Binke.'' 

Mr. Will Crooks: Cowpkr’r poems, 
especially Poplar Field, ^ llie 

early works of Burns. Yarrow Bevisited. 


Mr. A. tT. Balfour: His uncle’s songs. 
“ drew de Bckcnev.t^dyy “ (Jonnt Jinn- 
ter.” Ix)Tcl Br.\ssey’h Annual, The 
(trmxmentuYice of Professor Driver. 

Kir Oliver Lhxie: Ohilde Harold, 
edited by Mr. Bkoiuk. (Hirer Twtd. 
The Bony of Boland. 

Mr. J. St. IjOB STRAcmy: damr de 
Jkllo Gallieo, The Liv(^ of C!atal.vni 
and Persuni. (Jreasy’s Fiftem Ikemre 
Battles of the World. Tennyson’s Form, 
Biflemen, Form ! The Natural llulary 
of Kilkenny, 
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NATURE STUDIES. 

The FEUisim BtoDiCEKCHiEr. 

This study iniglit perliaps begin and end witli tlie state- 
ment that there is no such thing as a feminine handkerchief. 
I desire, however, in the present critical condition of the 
relations between men and women, as exemplified in the 
House of Commons and Ih-afalgar Square, to be perfectly 
and even generously fair to the sex, I declare, therefore, 
that every woman possesses and wields, not perhaps a hand- 
kerchief in the full masculine acceptation of the term, but a 
something which is supposed to play the part of ti handker- 
chief and to serve such purposes as are ordinarily served by 
a handkerchief. Having thus disposed of the general ques- 
tion I will proceed to a definition. 

The feminine handkerchief is, like all others, rectangular, 
and varies in size from two inches to three inches square. It 
is mainly composed of lace and is in pait studded with 
embroidery representing minute leaves and flowers. From 
this description it will be obvious that if lliere is one purpose 
in the whole range of possibilities for which this article is not 
intended it is the mitigation of a cold by the blowing of a 
nose. 

The result of inquiries made by competent investigator^ 
into this subject falls into two classes. One set holds that this 
queer little patch of lace is primarily intended by its owner 
for the decoration of rooms and passages and staircases ; for 
innumerable examples of it are to be found about a house wher- 
ever a woman may have passed in the discharge of her bene- 
ficent housekeeping activities. One will probably be picked 
from the drawing-room sofa, two from the table in the hall, 
one from a chair in the break fastrroom, and two or three 
from the passage leading to the kitchen, or from tlie kitchen 
floor itself. There must be some objo<‘.t in tins lavish 
distribution of samples, and it is supposed, as 1 say, that u 
vague desire for decoiution is at the bottom of it. 

Another school, however, believes that this scattering is in 
some mysteiious way connected with the eternal warfare 
waged by wepan against man. The seemingly casual liand- 
kercliiel’s lying about a house are not in reality aimless. 
They are, it is asserted, part of a code of signals un(lerat<K)d 
by all w^omen and intended to point out meeting-phu‘es 'where 
man’s overihrow may be discussed, and to suggest devices 
by which his humiliation may be accomplished. There is, 
it is true, a third explanation, that of mei’o light-hearted 
carelessness and untidiness produced by the absence or in- 
accessibility of the feminine pocket, but I prefer ijot to 
accept this, for it is an easy explanation, and by the canons 
of criticism the easy explanation must always l;e rejected. 

When a woman goes out either for an ordinary walk or 
on one of her shopping adventures she generally carries her 
handkerchief in a little leather bag lightly suspended by a 
gilded chain fiom her bell or her hand. " The contents of 
this bag are miscellaneous and, in relation to its apparent 
size, incredible. The handkerchief is always the bottom 
article, and I have known the bag to contain in addition a 
novel, a fishmonger’s account book, three lead pencils (tdl 
without points), a book of addresses, a scent-bottle, a 
vinaigi'ette, a button-hook, a slioe-horu, a box of lozenges, a 
small brush and comb, a needle-case, a box of safety pins, a 
dozen telegram-fonns, a pimse stuffed with coppers and 
threepenny bits, a card-case, two rolls of ribbon, a pair of 
gloves, seven letters (unstamped), a cliild’s doll, and a railway 
ticket. The peculiarity of this bag of Pandora is that when- 
ever the railway ticket is wanted tJio handkerchief obtrudes 
Itself, and when the handkerchief is sought the railway ticket 
becomes exclusively prominent. 

What becomes of the Feminine Handkerchief when its! 
pried of active service is past? The question has often 
fcem asked and never satisfactorily answered. It vanishes I 


like the snows of yester year and goes silently into the limbo 
of forgotten tilings. One thing I know : if I had as many 
sovereigns as the number of luiudkercliiofs ])osscsro<1 Ijy an 
average woinoai I shoidd become a laudod propru‘tor, ^md 
oppose with bitterness all suggestions for u graduated 
income-tax. 

THE COMPLETE POTTER Elt. 

(“ L fe was given as to potter in ” - Ta///'// Fttir 'I 

Let .Tones, if he’s so minded, fly to catch the <*arly train, 

And liuiry to worry and (fity cares again ; 

Let Johnson bolt the lightning lunch, let. Smith and Hiiowx 
delight 

To hustle and hustle tli rough morning, noon, and aigiit ! 

For me the life ot idleness, tlu' l)(»ok 
By the brook, 

For me the poiiKive angle and the ho^^k, 

’Jlie rushes, the thrushes, 
fllie lambkin on tli(‘ lea - 
The pleasure of liusure 
For me ! 

Jones builds a princely palace on an a<*n* of Park Lane'; 

He’s in it a minute, then rushes off again ; 

He owns a Tudor mansion on a rolling Sussex d<»wn ; 

He gets there and frets there, tluui motors ha^'k to tcavn. 

He sighs to see Tlirc.uhiec'dle Street, and long< j 
For the throngs 

Who deal in mining ventures or Hongkongs ; 

He hunkers ha* bunkers 
F{)r nothing olw* he cares 
But scrambling and gamliling 
In shan‘s. 

When I behold the, Iunati(‘s who lead th<‘ Mremious life, 

I pity the C^ity with all its fevered strife; 
r dream of going forth to preacdi the <*riK‘d that I 
And saving the raving by l-(*agiH*s of Idleness. 

But if I hud so grc‘at a euusts 1 kntnv 
J shoiihl grow 

Mure strenuous than any tuie, and so 
J ’ll dangle my angle. 

As for the eager gang • - - 
Let wh(iK(» will do so 
( lu hang ! 


OUIt PILLAR BOX. 

{I^eplica hi Mr/,) 

Cure for Hra-Hirloma. The only certain cum for this 
terrible malady that wo know of ig to go f(»r an hour’s walk 
five minutes l>eforo th<^ })o«it starts. 

2o chan hlark Pr<*co<Hl in exactly the same way as 
you would with white kids, only do not try to persumle your- 
self that the Idack will come off, Ix'cjuise it won’t. I'hey 
wore l)orn like that. 

Simple lieadarhe nnr. Take a pound of black |»eitpf*r, and 
to this add a little flour, a raw egg, and a pinch of wilt. 
Make into a paste, put into a bath tow<*I, and tie it tightlv 
round tlie neck. ix?{ivo it then* till the heiulacdit? go<‘H of its 
own accord. 

JUiquetfr of carih. When leaving canls, do not llirurtt 
them xmder the door or throw them (tasually down the 
but ring the bell and hand them tx) the aervant. 'I’lie canl«» 
of coxirse, should contain no advertising mattc*r. 

llygienle hoots , — ^You liave Ixw misinfomaHi ; blown < 
boots with separate divisions for each toe are not being worn 
in London tliis season. 
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“THE GIANT'S ROBE.” 

I,V. MAIIIANA. 

Ih hiiiD 'Pknnvhon. 

Afitipinl hi/ A/r, Ham/it on* 

Till'; Moatkd (Ikanok, -IIiih fimiouR 
olil tMHjulry lioiiHi* ill th(^ lunirt of tluj 
Ki*n (Nuuitry To mo Sold, W(% stixm^'ly 
ru’niiuiK'ml our olionlH <o view tluK 
wIiutIi only coiueH 
into till* markot mvin^ to tlio Imly wlio 
r**»*oiitly iK't'UiU(*tl U having ordered 
Miiith l»y lior niodii'iil attDudiiut. The 
ItoiL'io Is in the Kli/ahothan Hiyli\ with 
a tliatoliod ri«>f, and jh Hurrountled hy a 
{drtnrt*S(tti(* moat. It eontainH aeven- 
<*ommoii‘toim hedrooniR, and four 
^raiid n*<*<*f»tion rfHimn, which have a 
\^ost«*rn asiHs»t thnn getting the ftill 
of thf*^ afternoon Him. 1'he 
gniunds an* eminently denirahle, and at 
a Moall onthiyrouhl U* jmt into exadlent 
onler, Then* an*, heanleH im 
f>o|ilir« w'veral fruit trtH*H of variouH 
Kitiils. InelufUng a notable climbing 
|MMr. wluch >it*hlH largely <«a*h 3'otir, 
A h-iitiin* of tin* place i« the nuuilx*r of 


outhouses and sheds which could easily 
ho turned into stahles or a. motor house. 
’'Phe country round about is flat, and 
ooccellout for motoring. There is a 
station and post-ofllce within driving 
distance. The whole forms an excellent 
property for a gentleman of means who 
is prepared to spend a small sum in 
repairs, alterations, &e., and tloes not 
desire the noise and hustle of -town life. 
Would suit Inventor. Apply, &c. . . . 

V.- THK ANCJIKNT MARINER. 

By B. T, CloLEiiiixn?. 

Part J . — Adapted hi/ the t^oelety Editor 
oJ^'ThiWorUr 

One of the most picturesque weddings 
of the week was that which was solemn- 
ised yesterday at that rising watering- 
plac‘e Blunksea between the Duke of 
'’J’iUNi-n' and Miss Deal .... The bride 
. . . . (HO tinea omitted) A musical 
rexteption was held afterwards by the 
bride’s mother, to which many weU- 
knowu i)eople ha<l l)een invited. Among 
tlKiHe who had acce]>ted, ])ut, for some 
reiiBOU or other, were unable to attend, 


may he mentioned Lord Biuohington, 
heir presumptive to the Duke .... 

VI.~WE ARE SEVEN. 

By W 1 1.LI AM WoRI >H WOllTir. 

Adapted hij the “ Van it}/ Hard 

(hise Editor, 

W., an elderly gentleman of an inquir- 
ing turn of min<l, meets a Miss X. Miss 

X., who is only eight years old and 
occupies a humble position in the social 
world, is noted for her thick curly hair 
I and fair eyes. Without waiting for an 
introduction, W. asks how many sisters 
and brothers Miss X. has. The lady 
replies Seven ” ; at the same time 
mentioning that two of diem live in a 
I smart garrison town in Wales, and two 
are on active service abroad. W., on 
adding this up, makes it come to four 
only. Miss X., however, persists that it , 
is seven. What should W. do ? 

Answer adjudged correct : Go home. 

From a list of Government Publica- 
tions: “National Debt, 1830 to 1905. 
Gross Liabilities. Cd.” 
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OMNIBUS INTERLUDES. 

n.— O n a “ Favorite.” 

It is a tradition of the elders that on 
the approach of a vehicle with screech- 
ing '^ade-trees the local youth — pre- 
sumahly as owning lustier voices than 
their sires —shall intermit their occupa- 
tions, and cry with one accord, “Oil! 
Oil! ” until such time as the vehicle has 
passed out of ear-shot. 

On the present occasion it liappens 
that the offending vehicle (an onmibus 
en route for the “ Elepliant and Castle ”) 
is just ahead of mine (a “Favorite” 
bound for Victoria); and I can vouch 
that the tradition in question is observed 
in the minutest particular. Nor is this 
punctiliousness confined to any one 
thoroughfare. Except in so far as a 
sort of cumulative effect is produced by 
reiteration, the advice given by Chancery 
Lane cannot be described as either less 
or more cogent than that of Holbom or 
the Gray’s Inn Road. For my part, I 
find the monotonous clumt of “Oil! 
Oil ! ” only slightly less maddening than 
the shriek of the axles ; and I yearn for 
the moment when, at the corner of 
Wellington Street and the Strand, the 
“Elephant and Castle” omnibus and 
the “Favorite” will go their separate 
ways. 

Meanwhile the conductor of the for- 
mer vehicle has been goaded by the 
“Favorite” driver into spasms of in- 
coherent . profanity, which he tries in 
vain to hide beneath an assumption of 
nonehalnnce. 

At the stqge where I begin to follow 
the conversation, the “Elephant and 
Castle” conductor has rounded off a 
scathing retort with an invitation to our 
driver to “come an’ lay yer fat ’ead 
agin the axle if yer don’t like the 
rar ! ” 

“ Why doncher tork to it with them 
’onied words of yourn?” replies our 
driver. “They’d do a lot bettor than 
oil, yer know.” 

The conductor’s retort is lost in a 
shriek of redoubled shriUness, after 
which a momentary respite occurs while 
we are “ held up ” in the narrowest part 
of Chancery Lane. 

“My word! Ain’t that dickey-bird 
of yourn bin a-whistlin’ for ’is bit of 
sitgar ! ” exclaims our driver. The saRy 
is greeted with a general laugh among 
the outside passengers, and the unhappy 
conductor comes within measurable dis- 
tance of apoplexy. 

“I’m surprised at yer, William,” 
continues Jehu, taking advantage of the 
lull and addressing his adversary with 
a genially paternal air; “I thought 
music ’ad power to calm the sevage 
beast. You must be a rank outanouter ! ” 

I gather in a confused sort of way 


that the conductor, while disclaiming 
any title to be regarded as an “ outan- 
outer,” is resorting— some w!^t_ incon- 
sistently, I cannot help thinking to 
the tu quoque method of defence. The 
early stages of his argument, however, 
are "weakened by irrelevancy, and the 
conclusion becomes lost as our journey 
is continued. 

“ ’Ere, William,” exclaims the “Favor- 
ite ” driver, “ cl’ you mind not a-windin’ 
up that musical-box agin ? We ’ ve ’eard 
that bloomin’ tune a time or two 
already.” 

But the conductor has retreated into 
the omnibus, where he busies himself 
in collecting fares. A second bloc^k in 
the triiiSc as we turn into Fleet Street 
separates us until we reach the corner 
of Wellington Street, where our Jehu 
seizes an opportunity to urge the 
“Elephant and Castle” conductor to 
“switch on another tune afore we say 
good-bye ! ” 

The conductor, however, is studying 
his way-bill with an elaborate asHump- 
tion of impassiveness; and a defiant 
screech from the axles is the sole re- 
sponse accorded to our driver’s request. 

Then our paths diverge; and the 
shrieking and the cries of “ Oil ! Oil ! ” 
die slowly away, merging finally lu the 
thousand - and - one noises which mukt* 
up the husky roar of London traffic. 


SEEN IN THE SHOKS. 

(An extension oj a Dally Mirror*' feature.} 
A NEOKUOE of gold. 

A mutton chop, red and whit.(\ 

A lop hat, made of silk and all shiny. 
A suit of clothes with buttons. 

A bicycle, 

A number of picture postcards of 
London and elsewhere. 

A dish of tomatoes. 

A safety razor. 

A pot of gooseberry jam. 

A photograph of Mr. Gboeoe Alex- 
ander. 

A trousers-stretcher. 


Acxx)Iidino to jTJie OjUieial PatenlH 
Journal the Society of Chemical Industry 
in Basle has applied for a patent for the? 
manufacture of new amidoalphylami- 
cloacidyJamidonaphtholsulplionic luddrt. 
This pleasant little acid, however, has long 
been familiar to Mr, PuneJt* Tlie really 
dangerous part of it is the “-phth” 
in the fifteenth syllable, which is in- 
variably fatal. The third “amid,” on 
the contrary, brings good luck to tall 
dark men. Mr. launch notes with re- 
gret the omission of the cediOa under 
the fourth “d,” since it is upon this 
that the acid chiefly depends for its light 
viclet colour. i 


EVERYDAY DIFFICULTIES SOLVED, 

(In the matiner of “ The World and Ilh 
Wife:') 

IP I am giving a dinner party, and in 
the middle of it the cook rushes 
in and gives notice, what ought I to 
do?-Kouiig WJfe. 

Better fur hud tin* cook been 
given no cuust? to tukt? tliLs step. 
But since it luippens you can but 
bow to destiny and suggest an 
adj(>urnnicnt to a re.-^tuuraut to com- 
plete the meal. 

[S it necessary for me to buy any 
new clothes for my wedding? I 
have a tail-coat I have worn only two 
years, and a pair of excellent white 
flannel trousers.— F/anc A 

It is not ne(wrtary. Almost 
nothing is uecessiipy. But new 
(‘lothes are usually worn. 

WHAT Is the correct way to address 
a letter to Sir Thomas Upton ? 
— Orocer/es. 

To a Iian>net yini write (ui the 
envt‘lope, ‘"'Po Sir Strain IS* i, I*ar(.” 
Hence you will mhlre't.s y<mr !ett(*r 
“ToSirTiioxivs laruA, Bart.” But 
even if yon dhl not it wtmld pro- 
()ai>ly get to him just, tlje .same, and 
that is the nuiiu thing. 

00 you think a few tins of American 
beef a suitable wedding present to 

a relative 7-^Bconoml»i* 

It deptmds upon how much uat 
dislike him. 

1 WANT to learn JIu-litsu, but cannot 

afford to pay for the lessons. What 
do you advise ?— Ifercu/es, 

The way is to lUH-cpt tin* 
challenge of a ffapanew* wr*'wth'r at 
a mush*-hali. Vott xvilE soiai pi(*L 
up the nntimeutH. 

I HAVE purchst§t4 a small printing 
press for the purpose of rapidly 
printing tram tickets similar to those 
which have won prises; but I cannot 
obtain any blue cardboard of the 
requisite kind. Can yon help me?'- 
Piarnacierm 

?lt*jiHe your name and ad 
drass. 

WHEN giving a dinner at a res« 
taurant. Is it gocMl fornt to keep 
one's guests waiting to start for the 
theatre while one disputes the bill? 
— iYes/fanf. 

I It is nut gunl hut you 

would l>e a iuggius to i*sty fur 
what you bad not hmh 

The Boyal Conmiaeloner** IBetto. 

“Deux *A decorum eet pro putriu 
monui.” 
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According to The Express large 
quantities of tinned food are being 
destroyed “ or given to poultry.” This, 
wo suppose, is how bad eggs are made. 

lloBERT Bbowning’s question, “ What ’s 
become of Waring?” was answered in 
no uncertain voice last week. 

What is the matter with Bishop PorrER 
of New York ? He is making as much 
fuss as if we had accused him of being a 
Meat Potter. 

The Government, it is announced, 
W'ill shortly consider the advisability of 
appointing a Royal Commission to 
inquire into the prevalence and growth 
of lunacy. Many good Unionists, how- 
ever, ai*e of the opinion that the wave of 
insanity wliich recently passed over the 
country will he found, at the next 
General Election, to have spent itself. 

Not a single Royal Commission was 
appointed last week. 

It is ruinoiirod that each of the 
twcmty-livo (Hiincsc coolies who have 
apprajd for repatriation has received an 
autograph l(‘tter from vSir Henry Camp- 
nEi.irlUNNKiuuN, thanking him tor an 
exhihillon of loyalty to his friends which 
is none too (loinmou nowadays. It is 
hoped that th(^ remaining ^9,975 now 
f<»(*! heiirtily aHham(^(l of themselves;- 

It lias l)e('n (h'c.i<l(*d that the present 
Naval Mameuvres shall bo used as a test 
of tlie ability of tlio Hoyal Dockyards to 
make <|uiek n^f^airs. It is felt, however, 
that H.M.vS. ji/em'-e/r, in addition to 
jjeing slightly ])re\ i*nis showed an excess 
of '/cal, and o\erdid l! o idea. 

The op<‘nin; f lliC new Viotoria Rail- 
way Station wa uot a signal success. 

The h()iH‘ has heem expressed that the 
Pritu’o of Wades will 0 [)en the Indian 
unuexe of the %(K). In our opinion 
many vuhud)Ie lives will be lost if any- 
one IhK»8 anything so f(X)lish. 

The llm»iit u««le l)y the Knipp C^mi- 
pany to stop work on the Turkish order 
for military matt'riul unless .£140, ()00 bo 
im\ nt tmee, Inis once more led the 
Si dtav to wonder whether the Kaiser 
lo\e.s him for himwdf alone. 

'Hie agitation in favour of more com- 
fortaldff priwHiH (continues. There is no 
flfiiiht tliat the fairt that they aro not all 
that ran deHln>id k<»(^pH many persons 
from iming them. 

TliOHe owners of motor-cars who affect 
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GOLDEN MEMORIES. 

“I \ioNi)En WHY Mr. Poppsikin serves with three balls?” 
“Old associations, 1 shitohe,” 


to despise inotor-hicycles will have to 
alter uieir way of thinking. No fewer 
tlian twenty-seven persons were injured 
ill Paris last week by the explosion of 
one motor-bicycle. 

The leading I/mdon hotels aro now 
full of American millionaires and multi- 
millionaires, and the. former complain 
liittcrly that the latter treat them as so 
much dirt. 

Mr. Bart Kennbdt’s style has been 
pamlied often, but never so amusingly 
as in a series of articles now appearing 
in The Daily Mail from the pen of Mr. 
Baht Kimbdy, 


Mr. Nioo JuNOiiAN has just completed 
an immense altar-piece in tempera. The 
tendency of frescoes is to perish. Tliose 
who knowMr. .Iungman’s charming art. 
ho])e it will he found tlmt Tamjtfnt kon 
miitimtm*. 

“Why,” asks The Medical Times, 
“should we tcE pitients wliat we are 
giving them? Depend upon it by so 
doing we lose- our dignity as a pro- 
fession." This is certainly what has 
liappcned to the Beef Trust. 


The UTE8T Ambwoah Popular Soho: 
“ The Tinned Oee-gee." 
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vS( 'EN* E - -Ycomanrjj Camp, e Sunday Momlmj Imi'cHion* 

Major . ** WriY isn’t this tent in order ? ” 

Trooper. “’Aven’t *ad time, Sir,” 

Majo 7 > “ What ! Then when the deuce will you have time ? ” 

Trooper. “Well, Sir, if you could look round about Wednesday evenin’ - ” 

' [('ollaime of Major. 


MAYORS’ NESTS FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 

3 S£b. George R. Sima having pointed 
out tliat the reason for the exodus ot 
holiday makers to the Continent every 
summer was due largely to the want 
of enterprise displayed by our own 
resorts, The Daily Chronicle has thrown 
open its (^lumns to the diampions of 
the En^h watering-places, who are 
principally their chirf mag'strates. A 
few other couinmnications cn the same 


subject and from similarly august 
municipal nutgiuites reach Mr. Punchy to 
whom, in an epistolary sense, all roads 
lead. 

BRIGHTON. - (By the Mayor.) 

Why people go to France T Im\e 
never been able to understand, saving 
the presence of the L. B. & S. C. Rail- 
way-7-with whom I should be sorry to 
be on bad terms. But here is Brighton 
always ready, always, so to speak, at 


your doors— healthy, bright, cheerful, 
full of amusement, with the sea at its 
feet to be bathed in or steamed over or 
sailed on, and plenty of attraciioiis con- 
tinually in fidl swing. But yet there 
are people who go to France and 
Switzerland and Italy ! Frankly, J can’t 
understand it. We may not have Alps ; 
but we have the South Powns. We 
may not speak French; but you nni 
understand us and irc can understand 
you,! We may not have ancient ruins ; 
but you can yet here icithont behnj sea- 
sick! We may not be very licautiful, 
architecturally coiisiclei-cd ; but the re- 
turn fare is only a few shiirnnjs! If [ 
am asked for my iinliiavssod vot(*, I say, 
Go to Brighton. 

MxVRcJATPk (By the Mayor.) j 

I don’t know what it can bo that ]>ooph* 
want inon^ than Margate can giV(» tlunu 
to send them abroad, wasting 
money on Frcnclimcii .if(“r Kiigli-Ii 
town councillors liav(‘ e\j.fiidcd biani 
and tinio entirely on the. t(u<*siiou of 
how to make, them happy. What are 
the conditions of the perF(*ct stimiiier 
holiday? If I might venture to offer a 
solution to tilth simple h(*ir‘propoinnh‘<l 
pniblem, 1 sliouhl siiy, The sea, sands, a 
pier, Klhiopiau scTenaders, bathing 
nmehines, Pierrots, a inultitmh* of happy 
]>('ople, ihinch ami daily, eonjurers, 1 
organs, eliildren iu fln'ii-amU, a Hall l>y 
the Stni, steamers bringing large parties 
all day. Ilen» in a few words are de 
scriluMl the (biid desidemta I if 1 may iKe 
the word) of the Kiiglish ht»li«lay maker. 
And they are all af Manjafe in profusimi. 
Nowhere else in tin* \v<»rld can you liml 
them quite as we have them here, As 
for Boulogne, Ktretat, Trouville pfK>h ! 

WKSTmN srpKlf M\I;K. 

dh' THE Mark.) 

Mr. Sims's thouglilful artieh* (le.serves 
the (nireful attention of all fiafriittie 
Britons. This is not naa-ely a <*ase 
where charity should In^gin at home, but, 
as the p(K‘t phrases it, ** What can the) 
know of Kughmd who mmeof Knglaiul 
know?” To dilate cm the merith of 
Weslon-suj t*r-Mart‘ would a work 
of Weston •'Wj.i-h i»cL'iti'm. for its heiuities 
are so ]»atent as to Inip to the eye of the 
most apathetic ohscTver, Tile air is 
rich in ozone iudml t niches of ozokerit 
have l>een discovered by some ex|«Tt 
analysts, and there arc <q>portunificH 
galore, as the Jri.-li ?,ay, for tithing, 
‘tennis, golf, ensjuet. ^^pillikin.-* and 
'Similar pastimes. !n elimait* wo ii\al 
the South of Krauee, with the udditiouni 
advantage of the proximity o{ tla* tiiilf 
Stream ; our shingh* inof e\i r.c* rdi:. n :!^ 
fine quality, and the t*ateriiig of the 
boiirding-lioitses is culcuhipHl to satisfy 
the most fa.*'tidious apiK*tites. 







JoNB 20, 1906.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. His low voice, liis 

ExTUAcrTKo T... Buut OF Toff, M.P.‘ 

Jlomc of (U)nnnouti, Monday, June 11. volcnce, suggest 
Now, (lour hoy,^ said tho AiDoricaii blessing rather tliaii 
AuibiiSKjidoi*, jilh'tMionaU'ly laying his bamihig the Bill, 
anu on sliouldiu' ol' llio- Puksidknt’h son- Once, for a liio- 
iu-Iaw, ol lato. arrived at Borclicstcr ment, the stagnant 
1 louse, “ yoirvo been ]u-eUy steadily on waters oC this Dead 
the go since your wedding day. What Sea of debate wore 
you want is a (|uii't time, it only lor an stirred by passing 
liour or two. Tell \ on what- wo ’ll go breeze. Seely 
down lo th(‘ House' of (Vnninons.” (Major) showed sign 

Puksioent’s son-in-law puzzled, of recurrence to 
(ialbers from iK'wspaiie.rs that the attitude familiar 
political camps just now are drawn up when, in the last 
in batth' array, lighting over <|ueslion Parliament, he sat 
that stirs tlu‘ lu'art’s blood of the peo])lo. on the very Bench 
I las heard it \vhiK[)cT(*d that so ])rofoinid ho now occupies, 
is tin* agilalion <‘V('n Misho])S hav<5 been noininally then as 
drawn iubi what., if uitiMvd by laymen, now a Ministerialist, 
would lie reganh'd as bad language. Threw out suggos- 
To H'pair to tlu' seime of (*ontrov(‘i*sy tion that tho lino 
did not appear on the la(*e of it precisi'Iy taken on Olause 2 
tlie thing for one in K(‘arch of a (piii't by Opposition was 
moment to do. not so hopelessly 

li turm‘d out that, as usual, the wrongasSr. Aucais- 
AuH'Hcan Ambassador km‘W what he tine Biiuiell do- 
wns talking about. vSeated in Hiplomatic scribed it. Siig- 
(lalhry, tin* visitors looked down on a gosted they should 
scene whose [ilacitlily was unndlh'd. It be mot half-way. 
cliaiK'cd that Alderman Anson was on 1’ho Noncoiifonnist 
Ins legs moving amendnumt lo (daus(‘ 2. conscience rudely 
As Miulst**!' of Fid neat ion in the late awakened. (Iries 
<»ov» rnnu'ni, the Ahh'rman’s [ilace is in of dissent breaking 
the \ an of ball h*.^ ’Tin be wliose martial forth beW (hmg- 
bearing should inspirt' the ()p[>osition way woko up tho 





so 


“ I never lea\o the House, Mr. ISpeukiu’ ! ’ 
(Ml*. Alph-s C'l-pli-8 M-rt ii 


'.'Oa f 




to sm atbu'k Jn whieh mnnbt*rs w<»ul(l be PiiiCHiUENT’s son-in-kw just as the earlier fored grievous disappointment at hand 
oviu'tlirown b> lIuMlauuthsss <‘oiirag(‘ of spell of the place had quietly clc‘sed l|is of Tommy liouai on ovo of adjournment 
the few. To t(*ll the inith, tlu're is (‘y(‘s. for AVliitsun holidays. He, hroakiug 

nothing bloodthirsty eitliiT iu tlK'appi'ar- Pight lion, gentlcineii on Front out of bounds, bad lieen promptly ro- 
am e »»r the spei'eh of tb(‘ Ald(‘niuin, ()]>p<iBition Ikmch instantly alert, Siif- captured. But he was a Minister, pro- 
perly subjected to discipline. Dilforent 
' with vSiCRLY, whom in Imiipicr days they 
used to howl at. 

I There were tears in Walter Tjono’s 

‘,..'>1 ^ \ honest eyes, a tremor in liis manly 

■' voice, when he promjitly row'., descanted 

ij. || shi*(W(l 'observaliou, souiwl judgnient, 

1 instinct, compolled respect and 

f |r ^ sk)uld command aticution. When 

^ lines, hope ran h\f^i in the sparsely 

^ surely was the l>eginning of schism iu 

i* 1 If the serried ranks before them. 

•I i I v/JT PuiNCB Aimimi adroitly attempted to 

' ^ i'* ! I 7r on feelings of House by presenting 

..V 'h.:,h J'A ^ liimeelf to it in the clmracter of a rat^ 

x’v if XV 'ft ^ payer. The move was a trifle inconse- 

' ^ , cpientiaL But there was al>out it that 

tcincli of nature that makes householders 
Kttmnn «*itoYAi.TY” in thb (Ulleby. kin. In the last Parliament, of which 

.•V.n*t.w I ... ... 1...V «f Ki..« II.K.A.) and the American Arnhwaador, for a Img time he both idol ami auto- 

^ * ' Mr W'hitAlttw lleid. crat, Prince Artiiur Would never have 
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A»K»»CAN **itoYAl.TY” IN THB (UUiEBY. 

/♦‘nttrtf f <nth *. *it ill luiv ttf Kilkg Theorlorfi', II.K.A.) and the Amwican Ambassador) 

Mr, Whitriaw Mtl 
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admitted the ccanmon infirmity of pay- WedT<">i^n'ii . — ^When business was rc- veil falling in presciM’C of a gioii]') of Old 
ing rates. In subtle form the homely sumed .if.-i-'Wlia-i- holidays Members Parbameutary Haiicls. mo Ikikck 

reference indicated the I'cvolutionary found inner Lobby dominated by a Arthur, w I k >, dnrm^ Ins r»f 

change effected within the year. Hum- colossal figure jealously shrouded from the House of C oiiuiions, loimd Ins most 
bled at the poU, the ex-pREMiER was head to foot in wluit looked like white red()iil)tal)lo a<lv(‘rsary m tli(‘ sttit<smau 
now little more than a ratepayer, with I gi*ave - clothes. It stood on guard l)y whose 'vorth to-day nn'o^nKsed aii<l 
the possibility of becoming a passive the central door leading forth from tlio extolled lu lelu*itous toruis ol goiniim* 


the possibility of becoming a passive the central door leading lortli iroin the extolled 
resister if Alderman Anson’s amendment Lobby, mutely keeping watch and ward warmth, 
to Clause 2 were ruthlessly rejected by with the Govemnient Whips lliero on 
a tyrannical Ministry. duty. ^ ... Bill couh 

As admitted, the circumstance of In reply to whispered inquiry it was Fridfi 


lUtftiuvfift LihonrfTs iln*hmd) 

Bill consiilorod. 

Fridnif wt/ld. A plirast* of I*arIiaiiM*n- 


As admitted, the circumstance of I In reply to whispered inquiry it was Fridnif }th/ld, A plirast* ol I arliaiiMMi- 
Prince Arthur being a ratepayer had made known that this was the countoi- tary Pneodnn*, Iiallo\v(‘<l by tlio dust 
no direct hearing on the drift of debate, fei t presentment of the S( 2 i' ire of Mau\ooi) of ages, lias disai>}»oaivd. ^ I p to I 1m* 
It was ncvci*tbe]css effective . ri*snm]»tiou of Sittings after 


to the extent that in the divi- 
sion taken at close of two 
hours’ discussion the majority 
was run down to 180. An 
hour later it rose to the normal 
range of 293. Which shows 
afresh how transient is tlie 
influence of personal sym- 
pathy even when evoked by 
the master mind. 

Business done , — In Com- 
mittee on Education Bill. 

rues^u?/.— Still liarping on 
Second Clause of Education 
Bill. Seely (Major) growing 
in favour with his old friends 
opposite. Moved Amendment 
that occupied some Lours of 
sitting. Finally drew con- 
cession from St. Auct-stini!: 
welcomed by Irish Members, 
sniffed at by Don Johi?:. Still 
there it was. Yesterday, Min- 
isters pressed on same point 
said they would ne’er consent. 
To-day they consented. 

Bumbled revolt on Radical 
Benches. Lupton of Lincoln- 
shire gives it to he understood 
that it was not for this he 
tiimed Harry Chaplin out of 
Sleaford. 

“Yesterday,” he mournfully 
lamented, “ between three and 
four hundred dumb mouths 
voted for the Bill, and this is 
their reward ! ” 

Metaphor a little mixed. 
What Lupton struggles to 
I explain is that Ministerialists, 
anxious for the progress of 
the Bill, remain mute whilst 
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A **Dcmb Muimi.” 


The Ghcxstly Professor, Memlicr for the Ingoldsby (I/f*goMd) 
Pivision of L:u('oInshire. 

(Professor L pt n said, “ between m) axjcl 4(K) dumb mouths vrit^l 
for the B IV') 


ri*snui]»ti(m of Siftings after 
WhitHUiitido it was tin* (mksIoiu i 

of Spfakku or CiiMiauv uf I 
( MiTiEKs, wbcu I b\ isitin 
was (‘tuning, to cry aloud, 
“Sfiangcr.-* nnist withdraw.” 

In tin* the injuiic 

titui was <'‘.n ‘I'-'i In all 
strangers la ami under tin* 
galleries «<ver the chH*K. 
tiradually (‘nntu'.-'-iion was 
inaile limiting it** address t»* 
‘*^rae•.'■r^ tin tin* Benrhes 
beji>\\ the (falli*ry. At the 
signal theM* were tnmdhd 
forth, conducted across the 
Menilieis’ I^fbliy bv tin* police, 
and lt*ft in thecenfrai lial! till 
the Division was o\er. I’Iicm* 
s<**ats under the C;dler>, l«*iug 
on a lev<*l of tin* llo«u*oftlic 
ILuiseand few in numtH*r, an* 
pri/.e»l po'^si‘^,iiiii resf*rNed fm* 
distinguished ’[‘he 

balanee was n*»lri>,m‘d by tlu-ir 
igiHuninuuu forth 

just when infiu'evt eutminated 
in a DiviMtUh 

FiMier new ngulatiMHi 
affecting Divishui't, Mraug#u . 
umler the <hdh*ry are per 
iiiitfe<l to remain. Aec»»id 
ingly the decree, **Strang<u.i 
n^n^t withdraw,” ntti ranct* *4 
which lias preluded through 
centuries ItiviHhuH that ha\e 
cliarigfHl the fai^e of history, is 
heard no mf»re froiiifh«‘<*hain 
Xow and henceforth “Clear 
the b»hhy” U the rariLunut 
tary e»|nJv;{lMit ot the ** I’p* 
HimnK tutd at Vm” with 
vvliich dill i»f»t 


others talked. The talkeis had got them revisiting a long-funiiliar pLicc. Hitherto Bigiiul the crisiri of tl«» hittle of \Vati*rh’(» 
way; the faithfully mute were betrayed, the statues of dead-aml-gono shitesmeu IhmavHH done. Piihlte IVustci* liill 
Lincolnshire, lie announced, would have been relegated to the Outer l/tbby. cliwusw^d. 

rather lose the Bill altogether than have The latest imvcilod was that of Mr. (i., * , , f",i 

it in the modified form into wbich it was wlio found liimself in company witli 

passing. ^ the silent presence of ORANViuj?,MTAFFom> AectmwNu to a ret»<»rt ' * • j • c! 


Evidently in these circumstances and at NoRraoerrE, and I-ord John kussErx, men 
tlvis rate BiU won’t be througU by Christ- with whom tlirougli a long life he “Tli.> nwn i:> I i,,- 

mas. Kecognising the fact, sudden reso- worked or fought. Under direction of jnml in tlw i..-,.!. i.-.- it am 
lution taken by C.-B. to shelve it till Mon- hi8Son,intheseday8FiBST('(t\iMi>-!ii.NKi: -rv t. beme.'’- 

day, when, the guillotine being set up, of Works, the Squibb looks down on 

headsofspee^es will^bemercilosslyoutoff. scene through which for full thirty years j Suspicion nl fimt mthtl n ■ 
Business done.— Committee on Educa- his massive figure moved and lowcrctl. mil <td», wtariiig a ilirlv «■ ’ < ■< 

tion Bill susuended. To-dav the doiTwwv wne nmi,iv,wl a. ' ' 


tion Bill suspended. 


To-day the drapery was removed, thej set-n in the \ieiiiitv. 





/' f I'.# / /r.*iw /,i'*/**#',' “ (in. \IM\‘ IIUi UUOKKN HVKltY imvlV. VVIH’IN TIIYTTIIKY 001IU> lAVTURIlt nVNDR (W WITir VN AIU-aUN THAT AUJ’HIR 

ini< Nil uuiv nii.\ \vi;nt wvw Ti» mmk w tuk (mes wkkk aU4 wkhip Ktut tiik uktuiin journky, wr (Hrls 'moucniT we would 

IHU \ IlMl Wf, hiimi \\\KX piiU SOMK TIMK \T V HoWl.K THAT M\UI(»IUR (WIIO IS \ HIT SlIOIH-HUmTRD, YOU KNO^\) HAD Ff»OND AMONO 
MUt «l Him\ , VMi If )SV oSt\ \MIKN TIIK MK.V M'FMNHKD TIIVT I HIT IT ! If TURNKH OUT Tt) BE \ FULL ONE, WIIK’ir TUB MEN HAD PUT 
M^W >«<ll UWl |(rHfr<in,IL'% VMi IN.sTKVI> ok OOMI'I.IMKNTINU MR ON MV 0001) SIHHITINO, THEY WKRR QUITE STUI'Pi’ ABOUT IT.” 


ill luuonw.s; wIiutluM’ U kto Ih 110 p()li(*(*- 
l|n\V I'O IiKAl/ WITH A IKK) iimii iu tlio iKM^hlMiurhcKMl ; wlmt. tlio 

{\o\Hv you boys want; ami any otlmr 
* ^ qiU'stioiLs of tli<* Hiiiim sort wliich iiuiy 

iiiMri'. iin* Hf*vi*ral wayn <li»aIin/[^ o(»(Mir to you nl. thu tiuiu. 
uith a liKlit. MOjiK* of \viii<*h an* If iho do^H n*fuKc* Ui Uiko advauta^^u 
U«nf*r tiua oftioi'M. If <*ifhi»rof the do^^H of tlio opportunity lliiw ^iv(*u tlioiii to 
i»u bull u\r(*llfril plan into cscapi*, adoj it a p(*n*iuptory tom* towards 

turn tiowfi tin* okiivM sido^Mtruot and tin* mob, wlnVli Hhould yot lx*. tin^n*d 
not to sii‘ if ; tint tlds jdan is with t*onHid(*nitioii for tii(*ir low (*Htate. 
in*l rf*ronitnomh*ft if ytiii an* lla* ownor l{omovuyour^Iov(‘H luii^^uidly, and pruss 
of fim witirb is boin^ killtnl, or if ibom wilhout ouiotion into tlio lady’s 
>■»*« tmpfinn to bn rn^-umpaoicil by y<mr hand, at tho samo tiino /i^ivin^ qiiiot but 
fnlnm wifn, as it is i*om'i*iyid)ln that it n*ji.s«;uriij;n rt‘plh*s to th« fuars whi(*h 
iiiinbt loVbfT yon in ln*r ostinmtion, fn» h1u» (*xpr«*ss(*s for your sufuty. Nuvur- 
obo tuny ovnit l«* so fcsilish as to fholnss, do not fail to drop unmistakaliU* 
iuMKttn* tiuit yon an* afraitl of the louts that tlu* danger is doubtloRs groat, 
brntf’S* ^ ^ although you iiorsonully pay no Ixoed 

T;ikt» fin* tnoro heroic Km\ and det*idc to it. 
to do ytmr dufy, Advutuv to^ the w^em* Wliea you again advance to the scene 
fd carimgi* with im»iliuin- siw'd, firm of combat iu order to separate the dogs, 
Ill the ho|H* that fin* dogs will you have the choice of several luethoda, 
L^*'j*mMte *if r!ir*!rowtt aemird, it will I«* most of which are so well known that 
a- Wfr’lt tu paii.'^i* hen^ and make a few they ueiKl not 1 h* n»t*ouuU*(l here. Being 
I'.i Mini t'cnurkcN ft) tho citiwil before pro- a bright. lubdligeut js'rson of quick per- 
n*t*fling fiiriher. Ask in u loud and ceptiou, ami possi-^>iiig as you do an 
r^mthhiit turn* whether the owm»rs uii* unrivalled insight into the character 
known; how long the fight lius la*i*u!of men and dogs, you will of (*ourso 


perceive at once which method it will 
lx* best to adopt. 

Now He}Himle llw tioijH. 

Having thus (*asily and coolly slopped 
the fight, put ycnir hands in your 
pockt*ts and retire from the ring with 
a smile on your face. 'J'akc little or no 
notice* of the. comidinicnts, if any, paid 
you by the crowd, l)ut go straight to 
tlu* lady, claim your gloves from her, 
ami at once Ix^gin to ])nittl(^ calmly 
and in an uniinpaKsioned manner about 
cxti^rior things of no importance, as 
though you considered your achievement 
no more moritoriou.s than alighting from 
a train, -- no matter whd your own 
pnratv thought ti <m the subject Tnay he. 

Stroll away from the battlefidd by 
her side. 

By attending closely to these accurate 
and minute instructions as to procedure 
and deportnxent, you will experience no 
difficulty in putting an end to the fiercest 
struggle which ever dogs did wage ; and 
your calm and noncluilant bearing in 
the face of extreme peril (tannot fail to 
make a most profound and lasting im- 
pression on the lady. 
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“TO NOROWAY O’ER THE FAEM.” 

If Wagner could only hare remained 
at Ills so-called worst, or worst but one, 
wbat a career he might have had ! He 
might even have been enthroned along 
with Bizet and Gounod in the popular 
bosom. But he was ambitious ; he had 
an insatiable fancy for improving himself, 
and others ; with results upon which I 
am not just now disposed to dwell. 

In spite of the inhuman phantasy of its 
plot, Der FUegende Hollander^ the work 
of Wagner’s early days when he knew no 
better, contains melody on melody of an 
unforgettable charm, of a tenderness 
almost domestic in its human appeal. 
And you can see what unaffected pleasure 
he took in them; how he never tired 
of repeating them again and again just 
for joy of their sweetness. Yet already 
the menace of his future greatness hangs 
over him. We trace it in the teirific 
pause (foreshadowing Tristan's most 
superb triumphs in this kind) daring 
which the action of the drama is hung 
up while Senta and the Dutchman stare 
poinirblank at one another on their first 
meeting. And when they had so much 
to say ! —she, the bride (already promised 
by her father) who was to save the 
wanderer from the infernal nuisance of 
these seven-year trips at sea; and he, 
standing beneath his own portrait, the 
hero himself, the realisation of her love- 
dreams. And there they stick and stare 
interminably, without exchanging the 
smallest civilities. Il is true that his ap- 
caraiicc may have been a bit of a shock to 
er ; for the portrait, ugly as it was, told a 
flattering tale, and the Dutchman^ by an 
excusable (confusion of ideas, had got him- 
self up as the Wandering Jeu\ I could 
quite undoratand, by the look of him, 
how it was that he always hiiled to 
secure a really faithful wife during his 
periodical descents upon terra firma. 
All this may account for Senta' a reticence, 
but does not explain his. 

Indeed, I found him, all tlirough the 
opera, lucking in initiative and agility. 

a man with his reputation as a 
Flier, he stood about too much ; and in 
the 3tire intervals when he set himself 
in motion he started stiffly and continued 
with evident reluctance. 

It began with liis landing in the First 
Act. You would have thought that after 
a spell of seven compulsory years at sea 
he would have been glad to stretch his 
legs on shore ; yet, after throwing off a 
carefully-prepared synopsis of the situa- 
tion, he leans fixedly against a rock, 
paying not the smallest attention to a 
mariner on another ship (bardy fifteen 
yards away), who challenges him through 
a speaking-trumpet. However, this may 
be explained by some flaw in the 
acoustic properties of the stage; for I 
noticed that the Steersman liims^ had 


slept all through the Dutchman's solo, 
which he sang quite loud. 

The career of the Flying Dutchman is 
too removed from common experience to 
touch the emotions very deeply, hut there 
is something very heart-breaking in the 
final and quite prosaic statement that 
falls from his lips at the moment of 
emharcation : — 

Den fliegeuden Hollander nennt man mich ! 
(I am known as the Flying Dutchman !) 
Here was the skipper who had had the 
Dutchman's portrait painted, frame and 
all, on his wall, and knew it by heart ; 
here were all these spinning women who 
had sat under it and thrown up their 
work every afternoon fpr years on the 
same old excuse — ^tliat they wanted to 
hear the halhd of his woes sung just this 
once more ; here was Enh^ who had seen 



“The Reauration of uer Lovk-Diieams.” 

Hebu van Rooy . . . The Flying Dutchman. 
Fjjl. Destinn .... 


him in a had dream the night before 
last ; here was Senta, who liad tbouglit 
and dreamed of nothing else for years, 
and now, with open eyes and a very 
perfect acquaintance witli his past, was 
prepared to share his fate and be liis 
Flying Dutch ; and llien he has the ftice 
to tell her before them all, “Thou knowest 
me not, nor thinkest who lam!” and to 
spring his name on them as a surprise ! 
No wonder Senta felt hurt and tlirew 
herself off the landing-stage (not a cliff, 
as the “Argument” says) in pure 
chagrin. 

I gather from tlie musical critics that 
Herr van Boot, comma tons lea Eoia, 
can do no wrong. Yet I thought that 
he addressed himself too much and too 
directly to the audience (even as I write 
I seem to he looking down his throat), 
and in the landing-stage soliloquy he was 
almost pedantic in his effort to enuncisite 
every word distinctly and forcefully, as 
if he wore conscious of the presence of a 


reporter at the hack of the gallery. I can- 
not believe that the idevl Flying IMch- 
Tnan would ever address the elements 
with so conscientious a precision. 

After seeing “ Mile.” Pestinn us 
Madama Butterfly I confess to being 
disappointed with “ Frl.” Dks'pinn in the 
part of Senta. Certainly she was happier 
as a Freiicliwoman singing Italian in a 
Japanese opera, than as a German sing- 
ing German in a Norwegian music- 
drama. Her voice was always a delight., 
and she sang the famous Ballad with equal 
sweetness and strength ; })ut her acting 
was restrained almost to the point oi 
mere negation. Perhaps she was put off 
by her shining blue bodice, wliidi was 
most unbecoming ; or else tln‘ speotach' 
of her hero as a kind of Admiral Bogey 
unnerved her. Whatever the cause she 
was not her best self, and the acting of 
Frl. VON as Elizabeth was 

still fresh in the memory of the audience. 
One had seen what sul)t]ety of expres- 
sion could he conveyed by the delicate* 
play of eyes and bands in a part not 
more emotional tban that of Senta. Htill 
I preferred the immobility of Frl. I )m’iNN 
to the demonstrative excesses of lh‘rr 
Burgstaller as Erik. In the Hecond 
Act, with the simplicity of its domestic 
interior, his melodramatic gestures were 
well outside the CAiuvas. 

Herr Knupper, who played Valawl, 
was at home with himself as a jolly jolly 
mariner, with his wt*ath(*r (we op(‘U for 
an eligible son-inJaw, But la* Iiad a 
duller time than on tin* previous (*vening 
in Tannhaiiaer, when, as the Landgrair, 
himself a figure out of i>autominu* with 
a blu(j velvet skirt and a mmii on the 
hack of his head, lu* must lmv«^ got n lot 
of quiet fnu out of tin* ({iiaiut guests 
that assisted at his coiu‘ert. 

Herr Niotan’s voice, as the Steersman, 
was perhaps a little thin in the lovely 
^Hieher SUdwind" air; hut he imturally 
didn’t want to wake the rest of the crew. 
The Sylnmndied went deliciously; and 
the whole company may regard it as a 
higli compliment lliat this of^cni should 
have been select<*d for l)r. Huiiter’s fare- 
well appearance on Saturday hist. 

Everybody’s love goes with him to 
Bayreuth. 

Latest Bully-tixLS from Chicago. 

What’s read in the book comes out 
in the Press. 

All ’s beef that cwls beef. 

Many a knuckle inak<^ a nickel. 

Pto-mainy cooks spoil the broth. 

Chemicals colour a multitude of tins. 


From an advertisement : 

“ On Tlmrwlay next, sale of antique 
furniture, china, etc., the property of 

Mr. , deceased, and of Mr. , who 

have removed fi-om their rert|)ective 
residences for the sake of the sale.” 
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I i trn ’ loii ' htifh ' I/O I Jlfhitr u'lhi h(H Irtui ( nfivlii *! dntni Utj /i jrtffar ri />'7 nf), “ Vm. ruoNV sbk tiik number, but couu) yon 
h»’np. ‘ VtUiUivw “I Bin; iut 1 don’t think ’ic ’K-vim mk." 


KA(TS SnT (JKNKI^ALLV KNOWN. 

. / */ trt »/ //'. «/ tlif U'/vV/Dj/.t o/ nitr 

/V / lit . 


Th: IM. i- ;i lunnlfTpiI Hnrun In pvory 
c*«»MiitrN !ii»u I* liliniry. 

A i«»l*»ni'l ’i'riti^lM lo n !iu*ljiu<'linl\ 
tinti vitli n P.i t ; ImM wIkmi Iip sinilns 
Iti v mn* Miiilp llu’ ,\nnu;; \vi«|nw uiiiy 
l*i**'ih tH 

\ i-i a wnrlhlc.^N 

.Mluuttatu'. 

A -nlirilur :i futliptly. white lininMl 
n on. ul»M niakti a ilnef^nt inrnine l>y 
•tiin*; «»nt * ■ ! ■ !*h lit* 
ihh{|\ “li h,»*t\ tnlliitinns, K 4 *r\<‘(l 
111 tia* ««!' tiuhlr i*linnts. 

i*u <|Miility |t»r liu^i|a!al work in tin* 
K.i^t Km*I a * ' irintl huly of fith* 
lit'' |h onh, O' l«‘Iiovi* t*u iatlH*r slmthiwy 
iw nh'ijit' th*a hop hn-'ltiiiMl ktvt*s iHU»lln*r, 
'/*• attire heiM'lfin amph* inonniiiiiC, mnl 
•t' P'M'k a U*\s nt*t*«*i^siri(H in a htnalt 
hht'k Im!.:. NMk iSaiii* uujlionliea hnvt* 
if that mIio ahnuht in athlitkai leave licr 
rinjt-A on Imr itre.aia;; tahh*, with the 
. .♦ ' j . ttfa ftlain haint hy 


a funn la*!* nc«*k ; but this (inali- 

licalhm is probably optional, 

Ih'ain h'VoiMa <’.^nlpl.lilIt unknown to 
ytair tliK’lor <»r mint*, but. tin* usual 
a(M’omji;mIim‘iil of tlonieslu* Iroabh* in 
the mansions til* tin* ^uvut) will invari- 
ably liallh* tin* skill of an onlinary prac- 
litmnor; bnl a nietlieal barom*t, arrivin^^ 
hy special train, ran cun* it by cou'-hioi; 
dryly and (‘n.h»rsin/j; tin* treatment pn*- 
i^oribiMl by hral laloaf. 

A l:u lii\ iiic *• wif(‘ is l)(*lter (for 
tin* cin‘uhili»iu i»r a daily pa]»er) than 
a rose hud garden td* beullhy-ininded 
uirls. 

A \illaiin if of ^<K»d family, will (*veu- 
tually die a hero's death in Afrit'u (or 
\vb**rt*ver <•»! p* i ccihi.‘in‘tl i»cople liappen 
to l«* ;i;ivin^r trtaihh* at tlie time td his 
lardy n-peni.uin*;. 

l\ married) is an unfortu- 
nate blit fuiilth*ssly dressinl individual 
\vln» speinls six months in the year hunt- 
in#^ for his wife with the aid of ineom- 
piUent (h*tcetiv(*s. 

'riu* proletariat eonslsU solely of 
Kreneh maids and itorK*<*men. 


Canned Candour. 

PllKSKaVKl) MrVTS IN' Giasses. 

Kv(‘ry Glass is fyiiuraiiteed absolutely 
pun*, clean ainl wholosomo. 

\YK KAT TIIIOM OPRSELVKS! 
Thai's the host rocoinmondatioa wo 
<*au ^dve*. of their purity. 


Au Experiment in six-syllable Bbyme. 

(Ik‘in^^ nil ohserviit/oii hy^ **’Erb” to tlio 
driver t»f his elmiHt-lKinf ; W'ith mi iisiflo to his 
friend flKNin* J 

\Va.s tli(*. night misty, elmrioteer? 

'Pis why wo kissed (*ach Haurikt here, 
# * # * 

(Drop on my distieli, Haury, a tear.) 


(“ Ia (iruujtt, where King Alfonso and his 
lu-ide can, at hint, Bay thedr ' Enjin mUnr 
wim Imilt . . hy Piiiur tub Kirni ... It Rtimdh 
Htill, prelly niach as itsttMKl then, in the midfit 
r»f a i»w-*pn--.-pu* and arid desolation. ”-*Paf I 
Mail f ni v'V/< . I 

Is thtwf (lays of eartliquakes and 
fmibs it is sometliina to know that a 
palace really does stand still. 
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Dnnin lyn ncrmc with/V/tT « birth, tho idea liaviii;; tuxairrad lo 

UUK DUUIvllMu*UrrlUc. CUhTimop to givo a cliajiter lo cacli ye»ai* of his life. Now 

{By Mr, PuncKs Staff of Learned Clerlis) a hero cannot have many advcnturos until ho is of an a^(* to 

Is his ai-ticle on MACREAnr, one of four tbit niako np wield a sword or fall in loir; aiyordin.Jy jicoi.lo icll /Her 
Moroy7'ap7is (JojiN MmUAY), Sir Theodoiie Martin incidentally stones while he grows u]). In this \\:i\ ihe fourth and lifth, 


period 


personid contact with most of the people who during the f^Uowhe was. fMuch inagi(» in the word s»Mi<w*hal.) 
last seven decades have won and held front places on the gather this is a deliglitlnl hook. 

T :x i. A J Tk Ti* 


varied stages of Literature, the Drama, Ai*t and Politics. 
Forty years ago, Theodore ISiIartin was a contributor to 27te 
Quarterly Review. From its pages he disinters articles on 
David Garrick, Maoready and Baron Swokmar, supplemented 
by one on RaoiieIj, which appeared in Blackwood at the 
comparatively recent date 1882. They are not exactly litera- 
ture, and if there was about tho time of tlaeir })ii*th anything 
in die nature of a glow it has meanwhile Jaded. But they 
are clearly-written narratives of the principal events in the 
career of each, recalling figures which to the preseni, genera- 
tion are antique. Sir Theodore rescued from tlie letters of 
the Ilogarthian critic LtchtenuerCx a vivid poiHuid-ink skekdi 
of Garrick on the stage. It is well worth preserving. We 
are reminded tliat Helisn Fauoit, who subsofjueutly hecamo 
Lady Martin, made her first footing on tlie stage under 
Macready’s management. On February 15, 1838, she phiyed 
Pauline in The Lady of Lyons. Sir Theodore bitterly comments 
on the morbid egotism of Maori^ady who took all credit to 
himself, as if the Pauline of the young actress to wliom tho 
first success of the play and its ultimate hold on the stage 
were mainly due had been of no account.” 'llic article on 
Stookmar is notable for quotation of what, as far as I reniein- 
ber, is ibe worst line purporting to be veme ever written 


J7/C Ihimif in onr MiM dilates 

On our peril from sfningcr'i within our gat***** 

And the author, Mr. \VAi;rKit Wood, 

Rubs It in^ for Ids country’s ginul. 

He s<‘es, with hiri<l ]>ro|»hetic eyes, 

Ijondon tetuuing with (i(»nnftii spif*s, 

Ready to mass at a word, and hand 
Britain forthwith iu flic Fatlicrland* 

The word is given, tla* alitum' drill, 
thins nr(i planted on PrhnroH#» Hill, 

And^ London awakens in blank dismay 
To find then* s th<^ v(n*y dcu<‘<* to pay. 

But, though he givis it his (’ouulry iuit, 

Mr. W(Km is a patriot ; 

He’s not the man to |icnnit the fin* 

To g(*t the b(‘«t of it ; Heavens, no! 

Tlu^ fleet arrives, and it s thnn* three 
For the rniou Jack and the Kino’s Xuv(*o : 

And finiks of Kt.raf<*gy isoiiunvhat h»os«4 
In tho matter of detail) /w// the df‘nce. 

N.B. TIu»rt» *s wane lovt* to relujve the killings, 
1 /ino is tho publisher; pra***, six sldllings. 


u-c . 1 j , - iutxivsr J[*KKi>KUin PiBitcE. A ever has Mr, Arrows \i nil’s 

symbol of a small Cupid forging tlie lieuds of Ids dniiilv 
C 0 .I, that % sp,« u ve.e.l 6.,^ of blmdnesa ,o be.” which b pla Jl <m tte UtLimi,r;rr all lb* UnS 

CiTOOKjfAii did not long survive this. issu^ from ^the Jlristol Pn>s». appeared with nains appro- 

«j! nr- T> -_i. T 1...7 . r. ... , . priatenm; for 37 <b Tmrclk’r'H .Itm is a bve-htorv in the 


Readers d Mr. Bmxio’s Path b Pome wiU remember thatjra^iW^Un; of irS « u a 

tel Hot. . bttfe K k™ them intem«ed|d»dd l» in a, im jCy-il l« ' 
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TlfH PAIIPKH’R PARADIFiK. 

i'(‘V(‘liiii(>ns point to Poplsir (ih tin* punpor’ii punidiKo,” 

Daihj 

I USKI) to 1)0 luuiniod : u plumtoin ol dmid 
Would liovor o’ idglitR round luy tciiTificcl hod - 
The ])hantoiii of Age with a hmiking account 
That had dwindled away to a niinuH aiuouut. 

Then bitten* would j-Iko the rogrotH in njy lu'iirt 
That r’d cvoi* Ikhul lured hy tlio sirenw of Art 
To dally with letters and fool away time 
In tlu^ idle, pursidt of the frirolous rhyme. 

Why, why laid my footBi.e])S been HulTer(‘(l to stray 
From the land of red taj)e and of regular ])ay, 

With annual increments, pensions tliat flow 
1\) (ddtu'ly parties of sixty or so? 

Hut glorious iK'ws has be(m brought to my ear ■ 
Away with you, sorrow ! avaunt, e.rav('u fear ! 

'Fhe j)hantoni that tilled me of old with affright 
lias now been transformed into one of delight. 

I hear there’s a havcni of plenty at hand, 

Where th<‘ ]aiupc*r may feast on the fat of the land, 
And whoso wtnild cnt(‘r its generous gates 
Has uothijig to <h) hut fo go on tin) nit<‘s. 

No liedoring Bumbles are there* to confound 
The ]>iiuper it ’s raflnn* the other way round ; 


For thoro lie is king, and lie’s able to boo 
The master, the cook, and the guardians loo. 

Is ho ragged? They Imshm to bring him n(‘w suits 
And soft undergarments and beautirul hoots. 

Is he. luingi-y ? They give him tlio l)t‘st of good eheei* 
Ik'ef not from Ohicago - and liarrcls of been*. 

As for work, lie is only exp(‘c.l(*d to take 
A turn in)w and then, just for (‘X(Mvise’ sak('; 

Or, should he be foml of the fashions, a chan 
Alay drive round the i>ark iii a smart little trap. 

'riion, Bcaiury, welcome! Old Ag(*, spe(‘d me fast 
To the. ])l(*aRaniest place' wlu'n^ one’s line's (*au bi' cast ; 
And help me, dame Kortane, to struggle to ]>or{ 

By hook or hy (htooKs to this Poplar resort. 


“ Miss 's troiiSHeau was of great laniuty, b(‘ing of crt*ani I 
satin embroidered in silver sliainrocks and oak leavt's.” 

Irifth Daily TeU^yntyh, 
There is ])ro(*ecleut for this. Duke Bailkv, it will be 
remembered, had gohlen b(K»ts and silver un(hu*c*lothiiig, while 

“ Dukolh Mcnitv, as f understand, 

Though mentally neuter, 

Ills lx)Ots wore only silver, and 
His underclothing jicwier.’^ 


Vi)L. exXX, 


0 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE TURF 

regarded as England's great source of joy in icidest conwxindLty 
h ^- ead " (Wordsworth). 

England, I hear your health is simply rotten, 

That you have lost your old prehensile clutch 
On popular ideals, and forgotten 
Those conunou faiths of which a single touch, 

Sharp as a pin. 

Was warranted to keep the nation kin. 

They tell me how a gulf as deep as Ocean 
Divides us, class from class, and kind from kind ; 
That as a nice we cease to share emotion, 

Nor can j^ou simultaneously find 
The self-same flutter 
Of pulses in a palace and a gutter. 

1 11 not believe it. I refuse to credit 
That view of England’s vitals gone amiss ; 

I say — and other optimists who edit 
The Sporting Press will bear me out in this— 

One thing rcTHiains 

That fires the universal heart and Irains, 

It is The Turf ! Ah ! There you have a passion 
Which all, without respect of caste, may blow 
Their time, their talents, and their ready cash on, 
Conscious of myriad types, for weal or woe, 

Sharing their lot, 

According as the Favourite wins or not. 

Yon Arab imp that, having staked his dinner, 

Borrows a Star to find he ’s won a bob — 

Not Midas, with a “monkey ” on the winner, 

Feels in his fatted heart a livelier throb ! 

He and the boy 

Thrill with an indistinguishable joy ! 

Is it not odd that hitherto no poet 
Has thought to mention how, with lord and serf, 
Whedier they plunge thereon, or rest below it. 

There is no equaliser like the Turf? 

Whatso our claim, 

The Starting Price is o?i6, and Death the same, 

==========^^ 0. S. 

THE REFORMATION OF SOCIETY. 

[While appreciating the fearlessness of the John Knox de 7 ioh 
M r* Punch still clings to the belief that the claKs which he attacks is 
more dull anJ stupid than vicious. J 

Dearest Daphne,- -With strawberries and crotim, roses, 
mousseUne-dc-soief and gardeii-partios, comes the yearly effort, 
to refoim us and make us better l)oys and girls. This year 
the effort seems to bo an unusually earnest and sthring\>iu\ 
Norti Vavassor went to hear one of tlie sermons, and tells me 
it was “ worthy of John Knox.” lie evidently metint that for 
praise, but, as I’ve never heard the Kcv. Mr. Knox preach, 1 
can’t be certain on the point. I’ve not been al)lo to go to 
hear any of the sermons yet, but what I ’ve read about them 
makes me feel (I wouldn’t own it to any one but you, my 
Daphne) quite a little bit serums. And then, of amW, one 
can’t help admiring anyone who stanris up and si)oak8 his 
mind without fear or favour. But do we ciuilo quite (Icsiutc 
all that is said of us? For hislance, that flicri' is “nothing 
realabout us except our sins?” Ah for not being “ivalV’l’vo 
always understood that ours is the only ('lass that (la«*s to he 
real and natural. Wc leave affectation and i)n*tcnco t.o ees 
(those strange, otitlying tribea, who are all “ladies” 
and “gentlemen,” and “i-evcrse” when they vak*.) As to 
“ sins,” of course I ’ve nothing to say on that suf)jec.t, K.xccpt 
in church and sermons, it ’s a word that isn't used. 


Du reste, there are some of us, who, so far froni taking 
the preacher’s words to heart or trying to profit by his warn- 
ings, are quite pleased that theil^ little peccadillos should 
be condemned from the pulpit. Yesterday, as I was coming 
out of Olga Fiton’r (oh, my owiiest friend, if you could have 
seen the Ascot frocks she created for your Blvnche ! - especi- 
ally the “ emotional ” one for Cup Day, a riot of rose-coloured 
chiffon, white ribbons, and white lace, meaning ‘'lam joyous, 
for I have backed winners ”), Trixie, IaicIv [..utiviNOTON, who 
was whizzing past on her nmioi-e/clo ((^iptaiii M.'SHeai, as 
usual, ill the tiailer), slowed down when she caught sight of 
me and screamed out, “ Bl\N(’HE, dearest, liav(‘ you heard the 
news? My little Free-aiid-Easies in Hill f^tieet have been 
poiutedhj referred to in the last Reformation Sermon. Isn't 
It lovely ? J feel two inches taller. J ’ve had siicli heaps of 
congrats by ’pliono and wire- -haven’t I, B.\rn ? ” tins to 
Captain MaWiem. She wound up with ” To be photogmijhed 
is goodi to be paragraphed is hotter, but when you ’ve arrived 
at being preached about, my dear girl, you ’ve got right there ! ” 
and she was off again. 

1 liear that Lady TiiisiiEnowN, who happened by some 
chance to be in town the otlier Sunday, went to church and 
heard a Refonnatiou Renuon, in whicdi an unmistakable 
allusion was made to the Thistledown and Hurlingham 
case. Poor little \voinan, she turned quite faint (she’s been 
a bit dotty and given to fainting oveu* since the cruel ordeal 
she went through last autumn in the Iauv (Vuirtsj and had 
to go out and borevivt'd in the jiorch. \Vi^ wi*rc all so sorry 
for her, when we heard of it. She was at the Bosh Tre- 
siLLVANs’ last night, looking clistra<‘l.ingly swH'f, but ratlier 
pensive and fragile. Everyone was congratulating her on 
her approaching marriage to Tommy Hi 

Bars is particularly hurt at our benng told that we “ havtj 
no Reuse of religion,” working as hard as we do for (harity. 
She says it’s enough to make anyone vow nevt*r to ac‘t 
in another Charity Play, or sing at a (harity or 

sell at a (harity Bazaar. She also says, with regard to the 
preacher having pr<»(licte<l, with sorrow, that any little* 
shortcomings wliicdi some* of us may occuisionally be* guilty of 
“wdll percolate through tlie c*lass(‘s right down to tin* 
masses,” that “from his point of view that pro.spef*t ought 
to he all right, and should lead to what In* would <*aU emr 
co?i/Tr#ie??,'for it’s quite certain that when our ifatiuers 
and customs come to he adopted hy Bri.xton and (’lapham 
Ke shall have done with them for evcT.” 

This is what Bars says, Init I ’m Ix^giiining to think that 
she is just a hit frivolous and superficial, my dear, and has 
an illogical mind. 

Atbeu, ina tonte cherie, 

Ever thine, BL.wnrK. 

P.K. Of {‘oui-se, it does sefun sad tliat “ the West End 
Churches are empty.” But is it all our fault? Sunday is 
such an imiHissihle day for church. AIkuiI the falleHl day 
<)t the s(»v(‘n. And lK*sides, wo'n* hardly any of im in 
town. If tin* Ken*ic<*a t*<udd be* chang^Ml to a UK»re con- 
venient clay, wiy Tin?stiay, when we ’re all haek fnmi W(*c'k- 
ending, I’m sure we’d simply mil wp, esiwhdly if a 
Reformation K*nnon wen* on the programme*. 

We an* sure that the writer ctf the foHcaving passage quite 
im*anl to be loyal, but he got his words wrong : 

“I'hpTt* wiiR (rtily on** thing Iiivking t<» iiuikf the Anetrt of 

I0(H; ow* (tf tin* most hrilHant in jIh hrillinut hmterv. Tliit* was the 
aijseno* of the QrhEN.” MamdtCHtcr Krntittg 

In the Social (‘obmm of The Ihryhrdet Aitjm men will 1 0 
sorry to n*ad that “ Flower hats are to lie fasirnmahle, ainl 
some say tlmt the corM shirt has come lo stay.” In fact ii 
has come to stays. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Kaiser’s telegram congratulating 
tis on tlie death of Bambaata has mis- 
carried. 


Our Government has explained to the 
German Government that in the pro- 
jected Entente with Russia German 
interests are not aimed at. Fortunately, 
however, as a nation we are poor marhs- 
men. 


The first period of the Naval Man- 
oeuvres has definitely jjroved that Great 
Britain can meet a sifdden and unex- 
pected emergency with celerity and 
success. Our preparations, however, 
are of course not directed against the 
anticipated attack of any definite foe, 
and there is therefore no occasion why 
Venezuela, for instance, should take 
iinihrage. 

One of the Labour Members stated 
last week that when he was returned at 
the head of the poll he was kissed by 
many ladies. Thank Heaven, whatever 
else may be said about our womon-folk, 
it call never be said that they lack tlic 
courage of their tastes. 


“The ladies were, of course, very 
much in evidence duiing Asquith week,” 
says a careless contemporary. 

Motorists are stiU expressing their 
indignation at a recent disgraceful in- 
cident when one of their number, because 
he could not pay a fine at once, was 
taken to prison, and forced to don ugly 
convict garb in the place oE his liecoming 
goggles and motor coat. 


And the fuss made by the Kensington 
Borough authorities because so many 
lamp-posts have been knocked down by 
motor vehicles is declared to be most 
unjust. If the authorities choose to 
place the lamp -posts so near to the 
motor-track they must take the risk. 


The statement in a contemi)orary : 
“ The general angling season has begun, 
and coarse fisheimen are flocking to aU 
the southern rivers,” has given great 
offence. Anglers declare that their 
language will compare favourably with 
tliat of golfers or any oilier body of 
sportsmen. 

Itisrumomed that Mr. Up'roH Sim’Uiii, 
the author of Tlie Jungh, is at work on 
a new novel on the subject of tho War 
Stores Scandals, and that tlio name of 
the book is to be The Bungle. 

The Professors at the Ooruell Medical 
School are puzzled over the case of a 
patient who changes colour whenever 


the atmospheric conditions alter. It is 
thought possible that he may have par- 
taken of Potted Chicken made from 
chameleons. 


In consequence of medical strictures 
a new form of stocking-suspender for 
children is about to be pkced on the 
market. After being fastened to the 
stockings, it passes twice round the 
waist, once over the shoulders, once 
round each arm, twice round the neck, 
and once over the head, and the strain 
is thus fairly distributed. 

It seems only fair to caution ladies 
that the article by Dr. Elaiibr Gates in 
The Annals of PsgehleaL Hclenee on the 
Transparency of Bodies does not treat 
of the Peekahoo hloiise. 

The experiment of stocking Ijondon 
parks with butterflies lias proved a 
failure owing to tho oi)])osiiion of tla^ 
spaiTows, who ol)jec*t to over-crowding, 
and therefore destroyed tlu‘ catt^rpilkrs. 
In any eviMit the ])roj)Osal that 
l)iiUorfly should wear a hnm to 

show tile pai*k to whi(*h it lH*long(*<I 
would have been diflicull to carry out* 

A correspondent writ<*H to a coiitiun- 
porury to suggest that, if vessids (^ontaiii- 
ing drinking water be jdact^d in a 
garden, birds will not take tho fruit, as 
it is very often thirst that <’aus(*s tlu‘ni 
to do so. It is, however, important, \v(^ 
understand, that plainly-writ t(*u nptic(\s 
1)0 atta(die(l to the fruit tiv(*s pointing 
out where the other refreslmient may 
1)0 ol)iained, and e.Kt»laiuing that tlunv 
is 110 option in the uuitter. 

We fancy that after what has hupp(iiu»tl 
to a Mr. Khaus, of Budu-Pesth, thefts 
of crocodiles will become less csoinmon. 
Mr. Kkaus broke into a Circus at night- 
time to steal a crocodile, hut when, in 
conscquoiKie of Mr. Kiuis’s sipuids, 
assistance* camo, it was found that the 
erocodilo was stealing Mr. KR.Vl^'^. 

A gentleman lust week acchhmtally 
trod on the toe of a bull-dog. 'llic bull- 
dog then bit the gentleman’s leg. TTikui 
the gentleman remonstniting, the bull- 
dog explained that he held a theory that 
Iiuiimn beings cannot feed ])ain, and he 
referred the gentleman to Air. K. 
ItOBINSON. 

Hostesses continue to experience clifii- 
culty in getting a sufficient supply of 
dancing men, and the trouble is appa- 
rently not confined to I/mdon. “The 
Hoi)s in Kent : Herious Outlook,” is the 
title of an article in The Tribune. 


THE DOG’S NEW OALTflNC}. 

The Daily Mall, never at a loss to 
improve the shining hour, hasiss a lead- 
ing article on a recent murder in a rural 
neighbourhood, and cuiieliides with the 
following novel suggest ion : - 

“In many hoiisi^s the woiikul and 
children are left by ihiunstdvc^s tinring 
tlie day owing to the hushand’s 
alisonce in the City, and thi‘rt‘ ari‘ 
coiisetpiently gn^at pi.s‘.i!,lliti(S for a 
hold thief, while the t*hun<‘(‘ of (l(‘t(‘(*- 
tion anti pniiishnuMit is rather suialhu’ 
than in th(‘ town, . . . 'rin* t‘.\pe(ri(*ii(*y 
of maintaining a dog for ]U’ot(‘etioii 
has l)eeu urged by inan\ of our 
( 'iiTi spoMilfiiU. and e(*rlainly thi‘se 
r.iiiiifiil i'l ii'ini.- of man will geiit*nilly 
seeure iiniminity from tin* worst typt* 
of tranip, wlio dn‘ads a thig inon* 
(‘ven than h(» fears tlu‘ j»olie<*. Hut 
tin* (log shoukl lu» of some stn^ngth 
and size, abh^ to l)it<‘as wt‘ll as to bark, 
Perhaps tht‘ .VirtMlale, from his well- 
known eourugt* and fidelity, is th<‘ 
lu‘st hrtH'd forhonst* protect ion, thoiigli 
the l)ull-t(‘rritT runs him elost*.” 

Here at hnt w(‘ find adnmbraftMl tin* 
inn* lluMlog, and om* mort* dtdil, 

is add(‘tl to lht» long roll uhieh W(‘ owt* to 
(he enterprise and supieney of tin* young 
se(*rs of Cannelitr* S(r(*et. ’Plie dog is a 
protiHttta* a l<‘ading arlieh* .sa\s so. 
\V<» had ulhofeourst*, mi.sunderstuKl him 
for so long. Wi* hail been looking up<»u 
him mt*n*ly as one who won <‘nps on tlie 
Held of Wnterl(H); who pur-^uc’d rabbits 
and foxt'S and stags; who lt*d bliml 
men through tlie stn'c'fsand ran b(*himl 
< uni.igi and killed rats and worrhul 
eats. Bui now \\v know belter. The 
dog is to be used to guard llu* Imuse. 

Tis Hweet to IwMr th»* nuleh ItJirk, 

some |KK»l of the future maybe will sing, 
when the dog's new csilling i.s firmly 
enough esfai dished. 


Baiting tba Wind. 

From a eoutemporary : ** A telegram 
reeeived fnna Ilelston .states that u 
(lermau sailor has htm handed o\(*r to 
the Navy aiithorifleH on a ehargt^ of 
stealing the Utvese'* 

Ix a lemierette in the Hall Tintes the 
wriltT, afti'riUvelling on the <rhea[» hsnls 
freely imiiorted into this country, and 
hou,o:tiiiug n*rtaiii forms <»f ml tape 
that hamper the English farmer, ends 
up; “Are we stniining at gnats and 
awallowing camels V ” We slanddn’t k* 
a bit Mii-j.ii-i'd. 


SaaiKsiKU Morn* tor Hair IU^iorkr. 
* Wi«*i r I ^ a jidn to the Vriehet 

Headline. 
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SEPTIC! HINTS. 

liij a 

[“It, iH oftPii (liiliciill, io avoid c'rcuiiwtanues 
■which invoUv a Rqiticv toiicli. What asRurancp 
is there o£ tlie cleanlinesH of the glass at ro- 
Jfreslirneiit bars ; of the knife ami fork at the 
en/ii? What filth may linger in the chinks of 
the coin of th(‘ realm; what ohjeotioiialde dirt, 
may he left on tho door handle " -'/'/ic /jinurf.] 

Aktkp lh(' ropcMited sluK'ks wliicli our 
n^si^ected couiiMnjiorary lias laitdy heon 
(lojiling to the iiorvcs of its readers, w(‘ 
think it iiO(*(‘ssary to draw up a few 
simple liygiciiic mouiorauda for puhlic 
and domestics ^uidtince. 

On" Risixo m tiik MouNma. 

1. Don’t take the. water in, unless 
you arc sure it has been clistillod; 
treated with hariiim chloride and per- 
manganate of potassium, and redistilled 
over K TI R (\ to fix any ammonia. If 
the honseniaid does not possess this 

I elementary eheiuicsal knowledge, decline 
to wash at all, ami have an air-bath. 

2. Use a new tootli-hrush, or else 
have a fresh set of false teeth, each day 
— whichever you think is less dangerous. 

3. Do your hair with your fingers — 
brushes and combs are simply deadly 
bacillus-traps. 


4. Keoj) your soap, sponge and shaving 
tackle under an air-pump, to choke olf 
the microbes. 

5. Slop in bed. 

Ok 'I’akiko Bukakfast. 

1. Don’t read your letters or news- 
pa])ers until they have been baked, 
saturated with a disiufeeiant., and put 
through the mangle. Tho Postmaster- 
(leneral is most ctareless in these resy)ectH. 
Bills and circuhirs should bo lU’oinptly 
sent into unlimited quarantine* 

2. Refrain from eating any batton, 
fish, kidneys, &c., over whicli tho Puhlic 
Analyst has not held an inquest, or eggs 
that have not been sat upon by the 
Coroner. 

3. Keep your moutli elosetl through- 
out tlie luoal. 

Ok Ooiko u) Business, 

1. liefuse all cliango tliat may be 
offered you by booking-clerks or ticket- 
collectors ; if you do not care to hjse 
such sums, insist on having mwly- 
minled coins handed you, wrapped up 
in sterilisod cotton-w<K)l. 

2. Don’t open any carriag(>» doors 
yourself, but send for a properly certifi- 
cated Hospital Nurse to porfonn this 
risky operation. 


3. If you viuHl go to a n^fn^shment 
bar, Udee your own filler, glass ware and 
crockery with you, also assorted repartees 
to any ouimnenls made by Ihe barmaid. , 

4. Stay, it possible, at home. 

Ok LuKuiriKa at a Cafi5, 

1, Demand an interview with the 
proprietor and imiuire if he has a clean 
hill of health. 

2, Iio({U(‘st to l)e shewn over the 
kitolit‘11 (using, of course, an ast‘ptic 
n'spiniioi'b and satisfy youvs(‘lf that 
notliing tinned is to be found in the 
C'^hibli'^hiiiciii. 

3, Having thus filled u]) the luncheon 
hour, if necessary at various eating- 
houses, postpone your rc^past until your 
return to your own ase])titi dinner-table, 
l)y which time you will have lost such 
appetite as you may have had. 

Ok Takiko a IIouoAy. 

1. See that the district you select ia 
thoroughly deodorised, det(‘rgc<I, aiid 
denuded of genus against your arrival. 

2. Travel thither by balloon, having 
previously S(mt your obituary notice to 
the papers, and 

3. Drop into the sea. If this .doesn’t 
cure you of any septic tcmlc^ucies, wo 
fear nothing ever will. Zkj-Z.uk 
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" Chicago packing sheds, shaking two chicken, flaunting the label ot one of 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, hemispheres wiili apprehension, have the great packing houses of Chicago. ^ 

■ Estraoted prom the Dur? op Toby, M.P. quickened unworthy suspicion. Last He met the charge with simple dig- 

' House of Oommons, Monday, June 18. week was darkened by rumour that nity. Did not deny the existence of 

—A painful scene unexpectedly ruffled something had happened. Dire dis- the incriminating compound. But how 

I the feelings of crowded House gathered covery, it was said, had been made, it was dumped on the pi eini^scs ho knew 

in anticipation of fight over , no more than did King George 

■Closure Resolution. Few ’ 

Members more respected ^ dumpling. He might mention 

than James Alfred Jacoby. ^ delicacy luid becai 

Honoured at home, he is a -4 ^ the table of 

Member of the Town Council Ministers or private Members, 

of Nottingham; has been V ^ ^ upstairs, iii the dining- 

High Sliu-iff of the County. \ r” ' room of the Press (uilhuy. 

■His modest mien, his obliging ' ' Iloiise obviously relieved at 

nature, liis intimate acquaint- ; ^0^ \/ * 'tc; J • “ information. A n^ljortor 

■ance with lace manufacture, ' / i - :’■/—’ more or It^ss carru^d oIT by 

have endeared him to four ' \vv corrosive chic.kim, though a 

Parliaments. -V. h - J regrottci])le iucKleut, was not 

When under the weight of ®!8ZB2i&^\ ' irreparable. Btill, the con- 

other State cares Mark Look- RSlv "f was uni>h‘usant. It 

WOOD resigned the Chairman- was, as ALWiKrs ( leohivs oii(h‘ 

ship of the Kitchen Committee, l[ 1 acutely remarked, “opening 

the House with one accord fhe door to the tliin (*n(l ot 

itiumed to the Menihor for ^ fhe wedge.” If (Miicago 

Mid-Derbyshire. It was con- | Y canned chicken \v(‘re ]Kn*- 

beded tliat he lacked the war- * mitted to fluthn- through tlu‘ 

bronzed countenance of the Press Gallery diniiig-rooni, 

gallant Colonel. Nor would \ it might come homo to nnist 

he be anywhere in it in a , ^ wdiere Membei*s sat at meat, 

.competition for a prize for ^ ^ Lr. — with 

wearing hat at furthest angle - — honest emotion Jvmks iy.FHEn 

at back of head without dan- ^ V 1^17^ • V > protested that the Kitcluni i 

ger of losing it. These are, ^ '^|b' ; tVimnittee pun-liafCil only | 

however, trifles which really joints,'’ an<l ot tlnnn | 

have nothing to do with the ilispi'u-iMl the primest | 

administration of the Kitchen • • cuts. Promising that stri<'l 

Department. They are man- James Alfkkd.” cn(j[niry shouhl he nuah* 

nerisms which a stiong person- a/t i i m • * i \ hito tla» <‘in‘uni.sfanccs, hi* 

ality has associated an (Mr. J c-l,y.Ohanamoftln-K.Uke«('omuut......) 


r i 

X'dr;. 




it was dumped on the premises ho knew 
no more than did King George 
how the apple got into the 
dumpling. He might mention 
that the delicacy liad beeax 
served, not at the table of 
' Ministers or private Members, 

. but upstairs, in the dining- 

rexxm of the Press (hill(Ty. 
House obviously relievenl at 
. this information. A reporter 

more or ]t*ss carrii^d oIT by 
corrosive chic.kiui, though a 
regretted )le incident, was not 
irreparable. Btill, the con- 
tiguity was unph‘asant. It 
was, as ALWiKrs ( •leohi vs t)n(H‘ 
^ acutely remarked, “opening 

the door to the thin (aid of 
the wedge.” If (Miieago 
camnal chicken waa-i* ]Ka*- 
mitt(‘(l to fluftta* through th(‘ 

" Press Gallery diniiig-rooni, 

it might come home to nnist 
%vhen‘ Mend)ta*s sat at nuvii. 

In voice tnanbling with 
honest emotion Jvmks Ar.FHKn 
protested that the Kitcluai i 
Committee ” puri-liaf.eil only | 
tin' h(sf joints,'’ and ot tlnan | 
ilispiai-iMl tin* prim(*st j 

<aits. Promising that strict 
<‘n(j[uiry shouhl he made 
into th(‘ cinann.sfanc(‘s, hi* 
was r(*l<‘astal oa his own 


jL^cp-anmeui. J-iiey are man- ** James Alfkkd” enquiry miuuiu ne niaoe 

nerisms which a stiong person- a/t i i m • ' px/ i \ hito tin* cinann.sfanc(‘s, In* 

ality has associated an (Mr. J c-l,y.Ohanamoftln-K.Uke«('.,muut......) 

honourable office.^ But they are not To-day the storm burst. James Au’red n*cogiiisaiici‘s. 

inseparable from its successful adminia- was brought up at Bar of House, Husihvhs r/om\ AgnM»d to citwun* 

iration. ^ fonnally charged with Ixnng a party Kdiication Bill so as to g4‘t it through 

James Alfred came into office at a to purvo^dug, on bolmlf of the Kitclnm soinewhcn* about mid July, 

critical epoch. The old order had Committee, a tin x>urporting to contain Tumlay nujUt, Ilousi* sat till half- 

changed, giving place to new. , ^ past two this morning wran 

The aristocrat had been f ’ glina' over (Itisun* UuhvL 


changed, giving place to new. 
The aristocrat had been ehasse 
from Westminster by the 
democrat. The old Is, Qd. 
dinner was no longer market- 
able. What was wauled is 
kno-vvn in the season at Mar- 
gate, Soutliend-on-Sea, and 
other fashionable resorts as 
“ A Bob a Nob ; ” Anylieb, a 
shilling a head per meal. To 
tliat problem the new Chair- 
man of the Kitchen Coimnittee 
set himself Avith a tireless 
devotion, an intelligent appre- 
ciation of the situation, and 
an ability to command it, un- 
Burpasseci in combination. 
The shilling dinner pro- 
vided for hon. Members is a 
masterpiece of liberality, a 
mystery of ingenuity. 

There is the rub. How 
can it be done at the price ? 
Recent disclosures about 










Mr, Ciwm-KO ah th« “Privatk SBt'Rmmr.’* 

“ Do you know I ’in taking quite ft ditilike to yon ! ” 


gima' ‘»v«*r v'ltjxurc kumvl 
(’ ituhv-i'Ui made at 'I’abh* that 
in Hucc(‘H,sion (if Divishms 
strunget thingH liappeiaNb 
AIi*inl>t*r fur Ktwt Ki'rry d(*- 
Hcribcd la »\v, hearing the liivb 
Kion bell clang, and iHJit'sing 
it Kutntiuitu*it to si*ttleiia*u( of 
({ti(*htiou of !i<‘ voted 

in the “ Xo ” Libliy, Afn*r he 
pahH(*d the Telle^^4, dis<*4JV(‘ri*d 
that he hud iisHi-^ted in in*- 
gttitving a favourite ameitd* 
luent Hating to Part IV. of 
Kilucsitiou !tilL 
^ Xot a inonif*nt to In* lont. 
Tuder new n*giihittouaa Meiu- 
Ifttr of itii|iitrtiul ititiid may 
u» lilt UH* |K>iut4*d ont wiieu 
Jptwnimending hta new Htdanne 
to favour of Hoitsi* vote in 
Inith in Hut't^^Hniotn 

Jf prfjudice hold iitiii ete 
dminr*(l he may vote twht^ in 
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the same Lobby. E emembering this, Mr. 
Murphy girded up his loins, got round 
to the “Aye” Tjcjbby, and had his vote 
there recorded. 

The worst of it was tliat the secret 
would be out on circulation of the 
Division List in the morning. 

One potato may be like another, but 
it happens that we have only one Murphy 
in the present House, and, being scarce, 
wo could not afford to Lave liim dis- 
persing himself over two Lobbies. 
Thing to do was to take Teller into his 
coulidence, g('t Imn to strike his name, 
out of “ No ” List. 

Toller awkwardly obdurate. 

“ What L have told, I have told,” he 
said, grimly, 

Mr. MriiPiiY is Cliairiium of the local 
Gaelu; Athletic Club. In (U)ntril)iiting 
biogra])lueal notes to oiio of tlio Parlia- 
mentary i-oinpilid ions, tic proudly records 
that lie. “has beaten a Meiulier of the 
CVnlral KxecMitive of the Garrick Ath- 
letic Association.” Hhoidd he add to 
renown by hustling tlnMiluhimte. Teller? 
(In ndleclion, concluded he had bethM* 
not. What ]>ass('d in Last Kerry for 
little frat(M-ual j)lt‘asautry would at Wost- 
minslor he n^garded as assaidt and 
bafttuy. Walking homo in the roseate 
Ousli of tlu^ bn'uk of a »Iuuo day, lie 
eoncluded iiotliiiig I(‘ft for him Init to 
inak(* clean breast of affair as soon as 
Kpkakkr t(K)k the (Ihalr at afternoon 
s^ttiu^^ 

Tins pretty well to begin with. Ihii 
resources of Jieland are illimitahle. 
llonours of the day should not ex(‘lu- 
sively (irowu Hast Kerry not if West 
(Wan could Indp it. I\Tturl)e<l Mr. 
Mtiupiiy lia<l handy resumed his seat' 
when up got Mr. Kknnkdy. 

“I desin^ to say, Mr. iSpkakkr,” ol)-j 
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! served the Member for West Cavan, 
pride in his f>ort, exultation in bis oyo, 
“ that 1 also voh^l in both Lobbies about 
half-past two o’clock this inoruing.” 

Kvidoutly somi'lliing must bo done. 
Epidcnnic of this new form of cross- 
vothig threatened. Hpkakkh, hastily 
inter])oHing, gave directions that names 
of th<^ two Miaiibers should be ])rescrvcd 
for the ine(litation of posterity in the 
particular Division List with which on 
rcfl(*ctiou each desired to bo associatnl. 

liufiinvHH (lo}tr, -With synipatli(*ti(‘. 
ivssisfanco of guillotine, Glause 2 ad<led 
to Education Dill. 

FviiUiij nhjiti. - Influenced by far- 
reaching tmdidou, House of Coninions 
is capal)lo of nminlainiug appcaram‘.o of 
studious gravity in circumstances how- 
ever absurd, l>h*k friend 

tlio Marehmieas, “making boHevc” 
when she had no lemon peel wherewith 
to flavour her home-made beverage, 
would be nt> matcli for lion. Members in 
analogous circumstances. Ihit, really, 
the attempt at pilcdicd battle round the 
Ministerial pniposiil to closure Educa- 
tion Dill too much for their trained 
patience. 

In obedience to summons from Whips, 


came down on Monday in numbers that ' 
for the first hour of sii.tiiig gave House | 
animated appearance. But when O.-B. 
roticl a statement showing hoAv, whilst it 
was wrong to erect the guillotine in Ooin- 
mittco on the Education Bill of 1902, 
it was not only correct but patriotic to | 
sot it up in Goinmittee of the Education 
Ihll of 190(5; when Priwuc AitTiuai, 
following, worked hhnsoll iuto^ out- 
burst of almost genuine ])assi(m in the 
course of demonstrating l)(\yoiul contra- 
diction that, whereas in 1902 no states- 
man who liad the best interests of the 
country at heart could sleep in his hod o’ 
nights till he had closured Opposition to 
the Education Bill, such a step tak(*n in the 
year of grace 1900 in n*spect of another 
Edueatiou Bill was a dark unholy deed, 
bianding the brow of the Minister 
responsildo for it with indelible mark of 
guilt- lh(*8e things done, Members on 
both sides, yawning, strolled forth. Did 
not return till the Division l)ell clanged, 
wlum, as wo have se<‘n, two of them 
attempted to put things straight by 
voting twice in divergtmt Ijobbies. 

As Memmi for Bark ^lys, admitting 
the principle that it is the tluty of 
the Opposition to oppose, all practical 
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purposes would liave teen served and 
business accelerated bad C.-B. recited 
witb the very few verbal alterations 
necessary PniNcaa Arthur’s speech on 
moving Closure Resolutions four years 
ago, Prince Arthur responding by read- 
ing from Hansard C.-B.’s indignant 
denunciation of the course then adopted. 
Box and Cox being thus both satisfied, 
the curtain might have fallen on the 
farce and the real play begun. 

But they manage these things better 
at Westminster. 

Business done , — See Parliamentary 
report in morning papers. 


A MIRACLE OPERA. 

TfiE idea of Le Jongleur de Notre 
Dame imposes itself as a novelty by 
force of a certain grotesque pathos in its 
incongruity. Yet there is nothing novel 
in tlie dedication of just any form of 
art as an act of worship. It is older 
than the dances of the Maenads, than tlie 
cymbals of the Corybantes ; it is as old 
as religion itself. And when Jean, the 
jongleur-tumed-monk, sings his secular 
folk-song and dances his heathen break- 
down in honour of the Virgin, there is 
nothing more grotesque in this than, 
for instance, in the rude and tawdry 
tributes of the winter’s art which dis- 
figure so many Roman Churches, or - 
: to take a closer parallel — in the em- 
’ ployment, for Christian decoration, 
, of such pagan motives of sculpture 
as are satirised by Browning in his 
• poem The Bishop orders his Tomb at 
St. Braxed's. 

The opera calls itself a Miracle in 
Three Acts.” The alleged Miracle (which 
only occurred in one Act, the last) con- 
sisted in the movement of the statue of 
the Madonna, which stoops to bless her 
devotee; but the real miracle was that 
the statue kept still as long as it did. 
Its immobility, with whatever mochaniciil 
assistance, reflected tlio highest credit 
on the unnamed lady who played the 
part. . This feminine element (the only 
one apart from the chorus) lent to the 
play a certain quality of romance; 
natural enough wJien one recalls the 
mediaeval confusion between amatory 
and devout sentiment in the worship of 
the Madonna. 

I suppose poor Jean's death was a 
necessity if lie was to have a lialo of 
electric light, hut it seemed rather per- 
functory. I have never seen a decently 
constructed man die from nervous ex- 
haustion witli so little excuse. 

The motive of the play was too thin 
to ])c spread over three Acts. Perliaps 
the middle one was required to show 
how the various arts might be called 
into the service of religion, and so to 
lead up to Jean's unique perfoimance, 


but it had to he spread out with stodgy 
dissertations on the respective merits of 
sculpture, painting and music. It 
ended, however, with a most delightfiil 
recitation by M. Qtlikeht, as Father Boni- 
face, Master of the Allied Art of Cookery, 
who gave the legend of the Rose and 
the Sage (the vegetable, not the Champion 
of Bouverie Street) with the utmost 
felicity of voice and maimer. Boniface 
by name, and Boniface by nature — never 
has the physical rotundity of this cliann- 
ing singer of chansons had ampler 
scope ill any role or under any title. 

As far as" M Massenet, the composer, 
is concerned, the opera probably owed 
its existence to the opportunities which 
its theme afforded for the adaptation of 
early folk-songs and church music. And 








M. OlUBEBT 

M. Laffittr 


, Boniface. 

• Jma le Jongleur. 


a good enough reason, too, it belhii* oiu^k 
were wanting ; but the work nnist still 
fall under the liead of Little, and not 
Grand, Opera. C). S, 


** A MEMnBR of ”thc PlaylKK)^^’ (Uub ” 
seutls the following inton*sting of 
green-room gossip. It sccnris that Mr. 
Bkrn.vrt) Silvw hit upon the idea of liis 
new play when ho Wiis one day watch- 
ing the dentist s(^c»ne in his own dnmui 
Yon Never Can Tell. Tliat is how 
Shaw Ackers came to 1)0 written. 


Small Jhy (miding moueg atiirle in 

E *). Pa, what does “slump in (^in. 
” mean V 

Pa. It means, iny }K)y, that there is a 
falling off in the deinniul for 
Packei-fi. 

Motto foii thk Prmj(’, .srtn4t:sTEi> iw 
THE Bkef Trust. “To the \mn> all 
things are pure.” 


HINTS FOR THE HOLIDAYS. 

The Cheap Sleep Curb. 

(By Old Fulsome.) 

Like the gifted author olThe Shingles 
of Pain, whose sapiencies adorn The 
Outlook, I do not advise anyone to sleep 
out-of-doors in a town, for the cast-iron 
rhles of a sophisticated civilisation inter- 
pose insuperable obstacles. But in the 
country, as Rahelais says, e'est nne autre 
paire dc hotlines ; nay more, it is one of 
the cheapest and healthiest luxuries 
imaginable. It is the siinide life In 
excehis. Out of doors all that the slet'per 
requires is sjiace, solitude, turf, and a little 
eminence where there is a view.^ The 
best place of all is on an edge of land 
where you liavc nothing immediately in 
front of you but IIk' air or tlu^ st‘a ; and 
there is no Ix^ttor plnve for sleejiiiig out 
than the grassy sloping Y(M*ge of som(‘ 
groat cliff, at tlie foot of which waves 
arc breaking. 

« « « # « 

Having discovered sii(*Ii a spot, say ai 
Boacliy or the (Jreat ()rnu»'s n<M<l, you 
may then (aftiu* Ix'stowing suital)I<‘ 
latyesse on the (‘oast-gmirds) f)r(H*eed^ to 
spread your bed upon it in this \vis(». | 
Place on the ground a largt^ grt^^n wattT- | 
proof sheet eight feetscpiare (the black- I 
aud-white check pattern coinnumly nmi 
for sponge-bags must t)e rigorously 
avoid<‘d, as it tends to promote iiisjauiiiat. ] 
Then lay ahaig oii<‘ half of it a portabh* 
cork mattr(*ss, si.x f«H‘t long by three feet | 
six whle, and spnwl on this thick 
wcxdlen blankets, Hupi»lemeufed, suTord- 
ing to the season, by cld«»r-down quilts, 
b(‘ar .<kiu.N, or chinchilla rugs, us many 
us you pleas(% for I wish o-pi'finlK to 
insist on the cheapniw of a coucii in 
the o|K*u-uir. The top om* must Ik» 
folded double and the flap turned down 
so that you cun lie betwt*en its folds. 
Then j»laco y«mr pilkiw stuffed with 
hops and otlier carefully sfdtH^bsl herbs 
of H narcotic <|uality at the top end 
of the mattress, and lay <m the top of 
the folchnl blanket vvhaff*V(T other 
blaukeK tdder-d(»\\n tptih.s, eldncidlla, 
lH‘aver, or bearskin rugs may be net'e-;' 
fiary to k^'p y«#n u.irm. ;oid thou bJd 
the unoifsipitHl half i*j »!;•• ur«*»*ri watcr- 
pn>of slui't over the whole bt^iLand tuck 
its lower einl umitTiunith it.-'**lf. Y«iu 
have then g*»t a c-oiicldet wliirh will Im* 
impervious to dew c»r rain. Hut iitlea* 
n)nsideratious n^main to be faeiMi. 

Ml A liol-water bottle being iudw- 
|H*nsablf; during most Kiiulish siirn- 
n«‘rs, it i.s advUibie to have a small j 
gas htove siippliml fh*m the nearest 
imter wifliiii rtnieh of \our l»e»b in 
«>rdt*r to li»Mt tlie wattT and incidentaily, 
on oj*4*asioii, s**rve us a fire to 

lielui ‘d inariiiers. 'Ilie initial ol the 
inj-tailittiun necNi imtcomc to more than 

for, UH I cannot Ph) often j««ut ou»t 
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cheapnesB is one of the great charms of 
the al-fre$co conch ; bnt it is advisable 
to remove’the stove every morning, and, 
of course, to replace it at night, a job 
requiring not more than two aMe-bodied 
porters, unless of course some suitable 
hiding-place or cache can be devised in 
the face of the cliif. The operation of 
letting down a heavy stove over the edge 
is ratlier dangerous, and on one occasion, 
when sleeping out at the cliffs of Moher 
in Co. dare, owing to the snapping of 
a steel hawser I lost a fine incandescent 
Crossley 18 h.-p. internal -combustion 
stove which it was impossible to replace 
under* a week. 

(2) If you sleep on a bed like this, 
with your head exposed, it is as well 
to wear some kind of a silk or a talc 
helmet, or hatlet, that will come down 
well over the back of the neck and keep 
away the draughts and other insects. 
This has also the additional and a?sthetic 
advantage of causing the sleepcr-out to 
hear a partial resemblance to Mr. HounEtN 
the famous diannel Hwimmer. 

(3J All people arc not able to sleep out- 
of-d(K)rR in tlic strong light of the early 
morning. 'Here are some to whom dark- 
ness is an essential condition of sound 
slumber, For them something a little 
more elaborate, but still wonderfully sim- 

i )lc, can easily and cheaply be arranged. 
V^rsonally I rc'ccnumend a canopy of 
black waterpixK)fc^d siJk or aquascti- 
taneous satin, streU^hed on a framework 
of aluminium, supported by four Venetian 
masts. ''Phis will keep off rain and dew, 
and provide you with the necessary de- 
gree of darkness. 

(■1) On sultry nights it is dangerous to 
dispense with a punkah. This may l)e 
worked either by a punkah-wallah im- 
ported at a ridiculously low cost for the 
purpose; or, heltcu* still, by a simill 
engine driven by your gas sh)vo. 

(5) One must not c-oiint Tipon a 
<*oinpleUi hnuuinity from tlio eml)ar- 
rassiug attentions of llio four-f<x>tcd 
cmition. ''Po guard, tliercfforo, against 
the disconcerting (‘uriosity of cows, 
iloukeys, horses and goats goats arc 
often to bo found in the muglilxuir- 
IkxkI of cliffs your bed should bo en- 
closed on thr(H) sides in a zaroba or 
palisade of about twenty yards sipian*, 
tlu*- fourth side being the facc» of tla^ 
cliff. Split oiik palings with kirbed- 
wire entanghunents are the best pro- 
tcfition; but some sleepers prefer stM 
railings, whicli, wh(*u (‘onnecdwl with 
an (‘Icctric battery, enable one to 
adtiiiiiist(T a sluK-k to any nninml wbicli 
rubs itsc'lf against iluan. T\n\ lowing 
of ctiU.le and the shrieking of sea- 
fowl ate at tinu^s a scirious trouble 
to light sleepers, but strychniue, if 
judiciously scattered in the noighbour- 
liocxl of the zareba, lias a strangely 
pacifying tsffoct 
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iMiih-heeiier {Iwarlng a roichch,an<l looking onl for a tip). “Shall 1 put some 

(aiKAHB ON youu H(jull, Hib?” 

“GbRAHK MY HkCLL? No, THANKS. I’VB THIRD EVEaYTIIlNO.” 


(0) If your bed is, as I have sug- 
gostocl, laid on a slope, there is always 
a danger in stormy weather of the 
entim thing - die ganze (Jahudtd as 
IIbinb says - - slitboping over the cliff. 
I iiave also known oaBc*s of sleci)crs-<)ut 
who wci’O ‘addicted to walking in their 
sl{‘(ip, and ouo dear friend of mine 
disai>pcared at the Skelligs owing to 
this charming but perilous habit. As 
a lu-otix'tion against such a catastroplu*, 
[ have myself fouml it wis<‘st eitluu* (a) 
to h1cc|) in a suit of pyjaiaas so cou- 
structed at not more than £5 5«, the 
suit - as to act as a parachute in case of 
my sudtlenly falling from a great height ; 
or (h) to Lave my Ix^d securely attached 


by a stout cable to a cajitivo balloon, 
which can 1)o hired for say £100 a week. 

In conclusion I can only repeat tluit 
not only is slcepiiig-out one of the 
cheapest luxuries in the world, but tluxt 
waking-up, under the conditions 1 have 
described -witU silk hatlet, green 
wat('i*pr(X>f, Ac. is an_ experience of 
such sacnNl and e(‘static solemnity as 
eomj>lclcly b(*ggars the rcs*»urces iff my 
vo(‘abulary. 1 \V(»uld add also that it 
hauls a spici* to the ailvenUm^ if you 
an^ awakeiuMl by a cuckoo. In caseiff 
sleeplessness try Mother Heagull’s Syrup. 

L)o as I luive told you in my nervous 
English, and ev(*r after bless the name 
of Old Fulsome. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[June 27, 1906. 



U-uii-iJeiu (late of WhUeehapel, elmuing oh! friend nrrr Imilinxmi in neie Jiouiie). “ What AU 
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TALKS WITH WORDS. 

I — “Love.” 

I FOUND her in the garden. 

“How are you ? ” I asked, 

“ Quieter,” she replied. “ The spring, 
as usual,* has been pretty bad, but I am 
getting over it now.” 

“ They work you hard then ? ” I asked. 

I “ Yes. No refit at all. All the poets 
do what they like with me, and I get so 
tired; They don’t seem to be able to get 
on wi thou t me, especially the young ones. ’ ’ 


“It was better in the old times?” I 
suggested. 

“Oh yes! because then they wndo 
blank verse, and I was not tied down to 
old companions; but nowadays, when 
they all rhyme and call themselves 
lyrical, I am hopelessly tied to worrls I 
am sick and tired of. ‘Dove,’ for 
example, and 'above,’ and, when the 
poet is not so serious, ‘glow.’ But 
think of the fatigue of it ! To spend all 
one’s days arm-in-aim or hand-in-hand 
with these words ! ” 


I sympathised, but had the grace to 
confess I also had been guilty. 

“You don’t look as if you would do 
it again,” she answered— rather cruelly, 
I thought. 

“ But it ’s not ‘ dove ’ and ‘ glove ’ 
and ‘ above,’ ” she contiimecl, “ tluit 1 
dislike most. It ’s the others.” 

“ Tlie others ? ” 

“ Yes ; those, altliough boring, are all 
right; tiring, porluips, 1)ut well bred, 
perfectly bred. It’s the iiiii)()st()rs J 
can’t stand, the parvenus: ‘move ’and 
‘grove’ and ‘prove.’ I have to take 
tlieir arms quite as often as the others, 
and it hurls mo horribly.” 

“ Poor thing ! ” I inunmired. 

“Not only on week-days,” she went 
on, “but on Sundays too. 1 hardly 
ever go to church without ‘move’ or 
‘prove’ to nmko mo uncomfortable.” 

I sympathised with more couth leiice, 
for T have never written a hymn. 

“ But I must not be too hopt^li'SH,” she 
continued, “ for it ’s bott(‘r tluin it used to 
be. Would you luduwe it, in th(» sixth's 
and Ho.vonties I was often made' to join 
hands with such outsiders as ‘of’ and 
* whereof ! ’ . BtJt that’s gone tail now.” 

“ Still, after so much <‘xp(Thnme, anm’t 
you growing hardened?” I askeh 
“ philosophic?” 

“ f ought to lus I supiK)Hc%” hlu‘ said, 
“but it’s not easy. I BtlU tlr«ul the 
vSpring, and I n('\<M* hear a man groan 
but ! slimhh'r. ‘llen‘\s aiiofher poet,* 

I say to myself : * now for h.' ” 

1 seeretly ho|MMl I had n(»t groaiu'tl, 

“ Yet it’s no giod minding nr worry- 
iug,’’ she ecmtimied. “For there’s no 
way t»ut (jf it. K.xeept slu* mhh'd. 
“And that is?” I asked. 

“Only if stnm'one wouhl invt'ut a few 
new rhynw's, (’<mldu’t that 1 h» done? 
You have an Knglisli Aetidemy now, 1 
hear, t-oiildn’t tmy do it? 'l (h» so 
want a fn»sh partner now and thi»n.” 

And prcmiising to try to htlp her, 1 
withdnsw. 

n. “Tkcth” .vno Avtokil 

She ttavardh me rather duliioiady. 
ns tlumgh not sure of her n*(*epji(ai. 

“ Who are vnii V ” I askni. 

“Tm tH,” she said. 

I npologiHiHi for not having rmliml it, 

“ Never mind,” she said, wmrily, 

“ hardly aiiyom» know^ me, I ’m always 
having to «*xplain who I am. an*I lotn 
of pcHjple don’t imder>finid then.” 

A little* later I met sis I thought, 
agnin.^ 

“Well, J shan’t naike any mUtstke 
this time,” I said. “How an* vou, aMhs 
T itnn?’ 

“\on an* misiufonned,” site replied, 
coldly; “iny name is Lnucr*.” 

“But you’re exactly like 1 

exclaimed « “ exactly ! *’ 

“Hush!” shesiild. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(W// Mi\ VuHi^h'tt HUiff of Leiirncil (HoHcfi,) 

IlMor Umt*mulali\ th(^ hf*ro (»f Mrn. (ii.vsV now nowil 
Bvmml tilt* Ihoka ** a lt»vo wlnry '* { Ot ni ) wiw nitln r a 
follow. Ho hnd lK*on otlunittnl ni Kicm and Oxford* nor vod 
r<>r Honn^ timo in tli(» tth Llfo f limnln, Imd boon mi attaolio 
at Kt. I Vtorrtlmr^, wont in for In^i; linniin^?, tlimnlmd a 
uuin within an iiirh (d Iii« lif(» with a Innivy hunting orop, 
and in his npant moaionlH wan inillod Mon o/w*r Bramndah'' 
by thn prottv Ainora*ati widow. If you had wantCHl to writo 
to liiiu in fho pnipiT Htjdo ycm wouhl Imvn udilnmnl tho 
auvolopi*: “Tim I/ml IhMfondnh*, nracotidalo (tlmHo, Iteunm- 
dale.” It will Im noUnl that Mix. (bwN Htrikoa out a line of 
Imr own. Tim ordinary Pintr, iHhuiitrKl at (Jiggloswu-k and 
Livorpiml, an o\-VohmttN‘r ami a <*ha.-«*r of llui Imttm’lly on 
tho tSns.s<*x I towns, is not For lu*r. //rWor was in lovo. with 
77/m/oni, who was tho wifo<»f dtmoh Brown tin* Austndian 
inillionain*. {iSomo fi<‘oplo hnvo tlio gift of nanu*s,) It is 
nioroly a (pn^ntion wlion dtmtth dhs, Asa mat tor of hihtory 
I may ssiy that it cKu-nrs on p. .'llfi. Kim I frionds, pltMso 
ao<*opt this tho only intimation. I m'Jirly Forgot poor, foiilish, 
Imndsonio, light !n*!trtt*d, woll gnunnod, d(*honair t^offtoin 
FUstjrndd amtfhor rotirod (iiiardKinan. Ilo was VVnWom's 
fathor; and, wlnni tho protty wid(»w (sho who talkod almnt 
*Wton rhrr BrarnntUdr'^) invitod lain to iliuiuT, In* “am^dod 
to hor ruquc^st with liis usual polisliod oaso.” Xono of your 
off-lmml “Don’t mind if I <lo“ alxiiit him; somotliiug in 
Frouoh, pnilxibly. This rominds n«j that linin’! is a nice 


Fronoh word on ea(*li page* siin[)l(‘, yet not loniyroin. Mr. 
(\ K. Hiioutku oiills Mrs. CIian our loading ii()V(‘Iist, ol luodern 
numnors.” Mysolf 1 do not liko the niodoni nuimior, and I 
pndor luy “love storios” somo other way. Statisticians 
atnl Hucli peoples howewor, would do well to road it -in 
oonjunotiou with The Kiwfn Krujlhli, that was recently 
rovunviul in tlnxo oolumns. 

In Thrl^phill Road (Me^ssrs. Cilvpm.vn and Hall) 

Miss K. (I. Rutevkn has much to say 
Of the (tluinu of Niccs and she tells it all 
III a wholly distinguishod, delightful way. 

Hut local colour won’t make a book, 

And the author, in writing this, forgot, 

Or at Iwist was hielint*<l t<» overlook 
Tliat somew'hat essential thing, the plot, 

Theuv’s a girl who vows that she’ll never wt*d ; 

Sin* falls in love, ami she k«»('pH her vow 
d'hat ’s all hut she 's womed you off your liead 
liefort* you get at the wdiy and how. 

And i-oiiml her hover a varied ci-owd. 

All truthfully pictured, without a doubt, 

Hut all t(K) loiuly to think out loml, 

And talk when they’vt* nothing to talk about. 

77/e !)nke of AiyylV^ AutohUMjraiiliy (John MrunAv) is a 
valuable addition to the politi<*al memoirs that have witliin 
the last cjghtetm months enriclied literature and illumined 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[June 27 , 1906 . 


lustory. The Eighth Duke of Argyll's personal knowledge Have thrilled, with soft ahims, 

of political events goes back to 1840, in which year he To view those homely chamis, 

accompanied his father, who was about to take his seat in And pined to lie in fold of thy colossal arms, 
the House of Lords on succession to the peerage. Now, as j rn ^ i i ^ 

then, the eldest sons of peers, sharing the privileges of Privy ' 

Councillors, are permitted to hear debates in the Lords, af fa™We bride ; 

standing ok the steps of the Throne. The late Duke of for a youth 

Arotll recalls a time, sped more than sixty years, when Of fondest l^autj . and, upon (lij Bide, 

peers and their eldest sons had four benches assigned to T”*u* o fair 

them on the floor of the House of Commons, dose to tlie * , , . , *, aU others there ; 

Bar on a level with Members. These have long ago been bonny pair . 

swept away, noble Lords surveying the scene from the Haply that frozen snarl wlioreat men quail 

Gallery over the clock, their sons and heirs ranking as Has ofttimes thawed when on thv teeming pile 

ordinal^ strangers. From this coign of vantage the Duke Wifely, she dallied with the iiiinhfo nail - 

began that close, shrewd, survey of men and affairs main- Nay, even worn a rudimentary sinilo 

tained to the end of a long and busy life. As a Parliamentary Jn Qixoh foiul liours to see 

speaker he rose to the rare height of oratory, commanding Thy child, in artless gh^e 

attention even among an audience gathered in the cliilly Scragging some hapless p Aw, or kIi inning up a tnv. 
atmosphere of the House of Lords. ^ ' 

One tiling that added interest to his speeches was that Ves^, Tluni wort loved. To-day tliy widow wt»ef>«, 
no one knew in advance what he might ho going to Thine heir licmoims an aiuiulde win^ : 

say. As a rule it was safe to prognosticate that he would We only, conseioim of some inkling <*n»oi>K, 
differ from one political party without disguising his con- Stuffed us Thou art,, areaweel whih^ wc* admin' 

viction that the other was no better than it should »<nv 1 darkly r<nir 

be. If he had a foible it was omniscience. “Mere names ^ I approa<*li t<K) n<*ar; 

cannot deceive me,” he wrote when barely out of his Alive, I certainly, for one, had not been hen', 
teens. “The Conserratives have failed to sec what is really „ _ , .. , - , . , 

best worth conserving. Liberals have failed to see what the Whnf 

most sacred of all popular rights demands of them.” llms tTa nhot to that fatal shot . 

the young Marquis of iAbne examined, whipped, and dis- © was not thinknig, ^ 
missed the two great parties of the State. It was a menial something ; hr m gocKlly ^>th I wot, 

attitude that prevailed to the end. In a sublunary sphere ir DchhI, 

there was only one human being who was always right, a rp/. F***f<‘ less hwd 

pleasing condition of life saddened by the persistent ^ firHt-(*la.ss turn of s|w*<*d. 


Haply that frozen snarl wlicreat men quail 
Has ofttimes thawed when on thy teeming pile, 
Wifely, she dallied with the iiiinhfo nail - 
Nay, even worn a rudimentary sinilo 
In such fond hours to see 
Thy child, in artless gh'c, 


Yes, Tliou wort loved. To-day tliy widow wt'ejw, 
Thine heir liemoims an amiable wiw' : 

We only, conacdous of some inkling en>ei>K, 

Stuffed as Thou art,, are awed while W(* admin': - 
KVn lunv 1 darkly bur 
I^est I approa<*li t<K) n«*ar; 


And what alxmt thy murderer? What of him? 

What spuriwl the idiot to that fatal sliot ? 

He was not tliinkiug, or the light tvas dim, 

Or something; for in gocKlly sooth I wot, 
ffad he foreknown his DtHHl, 


pieasmg condition or lire saddened by the persistent 
blundering of political friends and foes alike. From first 
to last the Duke hated Dizzy. His admiration and esteem 
for Gladstone horn in early life proved less permanent. 

^ong the best things in a fascinating book are the thumb- 
nail sketches of public men with whom he came in contact. 


Nay, but I see it all. Molhinks ho imwd 
In iH'nsive error through a tropitt ghido 
With thickest foliago loftily ctmKiv^Kl ; 

When, gazing upwards on the vanity nliadc, 
L>, through a tiny c'bink, 

A patch of fur did wink, 


Tlmy tempt to quotation, but they are many A patch of fur did wink/ 

^hat seems to throw a new light As tho’ some smaU, small licast hn<l gone aloft t*> think, 
on Sydney Smith— “He was a bulky man, with a krgo and « wuiiit. 

jwwerful head, a curved nose, and a tremendous chin.” bad not fired— 'SO tiny ’tt-vufl t(» view, 

The Dowager Duchess of Aboyll has earned the nf He had not fired Imt fr> his Icim 


The Dowager Duchess of Abgyix has earned the gratitude of 
I mankind by opening this peep into the inner history of 
English political and social life since the early days of the 
reign of Queen Viotoru. 


He had not fired— so tiny ’twaa t(» view, 

^ He had not fired hut to his lugcr ki'ii 
*Twas strange tmkmnni ; he drfnimf*<l i .f v mu-f hiu iu*w 
In squirn'Is or the like; one siHH-iiiaui 
Were worth a life's rruiowii ! 


To A Stuffed Gorilla of Enormous Proportionb. 

Thou monstrous Effigy ! 0 stuft and stark ! 

0 Then whom Nature callously desifpied 
In man’s rough favour for a brutal hirk— 

Which might be funny, but was far from kind— 
Lord, when I see tlmt shape 

TTT J , . . . rm ^ ^ 

W ond ring if Thou art man, or I a brawnless ape. 

I may not sing the beauties of thy face 
Because there are none ; gnarled Thou art, and ])cnt • 
Massive, I grant Thee, yet for perfect grace 
Something o’er-cumbrous, something too distent 
Of corporation, hey ? 

I . bland and gracious trait 

In man— with Thee it seems to act the other way. 

But tho' we hold Thee plain (that love the Greek) 

T ^ something ; in thy native parts 

I doubt not thy magnificent physique 
Was well esteemed ; and many Simian hearts i 


O 0 0 

1 Agog to bring it dfiwn, 

Uo raised hm tulw, md <'r»f>lly Iningwl into t\u> bonvu.” 


Then through th«»rv gn»ve., a vorlrt-ratc niM 

rr " brohhiiig ; the high nmf awayctl m in tt gforni ; 

He heard gmit timljcw muling; and. Udiolil ! 

Huge, blofttcti, Kpider like, a lif»rribl*‘ fonn 
Burst the thick Imww smiimicr ; 

And, with a cry ttf wimdcr. 

The sportsman \mk a bmith ami skiiqu'd away fn^in uimIcw. 

All legs and wings. humU grahhing and fc«»th gna.4iiiig, 
K ursing and clawing amt idiitching iu flr*t|>rratf> duHli. 
ile saw It hanging heard the la*t Immch siundiing ^ 
lurncfl hull alKiut. \\ ith f*u** ahuiglity cri'sIi 
wilid 

I fnri»iw Imtwn iiu*! Imhu* 
l-liwlieel like a meteor llinm^b flu* air and hiy tih,nf ; 

3gssassss=ss=ss=sssi 

“ Awwi otliera 1«. lie Keen »-w T/»nl fJ. «n<l liin djuiKhter. 
Mrs. IX u»»a.lnt«ly iutuMKilde to 

mention here.” iJulhj Mail ' 
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M il I'llNdll Httclilt'iily. Then lin drew out ti luindkeroluef aud wiped his brow, bis liaud trembling with 

«*xcitonu*ut tim whilo. The for which he Imd waited so long was cotne. i i i 

Ih‘font Jiim Kt(KKl a high atul siniKtor huihling, which at first sight appeared to be deserted. But the keen eye of 
Mil. rnvcH liiul (h‘te‘C’t(*d u figure at the top window, and the romantic mind of Mu. Punch had jumped to the only 
comflusion AntlrouwKla waiting for lier IVrtHnm! A twentieth-century maiden wanting the help of a mans 

He inotioutHl to I’oUY to stay wh(*re ho was, advanced cautiously to the foot of the building, and gave a low whistle. 

** Stop ! ’’ cried the lady wuldimly. ** Who are you V ” i -n » 

** Fair and hoautooiis inaid<»n/* whispen^d the gallant Mr. Punch, am come to save thee. Fear not, 

•* ( Jo away ! sht* crunl. Vou are the bailiff, 1 sliall never sunmider. Nothing but force will compel me— and 

you wool In’t imt* force on a woman ! ** , i . i p - * in 

** I'lituv is hom<‘ mistake/* said the Sack in his natural voice. ** You seemed to be m need of assistance, and 

“ Yon lmvt» come for the taxes/* broke in the lady. “ Very well. I refuse to pay them. Now then ! 

“ Ma lam/* wiid Mu. Prxeii, a trifle exasi^erated by all tliis, have not even wme for the washing. 

“ I iw*g y<nir panlon. Of eiairsa I reeoguisi^ you now. You are on our side.** 

Mil. h Nvn bovvinl. “If I only knew,” he. began. ^ , t -n i »» at ^ t 

“ What ! ** said the lady in uinaxtnnent, “you haven’t heard of us? Wait, then, and I will show you. She took a 
flag fr.Hii Iht s’ulo, niid lu'lil It <tut, (if lim window. “ Thera !” she said proudly. , i. n • v 

Mtt. t'l veil hxikcd candidly. Thera were Hoiue letters on the flag, and they seemed to him to be Russian chaincters. 
“Mv iidliK'iici* with the Cktu,” hesaid, “such as it is - , . a v 

Tin* lady Idushi'd. “I’m sorry,” she explaintA “I see I was holding it upside down agam. Somehow we 
reiienillv do. Kow then, hxik ! ” 

Mu. 1*1 sen lixiktxl, and read : " VOTES FOR WOMEN ! ” 

“ HtJ 1 do,” he cried mithusiastically. “ I votes for ’em always. 

• 0 wiHtiau ! lovely woman ! Notuw made thee ^re> in yim aU that we beUe ve (rf Heaven,— 

To tctiiirr man; wo bad liran tirutea without you; i^ang bngntnese, ^i^, and OTth, 

Aiigida arc jiainiw! fair to liaik like yon: Eternal ,«}y, and overlaatmg low. 

“ Tlien you agree, ” said tlie lady, “ that wo ought to liave the francdiise ? ” 

“ 0 -h« f” said Mk. I’or'U, “ that is a 111*17 different thing.” 

“ But r i»ay taxes, and taxatiou without lepresentation is tyranny.” 
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At this, Toby, who pays a tax— a slight tax of seven-and-sixpence per annum— stood up and wagged his tail 

** My dog, at any rate, agrees witli yon,” said Mr. Punch. 

“ And you do too ? ” she asked. “ You think we should he allowed to vote at elec^tions ? ” 

I “ Yes ” replied Mr. Punch, “ I do. You and your sistei*s have at last convinced me.” 

“Hooray! ” cried the lady trimnphantly, and she waved her flag. “1 knew if we held out long enougli we should 
convince soine’body, Now tell me, what was it particularly that showed you our cause was right V Was it the way W(* i 
attacked Asquith —was it our display in the House of Commons— was it ” “ Yes,” said Mu. sen, ** it was all that.” j 

“ There 1 Why, if it hadn’t been for us no one would ever have heard of Woman’s SufTrag('.’' ^ 

“No,” said Mr. Punch; “and if it had not been for yon I should never have believed in it. ^ I'ntil you began your 
— ^your demonstrations I was opposed to it. Logically, I admit, it seemed all right. Ko far as iuttdhn't went you wi‘rt‘ 
superior to many of us. Yet, somehow, politics and women -I did not like to consi(h*r thorn ti>g<‘tluT. Au election is an 
I unpleasant business, a rowdy business ; and I do not earo to see women in a rongh-and-tumbh*. A woman,” continued 
the romantic Mr. Punch, “should never be in a hurry, should never l>e in a ridiculous situation, should nevi*r lmvt‘ to raise 
her voice. A woman should always he cool and composed. Politics is noitluM* a coefliug nor a coiu|>(»Hing gmiu». 

“ Tlien, a^in, I have noticed that the electors of one side find it necessary t<» l)reak uj> tlu» nuH^tings of the (Uher 
.side. At times it is their duty to call one of the speakers a liar. The ele(‘tor must (‘(‘It^lmite his vu*tory tw Httmijig tin* 
defeated. To he, in fact, the Complete Elector one has to forget a good many things. An eh^-tion,” concludtHl the S.UiK, 

“ brings out the very worst of a man ; and it is inexciisahlo for a woman (U'er to be at anything })Ut her best,” 

“ But,” said the lady, “I thought you were with usV ” 

“ Those,” said Mr. Punch, “ were luy views until a short time ago. Now I S(‘e differently. I rt^incinber au exliihitiou 
in the Ladies’ Gallery. I have heard of a woman and a dog-whip a m(H*ting of Mr. AsQurni’s, 1 (‘annnt f<a*get I <lo not 
think anyone will ever forget— an insult that one of your sisters jiaid Mir Kuwvim Giiky. And, as I think tm tlit*se things, 

I realise suddenly what it all means. It means that you have at last des(*eu(led to our lev«‘I; that y(»u liave putciff your 
dignity and your womanliness, and are become indet'd the (^anph'te Elector. Mo, Madam, when you get tin* fnmchi.‘-e, 
as you will eventually, I shall say to myself ” Mil. PuKcii hesitated. “ V(»s V ” said sht*. ** ( io on.” 

“ With apologies. Madam— Seire ’em right,'* ” 

There was silence for a little. Then, “You don’t nudei-Hland,” saiil the lady. “I am the iimther of u family. 
Anyhow,” she added, ‘J I shall stay here until we get the franchise.” 

“ The flag is upside down again,” said Mii. Punch. The lady liastily imi it right. 

“ And now,” said the Sagr, “ I have something I Hhould like to h*uve. with you. You have a long and lonely vigil 
before you, and it would be pleasant to mo io think that I was doing souk*! hi ng to Ht>lace it. Light ila.u-h it is,” In* 
added, “I could not throw it up to you.” 

“ Wait a moment,” said the lady. She went into the rcKnu, and returned with a hisket tied to a ro|M*. 

» “The provision-basket,” she said, and lot it down gently. Mr. Punch stiKul on tI|>-t(M\ and placed in it his 
i 

#nf Pwntrrfb^ antr Cbirtietb Holuint. 

JO 'j o 



I 




Savikivwnk, K. 

Aiifiiinn Oaim* 4(11 

ItitliT <Uy «>i ili<> 2(K) 

r»u11-Stjrk«i»> Itiwnn-' »85 

IXilllKH-MOt 111 il-IU4‘ S5H 

StiQ 

ViVtivr Kiitlt*iri:4 ilHU 

KiiUKi«i.I AIM .Ml i«r 

lUprty Aitn't.h«iurlit< ]1 

lliualo 

IHliitir Htin in 47 

N4>w cnyittiniirM (Tin ) UH, 1 lO 

r»‘ril!. <(i7 

Toiin r«i 

rrcitni lit vAi 871 


IlwiiiiH', Kilt I H M. 

Kftwnr l{u>tnry (Tb«i) ISUt 

liKi iiin.'i'-., If. 

Ci MinlMiiiofi |m ihn tTmiil UurHion 
Til an Int.iut Apt’ 181 

111. I lx. I . \ l< I Hi: 

Mr. i iiii>K'‘< K 808 

III t.l.ii* I.. .S I*. 

Hv«nry Mim'H Wif« hlit Own Mnnit . 88 
III Ml; K. ('. 

Al«>t>tn(l«r*H Kfiiftt 110 

.hlhlikli‘n VYuitl'i .it ratling ...... l.tO 

«>ni tMIiii- 72, tH), 

1(K, 1V(I. Ut 

** Oiil-Il»nxlinff * llrriNl^** Hii 

Vn»«<r Will 111* • III Alilwyi’U 80 


III KM.I. \\ . H''!*'; n, 

lUlUHHiiffr fur tt«Kiniu*rK 881 

< 'iiM ftoRi thn lAntrU 104 

lUily Hhitvi* rnm) i'48 

•* in Ib'iiuf (I’lit*) 100 

•‘M4lyl'wti*y’»My»'Aii) W 

IjttlM Itii'K Onrvlf n«i 218 

Oiirl'imtrltnx 484 

PmltU* iitmut thi* ruIlH 10 

rif‘ttiu>! ** 8iM» 


A. .1. 

<tf»nf»‘K*ulMnHt»t an Amutfur (Thn)... 128 
ItitfKliuti nf tlw H|M^a)cf^« lllnanr .. 8i<4 
r\8»p K. Ihini.ia 

WitlufTlttv*' 282 


Titirltit (Tint) »U 

Hl«*rrj W'ii»**(A) 7 

(NHHIItM.. Al.lIM.O 

Hlilfir 20 


iJttU* MtAnr-Hliwitinir mthoKbl- 

lawlH(A) M 

lM»i V. W. K. 

I'^lntOiOiP!; MylUA) 52 

K. .1, 

In i*iw«uitnf S 49 

I’wtvm.i, A, K. t'. 

HfHinbifptia NnUw lU, 2Hr» 


SAMlUirilNK, K. lilNt.KY J 

4ueH<i(m of Bulanoa /A) 200 

IMiglon of Empire (The) 2M1 

lietnro of Arthur iThp) IJJS 

Willnw light 301 

Rouh of Harmony 20 

Htain of (tf'Xumre (Thp) 227 

Their Hou»e in (htlor 178 

'1 h( M'liM Uooh(*\(>l(.iiD(l ihoMim.tiiui 425 

Through! 81 

Tolho (iuiUotiiie 44.1 

T’ndiMmaVMl 817 

Will III* Turk it in ! 101 


P.U(TlltI)(JK, llKftSAnD 

Algecirafi Stance (The) P3 

Awkward “ Approach” (An) 165 

Birrellig’ous Traveller (Tho; 129 

Bit of a Breeze (A) :*45 

Bogey of Bicodom (The) 799 

(Vrhf rua and Ina Sop 831 

(toming Event (rhe) 8 

InBirable Al(n« . 75 

Elgin Marble (An) 291 

Kniialitv -tilth a I)ill< rence 2*5 

“ Fatwl to b*' Free” 45) 

FeuxdeJole 287 

Fifty Yearn a Queen 2i9 

Follow Me, Lood'.r Ill 


PAitTUioaE, Bernard 

Free-Food Outlaws (The) 147 

Ncgliuible Quantity (A) 67 

New Chauffeur (The) 38a 

Noblfsee Oblige ! 417 

Out of Bonndfl 827 

Shrieking Sister (Thei 80 

Small Profit^, Qui^ Aeluxns 201 

Still Out of it 485 

Temporary Entanglement (A) 273 

To Suit idl Needs 86J 

Ravbn-Hill, L 

Feare Beigns at Moscow 21 

Will He l^rangle 809 


Articles. 


II \u, J.orEH K. 

Hortieiilf un* Tip io Hate 112 

lUriK, HUMIAIII) 

Caiable TaddieM * 140 

Kt m:i.. I lA, Autik'b 

Adaptsil lor AmaktirM 102 

('ni*.Mle agttM Comnurcial Im- 

n lunWA) * 24 

tatie huark (The)......... 99 

Ki.ivji, Kk\S’k 

(fnpon Ow UbhpiitouH 859 

KmAM I.I, Wu.TKIt 
OI»iuv.'itia ... 10. 85, 87, 71. 78, 96, 114, 
l.'M. H;>. 170, 187. 199, 222, 241, 280, 
2hi, 21 H, :il6, 1)25, 851« 861,814,410, 
420,4 9, 454 

KmJI.KMVS, SlIiNKY K. 

Wonuin'H Ways CfH 

(Uixvn.Ki, r/Avi:« I*. 

Duk: Buaaer: — ! 803 

(iAIiVKV, I. 

About Wwk-Rwhi 422 

(Ibarily fkwm (A) 860 

Tb>ronuation c*f Koinety (7 he) 462 

SlHtir-Simbblera’ (Tub (Tlio) 286 

Truih about I’Jnto (The) 216 

(iitliUY, (*. V. 

New Frw* « IkMird ” (The) 122 

(inni*-Tr,i2, A. T. 

Oonciwning Onomaney. 304 

” ilegiratCm** < f lU<*gal Fmcfcieeii 268 
(liiiiMM, I'u-r. 

A bbrevistjouM Artful A'il 0 

ShiU 

Htror g Morning Ain 96 

('. L., AND Iatah, K, V. 

Ai'ting lip to ^eir Keputaiioiui 893 

Arithmit’eZYaeM * 127 

Around the World 194 

Awakening <*f Eton (The) 168 

Book of the ray (The) 85 

<Mtof(heE(Mt(Tbo) 314 

(Inline OodtUee 271 


(iilAVKH, T;., AND Lms, K. V. 

«Cbm-Bif” 114 

Oompleto raragraphiat (The) 106 

Criticism by Anathema 2Cd 

(1y from Kilkei ny (A) 297 

Rhffion Wisdom .11 

Eloffiao StanaaR 81 

Kogland, BharnCm! 406 

Brupter (The) 807 

Fn>m a Slodgfr's Window 868 

(}f>lf in KxvelMM 26 

Hints for tbe Holidays 45S 

Borne Hands across ibo Sea ?86 

HowtoH^preKsdrickit 421 

Intelligent Aoticipaiann 48.1 

III the II our of Defeat 51 

lilies at Work 109 

iilfQ^sratUnHiillRuHies .186,206,29(1 

Hit. Far, made Topical (The) 8.1( 

l/mdon the I /arid 8(0 

Man and Bannermon 172 

Maityr Malgr^ Lui (The) 826 

Mnycirs* Nrats for Uie Holidays ... 412 

Modmt BiHiucst (A) 17 

More About the New (BunUing ... 408 

Mr. John Burns Hay by Day 42 

Muideal Goesip 197 

Musical Notes 67,C66 

Natirmal Pride a National Danger 880 

New Music 6 

New Kanos for Old 125 

New Raiment (The) 100 

New Rendesvotis (The) 142 

Nd Ni>>i Bonum 440 

Office Pain (The) 280 

Onr Bookm^ffioo 180, 198, S16, 

214,289,896, 896,460 

Our Drivel 416 

Pageants Bstroordbary 268 

Piwtable Aliases 163 

Parliamentary AppeUtes 208 

Partial Porferaitute 244 

Posthistorio Peeps 249 

Beiuucenoeof HysteiiojThe) ...... C8 

(krlenceof Bombokw vfSe) ........ 431 

Shades to Eevedt JJS 

Shaw’s Progress 281 


GttAVEK, C. L., AND Lucas, E. V. 

Social and Personal 848 

“ Hpeo^ator ” on the Warpath (The) 222 

Talks with Words 460 

Titled Truisms 860 

To Brighten Cricket 405 

Travds m Search of Wit 200 

1 'nlimitcd Cricket 217 

Urbs in Bnie 807 

Very Open T/etters 251 

Wit Made Wilder 151 

Young Parliamentary Hand-book. 88 
CinTiiuiE, Anstey 

Dissolving Views 62 

Health and Beauty Exhibition .... 278 
Moral Billcctions at the Natural 

liidory Mam*um .112, 844, 868 

Hiisho-Tiukuh Wrestling Match ... 832 
Woodtn Wrcatlcw (The) . . 38 

Yellow Patriots ^o) 188 

IIamh/ion, a. Kirwiam 

Tit-bitiau Statistii’isa (The) 322 

ITxnkin, St. John 

PromaStbine Pann. 886 

IIOARB, J. DoUOLAS 
Diaries of Operatic Heroes ..... 877, 894 
Home, Alice 

PebiuaTyto Town 122 

Presentation Day 266 

Hueffbr, 0. M. 

Man of Destiny (The) 250 

PoliicolNeosssityfA) 44 

l^ofendon of Fkith (A) 78 

IfUdllEH, 0. E. 

Mx. Punch’s EUationResalts 46 

Our Booking-Office 450, 461 

IIURKY, A. 

Bzhninoruts (The) 169 

Hutchinson, A. S. K 

Motor BevoluHon (The) 4S0 

OurMotorPar^ 418 

Yalenttoe (The) 124 

Jenkins, E, 

Thoughts about Pads 822 

I III I .'irwiw i " ' w 




468 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARf. 


[JuNiJ 27, 1000. 


Articles— continued. 


Kendall, Captain 

Ode to a Stuffed Gorilla 464 

On a Gei^onzola Oheese 170 

Pattuiiimt Dentes . 8t 

Songr of March (A) 206 

Spimff in London 865 

To all that Grumble •• 144 

To Conscience PBO 

To One About to Wed 276 

Knox, E. C. V. 

Cynic in Skirts (The) 280 

Declme of England (The) 141 

Missing Word ^The) 13S 

Social Seminary (The) 164 

Woe for Weary Willy 814 

Laird, D. S. 

Solicited Testimonials 181 

Langley, F. 0. 

NTomdeBjches 290 

Poem in the Making (A) 324 

Bhymes Without B^son 24 

Lehmann, R C. 

I ady, a She^-dog 112 

Leader (Thef 108 

Nature Studies . . 8, 183, 224, 850, 434 

Our Booking-Office .. 262, 270, Sl6, 812, 
3 8, 482 

To F. C. Bamand 132 

Leigh, Andrew G- 
Song of Spring (A) 262 

Leverson, Ada 

Homo Chirps 242 

Lucas, J. Landfear 

Aid of the “Ad” (The) 313 

Beasons for Defeat 128 

Lucy, H. W. 

Essence of Parliament . 121, 189, 167, 
176, 198, 211, 229, 247, 286, £88, 319, 
337, 855, 878, 891, 409, 427, 446, 456 

“ Qmndolph ** 20 

Onr Bookmg-Office ... 18, 86,54. 72, 90, 
108, 126, 144, 162, 180, 198, 216, 234, 
262, 270, 288, 806, 324, 842, 880, £06, 
414 J82. 460, 468 
Lyel, P. C 

Omnibus Ihteilades 410, 488 

Maas, W. H. 

Love's Assoranoe 106 

Mackenzie, A. C. 

Should Women Smoke ? 270 

Marshall, Arouidald 

“HowTo” Papers (The) 82 

Little Biograpffies 897, 428, 440 

Yaiiations on an Old Air 182 

Martin, N. R. 

Onr Labour Balers 257 

Paper Campaign of 1906 (The) 221 

Blunders for Hostesses 19 


May, H. R. P, 

“ Messages from the Spiiit World” 185 
Workers in the Cause 86 

Menzies, G. K. 

Age of Culture (The) 289 

Complete Potterer (The) 484 

Complex life (The) .. . ^ 

Conversationalists to Order iw 

Educationalist iThe) 1C8 

Giving Tbemselve^r aTO 

Happy Bachelor (The)... 4M 

Higher Life (The) ^80 

Kingdrtltleyet.... ^ 171 

Maiden’s Progress (The) ^ 

Neologio Terminologies 388 

Pauper’s Paradise (The) 

Pramotor (The) IJf 

Questions of the Hour ^5 

Scholar Navvy (The) 221 

Science and Sentiment 815 

Si Pacem Yis 285 

Ppook’s Lament (The) 28 i 

STenuous Life (The) 898 

Whitechapel Pilgrims (The) 14 

Miall, Derwent 

Aunt Agatha’s Advice 143 

Jhots not Generally Known 449 

Journalistic Enigma (A) 5? 

Nature Notes for February 131 

Parables for Partiaamos 63, .TJ 

Wag (The) 272 

Milne, A. A. 

Battle of the Chess Blues 226 

Castles in Spain ^ 

Evening Bbymes (The) 414 

French on the Higher System 260 

Giant’s Kobe (The) 416, 437 

IJow to be an Author IfS 

11ymn on Toxnkuin* Action ..... 879 
Importance of Being Christened ... 240 

Lillian 10 

Mneical Shokspeare <108 

Our Booking.^ffioe... 180, 198, 216, i»2, 
270,288,806, 824, 860, 878, 414, 482, 
<60.463 , 

Our Short Story 204 

Paired ... . . 

Passing of the Oow (The) 878 

P eking up Acquaintances 276 

PJaying at hang Americans 368 

Sceptre (The) 422 

FtoryofPudaefoot(The) 179 

True Story of Jacob Slby (The) ... 8» 

tlndouhted l^oi (An) 116 

XJp-to-Dato Interview (An) 3H9 

Village Beading-Boom (The) 294 

Willpower; or,G«*ttingt}K*Nf«Kne 180 

NEWNHAM-DAVIfl, TjEnT.-OcL. 
CinderoHa as She Should Be 8 


Ohlhon, Harold 

Incomplete Woman (The) 

Palk, Robert 

King-Trout (I’he) ^ 

Bat and the Dormouse (The) 

Songfish(The) 

To my Laundress 

Partridge, E. «r. 

Are Jewels Malignant! 

Pope, Jkrsib 

Cabmet Creations 

Cult of the Tilt (The) 

Judgment of Paris (The) 

Menace of the Gulf SlFCom (Th*>) 

Mr. ■punch’s Dolotiriw-ter 

Platform Gossip 

Wedding of tin* W<*ek f/Hu*) 

Pvx, ({KRU.D 

Speculation in Futures (A) 

Rekd, K. T. 

Our Booking-Office 

Tahlets of Asit-tiglelh-M iphanw. . . 
Risk, R. K. 

TnUw'optc'd f!orro^poIXll♦'ln^• . ... 

Hmilof '.Till*) 

RiTrKSBKHG, AIax 

Books of the Minnt** 

“ Course »'f True lyiv**” 'Th.A .... 

“ Mammon Wi i*k bj W*i k ” 
Tiavol-Tnlk ............... 

Robert.'^, IL H. 

Best B£*st (Till*) 

r.o.p. 

UowAN, lfn.1. 

Esprit de Oar 

Expert Bvid*‘n(*(‘ 

UowtoI.u<*(‘hcapl> . 

01} tuple (iamps and After 

Riimi , . 1. (’ni'iMUtt 

Daring Experiment on the G.W.B. 
SvMH 1 1 , \io> 

How til 1>< 111 with a iHv? Fight 

Skavan, Gwkk 

Bump on the Alabaster (A) 

Oamation aiul Cherry BfoiMiai »*ea*4 
( 1iw*k ut till* War t raitn A 

<3M'/h*s Tidnur-h 

< 'ottiintr ut the I >< lu* > • 1 h< 

lh*i;;u*hiat nt of Pr« n»i**rh> 'fit** 

92, 146. 21H 

HaunWIIfmis*(A) 

Holiday Taskmasti^r (A) 

Immortal Boy (The) 

Tnnooont ()bfi«et ..... .. , 

Middle A'HgliT <){ii rd . .... 

Mir.u>li‘ oiH 1.1 ,A't 

i New Vtotvmm 'A) 


419 


Pictures and Slietches. 


P8, 
332 ! 
128] 
:i96! 
419, 
41' 
28? ( 

42 

90 ' 
801 

m 

234; 

91 

78 

152 

iVt 

2^9 

243 

178 
IW 
203, 
»lt I 

m 

447 

%m 

42U| 

SK*Hi 

Wt 

50 

74, 1 
3021 

12H, 

37fi 

m] 

iHjj 


Meam\n, Owen 

OfTaraeLionH 164 

Of Top-drewing 3U 

Booking-tjfflee 18, 342, 306 

PhiltercdCup (The) 341 

Punoh-and->7om*phino Show (A) ... 264 

Reflection.*! on the* Turf 452 

Round thi* rolilu-al Hooths 20 

Kiml<*Hthat didn't Quiti* < 'omo Off. 326 

To a Lost Bachelor 110 

“ To Noroway o’t*r the Facni ” 448 

Turning of th,* Mlddl<‘-f‘la>*< W» rni 2(K) 
\Vh} niitiOmitth* Ni*.\t L’.tih.imcnt 38 
SEVintt, \V. 

Our Thoif ricalH . .. M'l, 107 

Stiani.sh Viiirtii iTIit*) 424 

Sh\ki'u:v, lltiwi 

Any Unele to any N«*<*e Jt57 

I411WUK langiui* lAtimo 216 

Sxiini, T. 

Examinathm I’ais^r for fTrickotors. 290 
ST\(i(i, J, R. 

“ Golff rs as I ’avi* Known 3Ht) 

Si'iiiihr, tl. S. 

Btark and the Play (The) 402 

IaU> Mr. Alfred Chuddor (Tho) ... 404 
Syki, 8, .k. A. 

AU-truiMn 160 

B'irVIM tAl 3*,)3 

Kdui'dioniil Ad . . 415 

id .. 46 

** M P itai K'« ur/.ii*nM*' 36*2 

N<*w InliiMi i:it 'Th<‘1 . . . 242 

ii riH for (’anif’m-Fiettds 97 

Htqitic Hints 455 

II. Mnsivd' 

Iid*r:».d. 79 

;IIm 287 

Uii d Bill 1 Ho } eeet*e*4e««eeee4tt»teeip 242 

Kilh* t'U ^/iwatioitMlh*tl (A) 296 

U'ori.4 li-*i..(Thtv 64 

W\rr, H. 

t dht r '^t.l*' • r fh* Gu. 'Til* 1... BH 
As . I J i » I 

r..r,id<*M)'HnK,AI t 134 

Wiiin,, R, K 

Imwii . , 33 

W -rt* . 

N‘o*.‘ h t*'i 1 .ii t.\ ... 3H6 

* otr If' > *..su 233 

•' ; !i,»! * ,d liottdoti (The) 343 

r*'. ‘ iM Ui 4', 

t . I f I 1 1 « . I •; .h'l* Th. ... In 

If.:..’ i‘.. • *Ti.' u* 


Aldin, Cecil 25 Pbqram, Fred 

Armour, G. Denholm .. 13, 28, 40, 59, 70, 113, Raokham, Arthur... 
131, 149, 107, 105, 213, 231, 2.39, 207, 270, 

203, 31(5, 329, 349, 3t)0, 303, 40.'), 423, 441, 

463 

Baumer, Lewis ... 91, 199, 269, 311, 367, 385 

Bilsbie, Charles 217 

Blaikley, Ernest 41.T 

Booth, J. L. C 27, 177, 223, 251, .395, 4,30 

Boyd, A. S 307 

Brock, 0. E 319, 333, 361 

Brook, H. M....63, 151, 109, 106, 232, 271, 2H0, 

431, 449 

Browne, Gordon 451 

Browne, Tom 95, 142, 160, 179, 

Dowd, 3 II 3*10 

Hardy, Dudley 207 

Harrison, Charles ... 161, 178, 233, 268, 280, 

* 323, 359, 394, 450 

Haselden, — ... 236, 254, 326, 341, 376, .380, 

402, 430, 448, 458 

Hoggarth, Graham 143 

King, Gunning . 7, 31, 45, 61, 85, 97, 121, 159, 

181, 214, 249, 2.53, 277, 315, 337, 34.3, 

373, 379, 415, 4.33 

Lander, Edgar 377 

Leete, Alfred 71 

Lindsay, G 24 

Metcalfe, G. F 35 

Millar, H. R 43, 412 

Mills, A. Wallis ... 9, 81, 103, 109, 153, 207, 

235, 261, 303, 325, 351, 411, 447 





171, 21.3, 257, 285 IhvtN lliii., I* , UK UK Ht. 52, 61. K2, 88, 

17, .31, 125 lllfl, n»K 127, 151, 172, JIHI. 2tW, 

211, 2f;2. WK 2(18, 531, .352. 570, 
I«H1, PM. 112. 

55, 75, 

UlJD, K T. . , 1.3, 55, 51, iU, 80. 87, M»5, 
150. UM. I..;, 1.-.^, 175, i7*V n»t. lot. 
.■'IV. ‘*15, ■'•'.3*. •*:**, Mr ’ I %•'»•'*. ‘W, 
v-i .*;»*! . .‘vV.h ' 5 . K ' '• » • "M, 

501. :'•> i". ( . : I IK 

137 

I 

III* s. 

IlMWbj.;! I. i(\! A , 

SxMJi.d i.M. !'■ L7 \:m 
Niu X) K. h 

Nu:irj,h . v.‘ 

\UK 155 
i; L . . 

MiMlid (Hi, *1 .M 

Siii.n vs. .1. F. 

3’iiv‘kj,»vx. I. 57 

1 n. .3. Ill, H, 55, 7)». 77. U,K 
I'X II5, K5, lv3, V0.3. :>;»!, ;M1. ^30, 
2*A :nx .351, ; 17. 5> *. B‘,i. ivi. 

150 

Wkrij, l-.icsi -1 , . 

Wi iftl#, It, .Uyj'Kli 
WiniAM-. KA - 

Wi. ifxxj*, M*d li'.* M' •-MdJG . .107, 

K, F. M . .. 


, . vr,, 

, 3V. 

. I'M. lyi, 
1.3.3, V25, , 




too, 

226, 

588, 

287 

125, 

311, 

'*.*v5, 

:h5, 

Tdi, 

int 

.‘m-x 
I VO 

:.*i: 

5***7, 

251* 

IaT 

16V 

67 

!**7 

115, 

V75, 

157, 

1.32 

i:s5 

522 

:9M 

6 












PRESIDENX'S SECKEXAR.IAX 
(LIBRARY) 

Accn. "No Oiass No 

The book should be returned on or before the date 
last stamped below. 






